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GENERAL INTRODUCTION 
TO THE WORKS OF SHAKESPEARE 


THERE is one book in the world of which it might be 
affirmed and argued, without fear of derision from any 
but the supreme and crowning fools among the foolishest 
of mankind, that it would be better for the world to lose 
all others and keep this one than to lose this and keep 
all other treasures bequeathed by human genius to all 
that we can conceive of eternity—to all that we can 
imagine of immortality. That book is best known, and 
best described for all of us, simply by the simple English 
name of its author. The word Shakespeare connotes 
more than any other man’s name that ever was written 
or spoken upon earth. The bearer of that name was 
the one supreme creator of men who ever arose among 
mortals to show them and to leave with them an all but 
innumerable race of evident and indisputable immortals. 
No child of man and woman was too high or too low for 
his perfect apprehension and appreciation. Of good and 
evil, in all their subtlest and sublimest forms of thought 
and action and revelation, he knew more than ever it 
has been given to any other man to know. All this 
incomparable birthright might conceivably have been 
bestowed on a man from whom the birthright of song 
had by equitable compensation been absolutely withheld. 
But except upon the greatest of lyric and prophetic 
poets it has never been bestowed in ampler or more 
entrancing measure. 
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It cannot, or rather it must not, be denied that no 
promise of so great a future was given or was suggested 
by the first two booklets which presented to the world 
of readers the name of the greatest among all the writers 
of all time. There are touches of inspiration and streaks 
of beauty in ‘Venus and Adonis’: there are fits of 
power and freaks of poetry in the ‘ Rape of Lucrece’: 
but good poems they are not: indeed they are hardly 
above the level of the imitations which followed the 
fashion set by them, from the emulous hands of such 
minor though genuine poets as Lodge and Barksted. 
And when we remember, as we cannot and should not 
choose but remember, how much of crudity as well as 
beauty we must needs recognize in ‘Two Gentlemen 
of Verona’, ‘Love’s Labour’s Lost’, and the first 
rough sketch of ‘Romeo and Juliet ’, we are compelled 
to admit that the name of their author, had he died and 
left behind him no other credentials than these, could 
hardly have been set by any competent judge beside 
that of the great young poet who had given to England 
and immortality the tragedies of ‘ Doctor Faustus ’ and 
‘Edward the Second’. In the first of these three plays 
there is some charm of humour, though the pleasantry is 
sometimes attenuated to the verge of inanition: in the 
second, with a good deal of forced and wiredrawn jocu- 
larity, there is likewise no lack of genuine fun and 
glorious poetry : in the third it is first of all to be remem- 
bered and lamented that Shakespeare should not or 
could not have followed the beautifully simple and 
exquisitely pathetic narrative of Bandello instead of the 
inferior and adulterated version of the tale to which 
alone we can suppose him to have had access, and which 
by its perverse omission of the finest incident in the 
whole story has deprived us of what must and would 
have been the tenderest and noblest passage in the 
loveliest of all tragedies of love. The last words inter- 
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changed by the dying Romeo and Juliet, had Shakespeare 
given them utterance, could not but have been as per- 
fect in beauty as the after attempt of a presumptuous 
mummer to supply them was ridiculous and revolting 
in its impertinent incompetence. But the text, long since 
cleared for ever of Garrick’s hideous interpolation, 
remains liable to the objection of a scarcely less pre- 
sumptuous pedant that the style or tone of the love- 
making is unlike the natural language of actual lovers : 
as though the spoken as well as the written ex- 
pression of feeling did not naturally rather than con- 
ventionally vary from age to age. Men of the renascence 
could no more be expected to talk like men of the middle 
ages—whether contemporaries of Dante, of Chaucer, or 
of Villon—than like men of our own age. Each century 
or so, if we accept the convenient and casual division 
of manners and of styles by the rough and ready reckon- 
ing of successive dates, has its own natural conventions 
of life and art, from which none can entirely escape but 
by servile affectation of an obsolete manner or fatuous 
affectation of an unnatural style. Margites Hallam, 
who knew so many things so badly, could not see this. 
The same explanation rather than excuse is no less 
necessary for a fair and appreciative estimate of Shake- 
speare’s first original and unaided attempt at dramatic 
chronicle or historic tragedy. Full as it is of flowing 
and fervent beauty, the effusive and elegiac style of 
‘King Richard II’ is hardly more dramatic or lifelike 
in many of the scenes than the very earliest manner of 
Marlowe ; and the treatment of character is less coherent 
and consistent than the great elder poet’s. There are 
at least six consecutive lines in Greene’s grotesque 
tragedy of ‘ Titus Andronicus ’ which are evidently inter- 
polated by the young Shakespeare ; whose early gift 
for serious or humorous imitation suffices to explain the 
rancour of the elder and minor poet. They are in the 
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exact style of Greene, so glorified and transfigured as to 
be recognizable only by those who can see the gradations 
and shades of difference which distinguish a modest 
original from a superb imitation. It is less obviously 
easy to decide on the complicated question of Shake- 
speare’s share in the singularly unequal trilogy of * King 
Henry VI’. The comparatively few scenes in the first 
part which bear the impression of his prentice hand are 
sometimes in rhyme—crude enough here and there, but 
above the reach of those rhymesters whose ‘jigging 
veins’ were finally dried up by the superbly contemp- 
tuous derision of Marlowe—and sometimes in blank verse 
not always unworthy of that mighty master: the finest 
passage in the second is an evident and magnificent 
interpolation of Shakespeare’s now almighty hand in 
its maturity of omnipotence : the third, a very fine tragic 
poem in its original form, was slightly and greatly im- 
proved by the critical as well as poetical manipulation 
of Shakespeare. The concluding play of ‘ King Richard 
III’ is a more harmonious work of still youthful genius, 
in which there is but one elaborately finished figure 
among a crowd of powerfully designed sketches. Richard 
isShakespeare’s first great and perfect creation; admirable 
as well as terrible in his brilliant and dauntless intelligence, 
his fiery versatility of humour and of spirit, his unity 
and variety of character and of gifts. For the first time 
in all the literature of the world we are confronted with 
a great as well as a greatly wicked man: even Aeschylus 
and even Sophocles could show us but an Aegisthus and 
a Creon : Richard could take up such a couple of criminals 
in the hollow of his hand. 

Six years before the publication of this history, five 
years before the first appearance of Shakespeare’s name 
in print, a great dramatic poem had been issued from 
the press without the author’s name, which remains and 
must remain for ever the most inscrutable riddle, the 
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most interesting subject of debate among students of 
poetry, that ever chance or craft proposed for solution 
or conjecture. There is nothing quite so subtly and 
profoundly impressive, so charged with the sublimest 
effects of terror and pity, in any of Shakespeare’s early 
plays, as in the tragedy of ‘Arden of Feversham’. 
There is more in it of the tragic humour and terrible or 
tender insight which were his alone in the fullness and 
perfection of their power than will be found in the very 
greatest work of the very greatest of his followers and 
disciples : and to say this is to say much indeed: but 
less cannot and must not be said. And no poet of the 
time but Shakespeare and Webster has shown so noble 
an instinct for elevating and purifying the character of 
women or of men whom the chronicles they followed with 
close and meticulous fidelity had presented as merely de- 
based and contemptible criminals: while the villain whose 
abject and savage egotism is the mainspring of the tragic 
action can hardly seem to any competent reader the 
creature of any hand then engaged in creation but 
Shakespeare’s. Assuredly there is none other known 
to whom it could be plausibly or even possibly assigned. 
If it be not his, there was a greater than he in his 
youth at work for the tragic stage, whose very name 
has perished. 

The delightful ‘ Comedy of Errors’ is the very crown 
and flower of the young Shakespeare’s humorous and 
fanciful work. For the first time he had before him as 
a model the work of a great comic poet—a man of rare 
if rough and ready genius. He could not improve, as 
no other imitator—not even Rotrou and not even 
Moliére—could improve, on the invention and construc- 
tion of Plautus: but he has flavoured the fun with such 
an exquisite infusion of poetry as no other imitator 
could afford. And without breaking the bounds of 
broad comedy so far as to impair the harmony of his 
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work he has introduced upon the unsentimental scene 
two figures of young lovers, a fervent youth and a 
fugitive maid, round which he has thrown a musical 
gloriole of lyric and elegiac poetry beyond all reach or 
all aspiration of all other comic poets. Coleridge, his 
greatest and his all but incomparable commentator, calls 
this play his only attempt at farce: but surely “Twelfth 
Night’ is as much and ‘ Merry Wives of Windsor ’ much 
more of a farce than the ‘ Comedy of Errors’. And‘ The 
Taming of the Shrew’, adapted and improved from 
a brilliant and powerful comedy of unknown author- 
ship, is not less farcical in the violence of its horse-play 
and the complication and evolution of its intrigue. 

The tragical history of ‘King John’, though in many 
of its earlier scenes diffuse and rhetorical even to the 
verge of declamation and verbosity, shows in some 
points a distinct and decisive advance in general grasp 
of character and temperance of treatment. Its hero, the 
noble and chivalrous Bastard, is the first example in 
Shakespeare’s work of a type which found its final and 
crowning expression in the person of King Henry V: 
the humorous-heroic. The eponymous reptile is better 
drawn than his less venomous fellow in futility and 
ferocity, King Richard IL: but the mother and child 
who fall victims to his currish cruelty are hardly on the 
whole as lifelike as the maturer and full-grown Shake- 
speare would have made them. But the last appearance 
of the maddened mother, who has had noble things to 
say in some of the previous scenes, is magnificent. The 
boy is no more comparable with a later boy of Shake- 
speare’s begetting than is his mother with the mother 
of Coriolanus. 

The first tragedy of ‘Hamlet’, which as obviously 
belongs to the first period of Shakespeare as any of his 
other early plays, is as complete and effective from the 
dramatic no less than the merely theatrical point of view 
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as the recast and transfiguration of the poem which set 
it for ever among the highest recorded works of man. 
From the familiar contemporary mentions and allusions 
and references which attest the very natural fact of its 
immediate and perhaps unequalled popularity we cannot 
but draw the obvious inference and realize the indis- 
putable certainty that Shakespeare never wrote merely 
for the stage, but always with an eye on the future and 
studious reader, who would be competent and careful to 
appreciate what his audience and his fellow-actors could 
not. The perfect Hamlet was so far beyond their appre- 
hension that the lying rascals who published the first 
edition of its author’s collected plays did not fear to 
strike out from the already published text the very 
finest and most important passage in the poem : whence 
we may infer to what a process of mutilation the plays 
first issued under their most inauspicious auspices must 
only too surely have been subjected. But ‘ Hamlet ’— 
no thanks to them—* Hamlet’ we have in the fullness 
of the glory with which the afterthought of its creator 
transfigured and endowed it. The greatest of Shake- 
speare’s tragedies it is not: but it is not unintelligible 
that it should pass for such in general and traditional 
estimation. The infinite and imperishable charm of the 
leading character, in all its mystery and all its actuality, 
is wider in the universal attraction of its appeal than 
that of any other among the creatures of the omni- 
potence of Shakespeare. Others may appeal more pro- 
foundly or more keenly to the imagination or the 
sympathy of particular students: but the reach of 
Hamlet’s influence, the sway of Hamlet’s empire, has 
always been and always will be wider than any of 
theirs. 

As to which among so many matchless and un- 
approachable masterpieces may be Shakespeare’s master- 
work in tragedy or in comedy it is impossible for any 
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critic or any poet, and impossible it would be if even 
some celestial chance could possibly send us a second 
Coleridge, to pronounce judgement with the decision of 
a final authority. But as to which among his historic 
and patriotic plays or poems is the crowning and 
consummate masterpiece of the supreme poet there 
can be no possible question among any imaginable 
readers. The trilogy of ‘King Henry IV’ and ‘ King 
Henry V’ would suffice to show, not that Shakespeare 
was the greatest poet, but assuredly that Shakespeare 
was the greatest dramatist and the greatest humourist 
of all time. The majestic and impassioned poetry of 
the graver scenes should not, if it is possible that it 
should not, be eclipsed or overshadowed in the sight 
of students young or old by the presence and the 
rivalry of the greatest comic figure that ever dawned 
upon the conception of the greatest comic poet ever born. 
And it is in a great historic and heroic trilogy that this 
matchless figure is set as in everliving relief by the 
deathless hand which carved and coloured it. The 
multitudinous magnificence of variety in creation which 
makes it difficult if not impossible for any not immodest 
and irrational criticism to attempt an estimate of this 
trilogy can be compared with nothing else in poetry or 
in prose. That equal and perfect justice should have 
been meted out alike to Hotspur and to Hal is sufficient 
to prove the flawless equity, the impeccable intelligence, 
the illimitable sympathy and the infallible apprehension 
of noble nature and of living truth, which none need 
seek elsewhere but all may find in Shakespeare. From 
Bardolph down to Lord Bardolph, from Pistol down to 
Prince John, the radiance of righteousness distinguishes 
the judgement and the treatment of character which 
cast all other men’s into the shade. Shakespeare is 
himself alone: he could have taken up Homer in his 
right hand and Dante in his left. 
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In the third play of this trilogy he has unconsciously 
matched himself against a greater than Homer or than 
Dante. In all poetic or dramatic or patriotic literature 
there is nothing of its kind comparable with the ‘ Persae ” 
of Aeschylus but Shakespeare’s ‘ King Henry V ’, there 
is nothing that can be set against the tragedy which 
revolves round Agincourt but the tragedy which is 
based on Salamis. As Shelley so justly saw and so 
admirably said, the comic humour of Shakespeare 
supplies the place filled and affords the relief given by 
lyric poetry in the tragedies of Aeschylus and Sophocles. 
And here above all is this the case: and here above all 
is the harmony of tragedy and comedy most manifest 
and most perfect. The poetic chivalry of treatment, 
the fine sympathy and the full goodwill displayed 
towards ‘that sweet enemy, France’, could not have 
been excelled by Philip Sidney’s very self. The shafts 
of sunbright raillery aimed at the sanguine self- 
confidence and joyful self-esteem of the French are no 
more tipped with poison or edged with malevolence 
than the kindly and faithful satire, if satire indeed 
we may call it, levelled at the sturdy assurance and 
stolid rectitude of the typical English plebeian. How 
far above all taint of provincial prejudice was the 
patriotism of the supreme Englishman may be seen by 
his thumbnail sketches of the stoutly taciturn Scot and 
the irritably voluble Irishman—good soldiers and good 
fellows both of them: but the homely Welsh captain is 
as perfect and as cordial a study as any of all the living 
figures that serve so gloriously to set off the great epony- 
mous type of the ideal hero, the ideal humourist, and the 
ideal king. 

In the bright and boisterous farce called “ Merry Wives 
of Windsor’ the reappearance of Falstaff and Mrs. Quickly 
is hardly as plausible as it is certainly amusing : and even 
as a picture of provincial manners in Shakespeare’s time 
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it can hardly be set beside the delightful scenes in which 
the genuine Shallow had enjoyed the somewhat costly 
privilege of introducing the genuine Falstaff to the 
humours and the comforts of country life. Did it not 
remind us of something so much better than its best, 
no one would wonder that the author of so good a Plautine 
sort of play should have found it worth while—worth 
Shakespeare’s while—to rewrite and to relieve it with 
a touch or two of poetry such as none could have spared 
but he. 

So brilliant an early example of broad comedy as the 
anonymous old ‘Taming of a Shrew’ must excite an 
interest and a curiosity as to its unconjecturable author- 
ship only less keen than theirs who stand for ever baffled 
and bewildered before the insoluble difficulties presented 
by the kindred problem in regard to so noble an early 
example of high tragedy as ‘Arden of Feversham’. 
But in this case there is, for English if not for foreign 
students, no question possible of its attribution to the 
hand of Shakespeare. The artificial accent of the blank 
verse, and the stiff servility of imitation which marks 
it as the work of a humbly ambitious and feebly indus- 
trious disciple of Marlowe, would suffice to set that 
question at rest. But though Shakespeare has in some 
degree toned down the somewhat rough and broad 
brutality of the original humour, he has rather refined 
than improved on it: or at least he has improved on 
it only by a process of refinement in detail rather than 
in principle. And he has not only struck out one or 
two fine touches of living humour, he has cancelled the 
whole of the admirable conclusion or dramatic epilogue 
which is morally and dramatically necessary to complete 
and to harmonize the work as a comic poem. It is 
hardly credible even of his editors that the unscrupulous 
imbecility of their impudent arrogance in tampering with 
his text should have ventured to suppress his recast. of 
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it; they were ready enough to garble and mutilate the 
sweetest and sublimest passages of his poetry, but they 
would hardly have dared or desired to make away with 
such a final if not such a necessary stroke of consummat- 
ing comedy and crowning stage effect. To the underplot 
of this play due justice has never perhaps been done: 
it undoubtedly belongs rather to the comedy of bustle 
than the comedy of intrigue: but in the wide world of 
dramatic art there is room for both kinds below the 
higher station of the comedy which lives and requickens, 
survives or revives, by grace of humour or by force of 
character. 

The subject of ‘ All’s well that ends well’, however 
full of dramatic or emotional suggestion and scenic 
promise or possibility, is hardly so fit, perhaps, for 
theatrical as for narrative treatment. A curious and 
interesting short story in which not one of the leading 
agents can arouse any just or serious or healthy sympathy 
may serve well enough for the rather idle amusement 
of half an hour, but can hardly suffice for the groundwork 
of such a play as Shakespeare might have given us, had 
it pleased him to seek a subject elsewhere. As it did 
not, we can only be thankful for the pathetically fascinat- 
ing poetry, and yet more for the farcically magnificent 
comedy, which give the play we have a memorable and 
distinguished station in the second rather than in the 
third class of Shakespeare’s works. And if Helena is 
hardly worthier than Bertram of any sympathetic in- 
terest, the beautiful figure of his mother is enough to 
raise and to redeem the ethical tone or impression of 
the poem and the play. 

A single happy and ever blessed year, the last of the 
sixteenth century, saw the appearance in immortal 
print of three among Shakespeare's masterpieces. ‘The 
Merchant of Venice’ is perhaps the greatest and most 
perfect example of tragi-comedy on record, The tragic 


xvi SHAKESPEARE 


figure of Shylock, less sinned against than sinning, is 
thrilled and vivified by comic as well as terrific touches 
of character and emotion. His incontinence ot lamenta- 
tion and of rage is not less grotesque than piteous : his 
atrocity outweighs the balance of his injuries. But here 
as always Shakespeare is ahead of all men: his plea for 
righteousness, his claim for manhood, his appeal for 
charity, could not have been so keen, so profound, so 
durable in the final impression of their force if they had 
been put into the mouth of a good Jew, a moral and 
sentimental sufferer, as now that they find fierce and 
tigerish utterance from the bloodthirsty lips of a ravenous 
and murderous usurer. That truth should speak through 
Shylock was a conception beyond reach of any other 
dramatist or poet that ever lived. And apart from this 
dark and splendid central figure, which disappears only 
to make way for the loveliest imaginable scene of laughter 
and of love, the charm of the whole poem is actually 
greater than even the interest of it. Every figure is in 
its way equally winsome: every scene of laughing prose 
or smiling poetry is equally delightful. 

There is less of dramatic romance and poetic attraction 
in the incomparable comedy of ‘Much Ado about 
Nothing’: but it is, in that kind, the crowning work 
of Shakespeare. In high comedy he never surpassed the 
perfection of the two figures which at once gave to the 
play in common parlance the name of ‘ Benedick and 
Beatrice’: in broad comedy he never exceeded the 
triumphant and transcendent humour which glorifies 
with loving laughter the names of Dogberry and Verges. 

“A Midsummer-Night’s Dream’ is outside as well’ 
as above all possible or imaginable criticism. It is’ 
probably or rather surely the most beautiful work of 
man. No human hand can ever have bequeathed us 
anything properly or rationally comparable with this. 
Beauty pure and simple as the spring’s ‘ when hawthorn. 
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buds appear’ informs every verse with life as lovely and 
as happy as the life of flowers when ‘ every flower enjoys 
the air it breathes’. The lyric part is hardly and only 
lovelier than the rest because the lyric is of its very 
nature the sweetest and most perfect form of poetry. 
The fresh and matchless fragrance of Shakespeare’s inborn 
and everliving and ever present lovingkindness imbues 
with something of April life the very interludes of farce. 
Were this the one surviving work of Shakespeare, his 
place would still be high in the first order of poets: but 
all words fall short of our thanksgiving when we remember 
that the same hand which gave us this gift gave us like- 
wise ‘ Othello’ and ‘ King Lear’. 

In ‘Twelfth Night, or What you will’—a work of 
pure enchantment which apparently owes its second 
title to the poet’s conscious or unconscious reminiscence 
of a brilliant rather than satisfactory comedy by Marston 
—the fusion of broad and bright Rabelaisian fun with 
sweet and ripe Shakespearean poetry has given us some- 
thing not less unique and only less delightful than the 
loveliest dream that ever lived in the living light of song. 
The double-sexed figure of the adorable Viola-Cesario 
was the spiritual parent—we can hardly say father or 
mother—of a somewhat over-copious generation of she- 
pages, beginning with the still more famous and popular 
Bellario-Euphrasia of Beaumont and Fletcher. But the 
humane rather than inhuman humour which distinguishes 
the comic genius of Shakespeare, even when revelling 
and running riot in the wildest of practical jests and the 
most extravagant of outrageous hoaxes, from the some- 
times brutal and almost ruffianly fun of even such great 
contemporaries as Ben Jonson or Beaumont and Fletcher, 
is negatively if not positively manifest in all those ever 
delicious scenes which make us happy in the joyous 
company of Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, Maria Lady Belch, 
Malvolio, and Feste the jester. ; 
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The author of ‘ As you like it’ had before him two 
memorable models: but neither Lodge’s ‘ Rosalynde’ 
nor the fine old ‘ Tale of Gamelyn’ can now be said to 
exist in human memory except as raw material for one 
of the most flawless examples of poetic and romantic 
drama, interwoven rather than inlaid with half divine 
realism or naturalism in humour, that ever cast its charm 
upon eternity. There is something almostakin to fairyland 
in the merely human fascination of the characters and the 
story. And if there is also something questionable, if we 
may not venture to call it objectionable, in the rapid and 
facile transformations of character from atrocity to peni- 
tence and from tyranny to asceticism which serve to wind 
up the action so comfortably and so suddenly, so instantly 
and so easily, it is only by a somewhat ungrateful though 
hardly perhaps over confident reader that any very grave 
or serious protest could be raised agaist it. And yet, 
even in the half heavenly forest of Arden, even in a 
sweeter pastoral world of fancy-fed imagination than 
that of Theocritus himself, we cannot but feel that 
something of a breach is made in the natural law of 
moral instinct by the mere prospect of union between 
the very vilest of intending fratricides and the very 
sweetest of sisterly friends. Even fairyland has its 
ethics : and we are here but half-way to fairyland. 

The same ethical fault, if ever such fault may reluc- 
tantly and diffidently be found with any work of Shake- 
speare’s, might be found with another masterpiece as 
far remote from this in tone and atmosphere as the 
depth of midnight from the height of noon. The 
great, indefinable poem or unclassifiable play which bears 
the surely half satirical title of ‘Measure for Measure’ 
stands too high by right of might in tragic impression 
to be seriously impaired or vitiated even by the moral 
flaw which induced even Coleridge to blaspheme. It is. 
undeniable that for such monsters of base and abject 
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atrocity as Oliver and Angelo a lifelong seclusion from 
intercourse with the humanity they dishonour would be 
the irreducible minimum of the penalty demanded rather 
than deserved by their crimes of intention and of action. 
But this moral defect in the equity of dramatic art 
which for once or for twice brings down Shakespeare 
as a playwright to the ethical level of Fletcher is not 
a more serious dereliction in the dark and deep tragedy 
of the graver play than in the pastoral romance of ‘ As 
you like it’. And apart from this entirely subordinate 
question there can be no doubt and no denial of the 
obvious truth that ‘the true tragedy’ of human life 
and character never found more glorious expression or 
more terrible exposition than in the tragic scenes of this 
magnificent if not faultless comi-tragedy. It is not the 
least among the miracles wrought by the almighty hand 
of Shakespeare that it should have been able to create 
one of the supreme glories of all poetry, one of the crown- 
ing examples which testify to his transcendent power, 
out of the shameful agony of a shameless coward in face 
of nothing more terrible than death. Too sublime for 
attraction, too severe for fascination, Isabella is yet not 
only ‘one of Shakespeare’s women’ but one of his 
noblest and most memorable. Some injustice has been 
done to her excellent duke by critics who condemn or 
deride him as a busybody on the score of his rather 
theatrical satisfaction in the sensational conduct of his 
detective business : he is on the whole a not unrighteous 
or ignoble justicer, and not unworthy to redeem the 
heroic object of his admiring affection from the threa- 
tened stagnation of a cloister. But, superb as is all the 
tragic part of this unique and singular play, it can be 
questioned only by the most questionable of moralists 
that the comic part, lit up as it is by rare occasional 
flashes of Shakespearean power (with a streak in it of 
Jonsonian brutality), is generally far less humorous as 
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well as less good-humoured, than usual, and decidedly 
not less gross than the kindred scenes of brothelry in 
a play to which they can have been contributed by no 
feebler hand than Shakespeare’s. 

The second of the only two doubtful plays ever ascribed 
to Shakespeare came out a year before the piratical 
publication of ‘ Troilus and Cressida ’, ‘ Pericles,’ and the 
Sonnets. ‘A Yorkshire Tragedy’ does not at any rate 
belong to the class of obviously spurious plays which 
it is impossible for any Englishman other than an in- 
curable dunce to associate even in thought with the 
inconiparable name of Shakespeare. Its tragic brutality 
is more repellent if not revolting than the comic brutality 
of Jonson at its worst. But the simple power of touch, 
the straightforward mastery of hand, can hardly perhaps 
be matched by any other man’s we know. The ghastly 
and inhuman subject might possibly if not probably 
have been attempted by the author of ‘A Woman 
Killed with Kindness’: but the critic who could attribute 
this fearful little play to Heywood might as plausibly 
assign the authorship of * The Inn Album ’ to Longfellow. 
This is not to say that I believe it to be Shakespeare’s : 
indeed I would rather think that impossible: but im- 
possible I cannot quite bring myself to feel comfortably 
assured that it is. The all but insoluble question in- 
volved in the problem is whether Shakespeare at the 
height of his powers would or could have taken as the 
subject of even a slight and rough-hewn bywork or study 
in stark-naked realism the case of a murderous mono- 
maniac or criminal lunatic, as we now should define 
him; of a demoniac, or sufferer under the possession 
of an evil spirit incarnate in his flesh, as in Shakespeare’s 
time they would have accounted him, and as in his last 
agony he assumes himself to have been. 

That Shakespeare should have chosen so singular 
a subject as that of his last English historic play is not 
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stranger than that he should have handled it in so singular 
afashion. From the opening to the close we are conscious 
of a certain defect in dramatic harmony of conception 
and poetic unity of action. The style of ‘King Henry 
VIII’ is unmistakably earlier than that of his last and 
greatest historic or tragic period; as rhetorical and 
effusive— with a difference ’—as that of ‘King John’ 
in many scenes of either play. The obvious metrical 
resemblance of more than a few passages to the versifi- 
cation of Middleton and of Fletcher is not exactly or con- 
clusively sufficient to establish as rationallyacceptable the 
assumption that Fletcher could have written the death- 
scene of Queen Katharine; or, indeed, the nobly and 
passionately eloquent scenes which set before us the 
death of Buckingham and the fall of Wolsey. Nor, 
for that matter, has Fletcher, whom his own generation 
preferred to Shakespeare as a painter or creator of 
women, left us as subtle and significant a study of female 
character as the finely finished and ambiguously attrac- 
tive sketch of Anne Boleyn. But for the full and proper 
purpose of historic drama there should have been a 
second if not a third part to set before us the high 
patriotic action and the unlovely personal degeneration 
into passionate if not inhuman and reckless if not ruthless 
tyranny of ‘the majestic lord who broke the bonds of 
Rome’ and fortified the independence of England on 
shore by the supremacy of England on the sea. 

The insolubly enigmatic ‘history of Troilus and 
Cressida’ belongs likewise beyond al) question to the 
penultimate period of Shakespeare’s work. For the 
second and last time it is impossible to conjecture why a 
play of his designing begins as it does to end where it does. 
In fact, the close of ‘King Henry VIII’ is almost 
harmonious and satisfactory if compared with the 
cynically abrupt and dramatically inexplicable upshot 
of ‘ Troilus and Cressida’. Nor is there any sufficiently 
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sustained interest either of action or of character to 
make amends for this rather serious defect or obliquity 
of design. The union and disunion of a violently hysterical 
young amorist and a congenitally changeable young 
wanton, both equally hot of blood and weak of heart, could 
never have seemed to any tragic poet a proper subject or 
groundwork for a tragic poem: but out of this most 
inadequate and unattractive material Shakespeare has 
been pleased to fashion some of the most glorious poetry 
in the world: from this unpromising point of departure 
he has swerved aside and forged ahead so as to attain 
and to comprise within the strange scheme of his poem 
a philosophy as sublime in its truth as Hamlet’s. This 
is as much as to say, what no rational reverence can 
deny, that the keynote of the dramatic poem, the keystone 
of the spiritual structure, is radically and indisputably 
cynical. Alone among Shakespeare’s plays, it lives 
among the great works of the world by the right and 
might of only such individual scenes and passages as 
no other man could have given us. The majesty, the 
magnificence, the depth and breadth of creative thought, 
the height and reach of interpretative imagination, 
which inform and inspire the matchless music of the 
verse, can only be duly acknowledged by forbearance 
from all attempt at critical definition or articulate 
recognition of their peculiar quality or their immanent 
presence. 

It must nevertheless be admitted by all students of 
normally healthy organs and tolerably cleanly instincts 
that there are too many passages in this abnormal if 
not amorphous masterpiece morediscomfortable and even 
repugnant to natural taste and relish than the daring 
and admirably realistic scenes which have given an 
inheritance of ill fame among ignorant or prurient 
dunces to the name of ‘ Pericles, Prince of Tyre’. This 
evident recast or partial transfiguration of some earlier 
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and homelier play belongs, as far as the work belongs to 
Shakespeare, to his final andconsummate period of incom- 
parable achievement. In simplicity,in sublimity, in purity 
of pathos and in harmony of impression, it is above com- 
parison with any but the greatest of its author’s other 
works. The Homeric tragedy and terror of the storm, 
the Virgilian tenderness and fragrance of floral and 
musical tribute from a maiden mourning for the dead, 
the vivid and noble pathos of reunion between a forlorn 
father and a heroic child, could have been given as here 
they are given by Shakespeare alone, and by Shakespeare 
only at the very height and consummation of his most 
human when most superhuman power. 

That power, clothed often in words of matchless 
charm and verse of matchless music, informs with im- 
mortality the greater part of the Sonnets of Shakespeare : 
all indeed, we may say, but a very few of a lighter and 
a slighter sort among the whole melodious number. 
They are not to be and indeed they cannot be read as 
a regular sequence composing one great poem of passion- 
ate emotion after the likeness of Sidney’s unequalled 
‘ Astrophel and Stella’: but no province or division of 
Shakespeare’s work is proportionately richer, even to 
overflowing, in supreme and ever memorable lines and 
passages and phrases impossible to any but one man’s 
hand on record. No better and saner or more rational and 
reverent commentary on the entire text can be imagined 
or desired than that which accompanies the marvellously 
faithful, careful, and inspired version of Frangois-Victor 
Hugo; the incomparably gifted and the incomparably 
devoted translator of all and more than all Shakespeare’s 
actual or possible work. The little poem subjoined to 
the Sonnets, ‘A Lover’s Complaint,’ has two superbly 
Shakespearean lines in it which any competent reader's 
memory will naturally and gratefully detach from their 
setting and reserve for his delight. Of that impudent 


XIV SHAKESPEARE 


imposture called ‘The Passionate Pilgrim’ it would here 
be as impertinent and as improper to speak as of the 
very worst and vilest rubbish ever paraded among the 
ragged regiment of the spurious plays. 

‘One star differeth from another star in glory’ : but 
he must be an over-daring astronomer who would 
venture to prefer any one of Shakespeare’s three great 
romantic plays to either of its rivals. The ‘ Winter's 
Tale ’ is as unique among poems as is Shakespeare among 
men: the tragedy, the comedy, the pastoral fusion of 
them both, the heavenly harmony of the close, are all 
alike beyond all expression of praise. And from Homer's 
day to Hugo’s there has been no such loving and faithful 
picture of a child as Shakespeare has given in the tragedy 
with which it opens. ‘To see his nobleness ! ’—the 
ejaculation of his criminally lunatic father, which re- 
deems from the damnation of absolute abhorrence the 
only serious study of jealousy which Shakespeare ever 
deigned to take of so base a moral infirmity or vice— 
must always be the mental epitaph inscribed on the 
mInemory of every man born competent to read Shake- 
speare. But the tragedy which closes with the death of 
the child is too nearly ‘hateful’ and dreadful to be 
Shakespearean: the atmosphere of insane atrocity 
which pervades it, and from which only the passionate 
and heroic figure of Paulina emerges defiant and unhurt, 
is too painful to be nothing more or worse than tragic. 
No change could ever possibly have brightened and 
refreshed it but only the change to such a wealth and 
glory of sunshine as only the spirit of Shakespeare could 
have shed, and only the genius of Shakespeare could 
have ventured to flood the tragic and stormy stage with. 
There is no such pastoral poetry, such pastoral drama, 
in the world. The harmony of sweet prosaic realism and 
sweeter poetic passion is so absolute and perfect that it 
only gains instead of losing by the sudden change of 
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weather to passing storm-wrack of cloud and threatening 
wind of ravage. And the music that recalls a far happier 
Alcestis from the semblance of death to the reality of 
motherhood is the closing note of such a divinely human 
and naturally superhuman melody as no touch but one 
musician’s could leave to vibrate for ever in the ear of 
the spirit 

But yet there is a somewhat deeper note struck in the 
companion poem of ‘Cymbeline’. Though Perdita may 
be the sweetest of all imaginable maidens, Imogen is the 
most adorable woman ever created by God or man. Her 
single figure might well suffice to distinguish its designer 
as the supreme creator of imaginative life in human and 
immortal character: The woodland scenes of kindly 
and loving sisterhood in brotherhood with her unknown 
brothers touch a sweeter and a stranger chord of interest 
than any other of a comparable sound in the whole world 
of poetry. That these should not be out of tune or keeping 
with the rest of the poem is proof enough of its right to 
be ranked among the great works of Shakespeare. But 
it has other claims than this to that matchless honour : 
the subtly consistent and credible figure of the heartless 
and fearless villain to whom life and death and men and 
women are merely shadows or puppets to be played 
with or played upon by the intelligence and the daring 
of an evil spirit: and the natural opposite and corre- 
sponsive personality of the trustful if indiscreet husband 
whose rather undignified if not unworthy kind of con- 
fidence degrades him to the acceptance of a wager on 
the honour of his wife which doubtless does not debase 
him to the level of a Leontes, but does as decidedly in- 
dicate his difference in kind from a nature so nobly and 
congenitally incapable of jealousy as Othello’s. 

The third romantic play that Shakespeare lived to 
finish may have been conceived if not written earlier or 
later than the others: it is enough for us to recognize 
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that each of this human triunity is coequal with its 
fellows. The ‘Tempest’ is distinguishable from *Cym- 
beline’ and the ‘ Winter’s Tale’ by the stronger and 
more serious intervention of magical or supernatural 
activity. Among countless other claims on our special 
and wondering gratitude, it has the charm of evoking 
a reminiscence and provoking a comparison which one 
poet alone could endure. The gentle and joyful fancy 
which made fairyland of earth in the ‘Midsummer 
Night’s Dream’ of youth is here transfigured into the 
passionate and thoughtful imagination of a maturer and 
a mightier demi-god or man. The difference of the later 
and the earlier poem is the difference between Ariel and 
Puck. 

The first in apparent date of Shakespeare’s Roman 
tragedies, if the seeming evidence of style may be 
accepted as conclusive, is not merely great at all points 
beyond comparison with other men’s most triumphant 
work: it sets before us the one man of Shakespeare’s 
making who stands high above all his fellows in sublime 
simplicity of innate and inevitable heroism : no mediaeval 
knight or king, as the American detractors who so 
absurdly reproach him with what they call feudalism 
would lead their dupes to expect: a republican and 
a tyrannicide. The faultless and ideal figure of Marcus 
Brutus as painted by William Shakespeare shines out 
for all time in serene and superb disproof of the doubtless 
reasonable as well as plausible belief that the perfect 
heroism of perfect humanity must needs be unattrac- 
tive if not repellent to the instinctive sense or apprehen- 
sion of average and inferior mankind. No lesser poet 
has ever succeeded—in other words, no other poet will 
ever succeed—in making a blameless hero at once credible 
by human belief and loveableby human infirmity. But the 
infinitely thoughtful tenderness of Shakespeare’s Brutus 
is as manifest and as characteristic as his heroic endurance 
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of sorrow and his noble capacity of wrath. And the 
not so blameless Cassius is so naturally worthy to stand 
beside him and set him off that we must forgive many 
shortcomings and offences to the later poet who so 
manfully avowed himself, at the height of his lesser glory 
and his inferior triumph, awed even to a just despair at 
the remembrance of these godlike Romans. 

There is little enough of godlike or of good revealed 
in human character by the exhibition of the two leading 
or dominant figures in the less historic and more imagi- 
native tragedy of ‘Macbeth’. This great and terrible 
masterpiece of poetry or creation gives proof enough 
how independent of the interest excited by imaginative 
sympathy with virtue the inner action and passion of 
a great poem, if so it should please a great poet, may 
indisputably be. The figures of Banquo and Macduff, 
compared with those of Lady Macbeth andher criminal vic- 
tim, make little more mark on our memory than the figure 
of Malcolm or of Ross. But the resolute and dauntless 
atrocity of the one wicked woman to whom Shakespeare has 
ever accorded the honours of heroism fascinates with the 
black magic of witchcraft implied in the original sense 
of the word fascination the conscience and the compas- 
sion, if not the reason and the sympathy, of all average 
mankind. Her touch of belated pity for the husband 
she has enthroned and destroyed half humanizes the 
indomitably impenitent murderess who is no more 
susceptible to the impression of imaginary terrors than 
impervious to the touch of natural remorse. Mrs. Arden’s 
too late regret is rather theatrically pathetic than morally 
convincing : Lady Macbeth’s incapacity for repentance is 
the inevitable complement, or rather, perhaps, the logical 
consequence, of her instant imaginative readiness to leap 
at the suggested bait which tempts her to play the part 
of the temptress, and eclipse with a word the temptations 
and suggestions of the witches. The wild overture or pre- 
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lude to the action, which brings us face to face in storm and 
wilderness with the only creatures of human imagination 
as great or almost as great in potency of terror as the 
Eumenides of Aeschylus, strikes a note so high in faney 
and so deep in presage that the homely if not almost 
vulgar realism of their first reappearance must wellnigh 
revolt as well as perplex the instinct and the mind of 
the normally attentive and impressible reader. The 
effect of this evidently intentional change of note is 
surely rather jarring than convincing: it seems too 
great and strange a transmutation and a downfall that 
the™ prophetic agents of a doom sublime enough to 
change the face of kingdoms and destroy the souls of 
heroes should be found begging chestnuts and killing 
swine. Middleton’s witches would disdain such work : 
it is hardly worthy of the village crones rather photo- 
graphed than painted by Heywood, by Dekker, and by 
Ford. If designed to bring the existence of these in- 
carnate mysteries closer to the vision and the conviction 
of contemporary readers or spectators, the method is 
surely rather coarse and obvious: especially as their 
subsequent bearing is always poetically and magnifi- 
cently harmonious in consistency of tragic impression, 
unimpaired if not intensified by the high fantastic 
realism of occasional detail which deepens rather than 
degrades the visionary assurance of its truth. 

But no supernatural effect of tragedy and of terror can 
ever equal or approach the effect of purely natural 
causes which work out their inevitable and unimaginable 
results by dint or by grace of no more incognizable 
influence than that of character and circumstance alone. 
‘Macbeth’ is not more surely above comparison with 
‘Romeo and Juliet’ as to range of thought and might 
of passion than is ‘ King Lear’ above comparison with 
‘Macbeth’. Coleridge himself, the greatest master of 
the supernatural among all poets of all time, has left 
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nothing so terrible or so beautiful. In lyric power and 
preterhuman imagination, unique alike in sweep of con- 
ception and in harmony of detail, he is beyond comparison 
with any other poet on record: but Shakespeare has 
touched a deeper chord of terror and a finer chord of 
pity in a poem which grapples with the best and the 
worst imaginable possibilities of human character no 
less than with the most living and the most glorious 
aspects of the passing magnificence of nature. All the 
magnetism of tempest is in the very words and cadences 
of the verse : and this matchless music is but an accom- 
paniment, as this matchless painting is but a background, 
to the deeper and more dreadful harmonies and revela- 
tions of humanity. If this poem be not the greatest 
work of man, it is at least on a level with any other that 
tradition may set against it or enthusiasm beside it. 
Take away or tone down the tempest, and the tragedy 
of character would still remain, independent in its essence 
of the accident supplied by the wild night and the many 
miles of bushless waste. The conscious and conscience- 
less abandonment or self-devotion rather than self- 
surrender of Goneril and Regan to the instincts which 
they have just enough of practical intelligence to clothe 
if not to cover with some show of egotistic reasoning is 
~ as natural as the cruelty of their servile ministers ; even 
though lightning and rain be here as relentless as the 
willing and unwilling agents who nailed Prometheus to 
the cliff. The unspeakable villainy of Edmund is not 
less imaginable and credible in a rancorous and heartless 
sufferer under the brand of bastardy than is the cheerful 
gallantry of Faulconbridge in a heroic patriot who 
accepts it with a laugh and glorifies it by his acceptance. 
Against such a triad of most toad-spotted traitors no 
less heavenly counterpoise or contrast than could be 
given only by three such figures as those of Cordelia, 
Kent, and the Fool, could suffice to establish the ethica 
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balance of the poem, and reconcile the sympathy or 
even sustain the endurance of the reader. The dramatic 
skill of the supreme dramatic rather than theatrical 
artist was never more triumphantly manifest than in 
the fusion and transfiguration of the stories here so 
naturally and so cunningly interwoven. To have turned 
the ugly and unmanageable legend of Cordelia’s ultimate 
suicide in prison into the glory of a martyrdom un- 
matched for its tragic effect of terror and of pity, to 
have made its inevitable consequence the agony which 
now strikes out not the reason but the life of her father, 
is the supreme feat of Shakespeare as a spiritual crafts- 
man. On the other hand, we cannot honestly overlook 
the one great and grave oversight or flaw to be found 
in this tragic work: the sudden and inexplicable dis- 
appearance of Lear’s only comrade and support in the 
first horror of his exposure as an outcast to the storm. 
That Casca should not meet us at Philippi must always 
have been felt as a disappointment and must always be 
remembered as a default: that the Fool should vanish 
with the tempest, never more to be thought of or men- 
tioned by Lear or by Cordelia, can be neither explained 
nor excused by any possible audacity or felicity of con- 
jecture. The most fortunate existence of a text from 
which two of the most priceless and incomparable scenes 
in the whole poem were struck out by the villainous 
editors of the folio precludes us from the otherwise 
natural and inevitable suspicion that another as brutal 
and treacherous excision may have deprived us of a 
third, in which we should have seen the last of the noble 
poor fellow whose suffering, in common with his own, 
was the means of his master’s conversion from the 
royal egotism of a wilful and headstrong tyrant to the 
infinite sympathy of a high-minded and tender-hearted 
man with all sufferers under social negligence and misrule. 
In the noblest sense of an ambiguous if not inde- 
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finable term, the socialism of the revolutionary if not 
subversive sympathies which imbue with such thought- 
ful passion the inspired insanity of the beggared and 
vagrant king can only rest unrecognized as Shakespeare’s 
own prophetic and fervent faith by the blindest and 
deafest of misreaders. 

The one tragedy ever written which can be set beside 
“King Lear’ as’a comparable poem of the same kind 
as well as the same form is in all minor points unlike it. 
The eponymous hero is in every sense the hero indeed : 
and a nobler never lived in fiction or in less precious and 
immortal fact. The heroine, if not so heroically adorable 
as Cordelia, may probably seem to some readers a figure 
even more tenderly to be cherished in the inmost heart 
of all men’s love and pity. She is not less patient and 
true: no other man, not even the creator of Antigone, 
and most assuredly no mortal woman, has ever painted 
the courage of women, the distinctive property of their 
peculiar heroism, as Shakespeare has. And she is gentle 
almost beyond belief, submissive almost beyond sym- 
pathy: it is certainly impossible to imagine Cordelia, 
nor perhaps is it possible to imagine any other of Shake- 
speare’s women, so ‘ obedient a lady’, so resentless of 
such outrage, so ultra-Christian in her uncomplaining 
readiness to turn the other cheek. It is almost suggestive 
of something almost like a reversion to the mean 
mediaeval type of Griselda : of an ethical and spiritual 
subsidence or descent from Shakespeare’s humanity to 
Chaucer’s. But this impression is eclipsed if it cannot 
be effaced by the divine last scene which precedes her 
immolation. The fascination of her destroyer as a study 
is as great as the fascination exercised on all who enjoyed 
his friendship by the cordial and genial company of that 
rough and bluff incarnation of straightforward, manly, 
soldierly loyalty known to all who knew him as honest 
Iago. He is as real, as fathomless, and as dangerous as 
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the lake of Gaube—or any if there be any other whose 
bottom lies ‘deeper than did ever plummet sound ’, 
And only the depth and immensity of his evil intelligence 
could have sufficed to make it clear that the difference 
between a nature like Othello’s and a nature capable 
of jealousy is as wide as the difference between light and 
darkness. The sense of wounded love and honour which 
impels Othello to sacrifice Desdemona could neither be 
felt nor imagined by a man born liable to so mean a 
passion as jealousy. Mistrust and suspicion could not 
exist in a spirit: susceptible of such fearful and noble 
agony as Othello’s. To those who confuse his heroic and 
heartbroken resentment at the ruin of his honour and 
betrayal of his love with the cowardly infirmity of an 
evil-minded egotist, it must follow that the conscious 
complacency of a consenting wittol would seem the 
natural quality of the ideal husband. 

It would have been easy for the poet who chose for 
his subject the execution of Julius Caesar to assume the 
part of a Caesarist, and set before us Caius Cassius as 
a villain and Marcus Brutus as a murderer. It would 
have been no less easy for the author of ‘King Lear’ 
to have avoided the social question of luxury on this 
hand and misery on that which he saw fit to bring forward 
with such passionate might of pity, such ardent appeal 
to justice, such intense fervour of protest against the 
iniquity of inequality in the structure and organism of 
society. The dullest of dullards not perfected and per- 
verted by culture must therefore be able to apprehend, 
if not competent to comprehend, the expressed rather 
than implied sympathies of the poet. But the tragic 
and romantic story of Coriolanus could only be treated, 
if not altogether from the patrician point of view which 
misguides the hero to his destruction, in such fashion as 
to leave that magnificent rebel and ruthless enemy to 
his country the supreme figure of the tragedy. Shake- 
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speare had here no choice. He could not but make the 
tribunes base and malignant. And he certainly has not 
glorified their opponents beyond the requisite measure 
of poetic equity and dramatic need. Volumnia’s counsel 
to her son as to his conduct and demeanour towards 
the citizens whom she desires him to delude has too strong 
a savour of the villainy connoted by the very name of 
Bonaparte to be conceivable as other than the dramatic 
utterance of a policy more obviously hateful and con- 
temptible to Shakespeare than even the rampant and 
raging malignity of the mob. That Volumnia should 
afterwards be transfigured by the call of circumstance 
into the likeness of a patriotic heroine is no more un- 
natural or less in keeping than that the rebellious passion 
of revenge which possesses her son as with the impetuous 
insanity of a demoniac should break at last and melt 
under the divinely dissolving effect of her superbly 
pathetic eloquence. The subtle superiority of high 
poetry to the very highest prose was never so con- 
vincingly and so conclusively shown as it now may be 
by the careful and studious collation, line by line, phrase 
by phrase, word by word, of Shakespeare’s verse with 
the text of North’s Plutarch. That unsurpassed if not 
incomparable prose he has simply done into verse with 
unequalled precision of fidelity : the one point of dis- 
tinction between them is just an occasional touch of 
additional beauty or power or music or life of expression 
which no reader could have imagined possible to any 
poet. To have improved on such a model, to have 
bettered such an example, has never and could never 
have been possible to any hand but Shakespeare’s. 

The scheme of Shakespeare’s third and last Roman 
play is so vast as to put it out of comparison with the 
others : the scene leaps and flies about with the trackless 
impulse of lightning from Africa to Europe and. back, 
after a flash into: Asia by the way: the number of its 
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changes is as difficult to keep count of as the number 
of the characters involved. And there is no work of 
Shakespeare’s more faultlessly harmonious in the final 
simplicity of its impression. The immense and. living 
variety of subordinate figures throws only into fuller and 
more vivid relief the two which command them all. 
The simplest of dramatic structures is not more absolute 
in singleness of underlying aim and perfection of ultimate 
effect. This is the greatest love-poem ofall time. Romeo 
and Juliet seem but a couple of casual young amorists 
‘ troubled with the green-sickness ’ if confronted with the 
sovereign pair who have ‘ the varying shore of the world’ 
for background to their passion and platform for their 
action. The five fulsome acts of Dryden’s drivel over 
the story of Antony and Cleopatra deal with nothing and 
make no pretence to deal with anything but mere sensual 
sentiment : and Shakespeare could put more of physical 
passion as well as of spiritual fervour into as many lines, 
into as many words, than all the soft erotic eloquence 
of his audacious competitor could command. At the 
close of Shakespeare’s “ Antony and Cleopatra ’ the sense 
of superhuman humanity in the hand which has worked 
this miracle seems at once to suggest and to suppress all 
imaginable attempt at thanksgiving for a gift beyond 
all imaginable aspiration of hope. 

|The very utmost power of that hand was put forth 
in the leading Shakespearean passages of the two tragic 
plays which were left at his death to be finished for the 
stage or completed for the study by other hands than 
Shakespeare’s.. The sublime and enigmatic fragment of 
a poem which rises from the social satire of an observant 
eynic into the raging rapture of an infuriated prophet was 
evidently patched and stitched up by some nobody whom 
no one need wish to identify as anybody. ‘Timon of 
Athens,” imperfect as a play, is hardly less imperfect 
as a) poem. But no more plenary inspiration ever in- 
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formed with everlasting life the utterance of human 
emotion than that which breathes in the resonance of 
each word uttered by the noble and terrible hermit 
whose hatred of humanity was neither the contemptible 
contempt of a diabolatrous ascetic nor the envious 
virulence of a satiated and sickened libertine, but the 
sublime if deadly intoxication of a wholly righteous and 
half divine resentment: the passion that scourges 
money-changers out of the temple and protests against 
murderous hypocrisy in the last agony of death by fire. | 

The reader who cannot distinguish the hand of Shake- 
speare from the hand of Fletcher in the text of ‘The 
Two Noble Kinsmen’ stands confessed as ‘a monster 
of an ass—an ass without an ear’. That excellent 
phrase of Shakespeare’s greatest critic, and England’s 
greatest poet since the passing of Milton, might well 
have been reserved for the judicial dunces whose mis- 
fortune in being born blind and deaf is topped and capped 
by their crowning misfortune of having not been also born 
dumb. It is permissible and natural to conjecture that 
Shakespeare, after having been moved in spirit to pour 
out all his wealth of stormy harmonies, to put forth all 
his might and majesty of passion, in the lightnings and 
thunders of the godlike wrath of Timon, may have 
resigned the project of beating out into the shape of 
a finished poem or building up into the structure of 
a perfect play a scheme so singular and so lurid in the 
magnificence of its suggestion, the monochrome of its 
colour; the monotone of its music. It is impossible for 
any eye or ear not sealed at birth against all sense of 
style, all perception of poetry, not to see and hear when 
Shakespeare ends and Fletcher begins, when Fletcher 
ends and Shakespeare begins again, in the tragedy based 
on the poem reared by Chaucer on a foundation supplied 
hy Boccaccio. Four such names were surely never 
brought together for the composition of a single master- 
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piece: but it is as certain and as evident that Fletcher’s 
part was built on Shakespeare’s as that Shakespeare's 
work was founded on Chaucer’s and Chaucer’s on 
Boccaccio’s. The matchless beauty of the opening, 
with the unmistakable music and the intimate love of 
homely countryside flowers which would suffice to 
declare the author of the bridal song, is followed up by 
such natural and divine profusion of pathetic and heroic 
poetry as all the sweet and spontaneous effluence of 
Fletcher’s can but serve to set off by contrast. Nothing 
can explain the incompletion of this great romantic 
tragedy but the death of Shakespeare while still at work 
on it; the death of Shakespeare at the age of fifty-three. 

It is as hopeless to hope as it would be arrogant to 
assume that any tribute of praise or thanksgiving can 
glorify with any further glory the name that is above 
every other for variety in supremacy of powers and unity 
in diversity of genius. Of poetry pure and simple, 
imaginative and sublime, there is no master who has 
left us more : of humour there is no master who has left 
us as much of so high a quality and so deep an insight : 
of women as of men there is no poet who has created 
so many so surely endowed with everlasting life. All 
that can be known of manhood, of womanhood, and of 
childhood, he knew better than any other man ever 
born. It is not only the crowning glory of England, it is 
the crowning glory of mankind, that such a man should 
ever have been born as William Shakespeare. 


ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. 


PREFACE TO THE OXFORD TEXT 


THERE is no proof that Shakespeare personally super- 
intended the printing of any of his plays. Although 
sixteen came separately from the press in small quarto 
volumes during his lifetime, many, if not all, of these 
were published without the consent or supervision of 
the author from copies often surreptitiously obtained 
from the playhouse. At the time of Shakespeare’s death, 
in 1616, no less than twenty-one plays remained in 
manuscript. Six years later, in 1622, one of these, 
‘Othello , was issued to the public in quarto. It was 
not until 1623 that Shakespeare’s actor friends, John 
Heming and Henry Condell, brought together the pre- 
viously printed and unprinted dramas of which they 
knew him to be the author, and published them in a folio 
volume in order “to keep’ (as they wrote) ‘ the memory 
of so worthy a friend and fellow alive.’ Thirty-six plays 
were thus claimed for Shakespeare. The thirty-seventh, 
‘ Pericles,’ had been first printed separately in quarto in 
1609, but was not added to the collection until the third 
folio appeared in 1664. 

The text alike of the first folio and the quartos was 
doubtless supplied by playhouse copies which often em- 
bodied the ill-conditioned interpolations and alterations 
of actors and theatrical managers. As a rule the editors 
of 1623 followed where they could the text of the quartos, 
but in a few cases they unwisely had recourse to less 
correct copies. Moreover, the printers of both Eliza- 
beth’s and James I’s reigns were very liable to typo- 
graphical error, and they introduced much that is 
unintelligible into the original editions of Shakespeare’s 
works. But in the absence of Shakespeare’s manu- 
scripts, the seventeen early quartos and the folio of 1623 
jointly present, despite defect of copyist and printer, 
the sole authorized version of the Shakespearean text. 
From that version I have only ventured to deviate where 
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it seemed to me that the carelessness of either copyist 
or printer deprived a word or sentence wholly of meaning. 
Editors of Shakespeare have sometimes denounced as 
corrupt and have partially altered passages which owe 
their difficulty of interpretation to the presence of some 
word or phrase rare in Shakespeare’s day and long since 
obsolete. It has been my endeavour to avoid this danger. 
I have only adopted a change after convincing myself 
that the characteristics of Shakespeare’s vocabulary or 
literary style failed to justify the original reading. 

. For the uncertain orthography of the old editions 
I_have substituted the recognized orthography of the 
present day. But metrical considerations occasionally 
render the retention of the older spelling necessary, and 
I have deemed it desirable to adhere to the older forms 
in the case of a few words which modern orthography 
has practically shaped anew. The punctuation has been 
thoroughly revised, and, to increase facilities of reference, 
I have numbered the lines at shorter intervals than have 
been adopted hitherto. 

In seeking to emend corrupt passages I have carefully 
considered the suggestions of my many predecessors, 
and from few of those who have already laboured in 
the field of textual criticism have I failed to derive 
some, enlightenment. Of the older editors, Theobald, 
whose edition of Shakespeare appeared in 1733, and 
Capell, whose, edition appeared in 1768, have proved 
most helpful. Among more modern editions I am 
chiefly indebted to the work of Delius, Dyce, and the 
Cambridge editors. A very few of the emendations 
which I have adopted are now introduced into the text 
for the first time. My thanks are due to my friend 
Mr. P. A. Daniel for many useful suggestions. 


W. J. Craia. 
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THE TEMPEST 


THE TEMPEST 


INTRODUCTION 


SHAKESPEARE S fellows, Heminge and Condell, who 
brought forth the first collected edition of his dramas 
in 1623, did not trouble themselves concerning a 
chronological arrangement of the plays. In their folio, 
and*in editions which follow it, we meet first with The 
Tempest, which is certainly one of its author’s latest 
works, and possibly is the very last of all. Yet it 
serves excellently to introduce us to his realm of 
imagination, to a great magician and a world of en- 
chantment. The Tempest, which appears for the first 
time in the Folio, has, in common with what is perhaps 
Shakespeare’s earliest plav, Love's Labour’s Lost, 
the peculiarity that we cannot trace it to its source. 
The poet Collins gave a misleading clue when he spoke 
of having found the plot, or something resembling 
it, In a romance named Aurelio and Isabella. The 
romance is known, but it has nothing in common with 
The Tempest. It has often been pointed out that 
some features of the German play Die schéne Sidea, 
by Jakob Ayrer, correspond with particulars found in 
this play by Shakespeare; there is, for example, a 
scene which has some resemblance to that in which 
Ferdinand toils at his task of log-bearing; English 
actors may have brought from Germany some record 
of Ayrer’s play, but it can hardly be supposed that the 
German drama is the chief source of the English drama. 
Probably some lost romance inspired Shakespeare ; and 
perhaps we have traces of such a romance in a Spanish 
tale by Antonio de Eslava, which forms part of a col- 
lection entitled Las noches de invierno (‘ Winter Nights ’) 
published at Madrid in 1609. Here there is a dis- 
possessed king who is a kindly magician, who raises 
a palace amid the sea, and who has a daughter, Sera- 
phina, for whom the magician-king provides a royal 
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bridegroom. A tempest assists in the dénowement, and 
Sirens, Nereids, and Dryads are servants of the good 
king Dardanus and his daughter. 

These resemblances to the characters and action of 
Shakespeare’s play have been brought together from 
a narrative which is in many respects unlike the story 
of The Tempest. We have no assurance that the 
Spanish tale has led us on the track to Shakespeare’s 
source. What cannot be doubted is that certain 
records of Jacobean voyaging, published in the year 
1610, supplied suggestions which the dramatist put to 
use with due discretion. Shakespeare’s phrase, ‘the 
still-vext Bermoothes ’, suggests that he was not forget- 
ful of the voyage of Sir Thomas Gates and Sir George 
Somers, designed to convey colonists to the new settle- 
ment in Virginia, when the vessel of the commanders 
of the expedition was driven to the Bermudas, and 
‘fell in between two rockes, where she was fast lodged 
and locked for turther budging’. This voyage was of 
the year 1609, and in 1610 were published several narra- 
tives of the adventure. Readers who would obtain 
detailed information about these and other pamphlets 
may find it in Mr. Luce’s edition of The T'empest in 
The Arden Shakespeare. But Shakespeare’s enchanted 
island is not near the Bermudas, and indeed the 
attempts to fix the locality and identify the island 
with anything discoverable in a map are idle. ‘The 
reports brought home by the Virginian adventurers,’ as 
Sir Walter Raleigh has said, ‘set Shakespeare’s imagina- 
tion to work,’ but his island of enchantment is an un- 
discovered isle in far-off seas, on which no Elizabethan 
or Jacobean adventurer ever set foot. It arose from 
the deep, anywhere or nowhere, at our great magician’s 
fiat. The name of Caliban’s dam, WSetebos, is evi- 
dently formed from that of Settaboth, ‘a divinity of 
the Patagonians, described by Master I'rancis Iletcher 
in an account of Drake’s great voyage,’ and Caliban 
is no doubt an easy formation, by transposing the 
sounds and letters, from Cannibal. Other names— 
Ferdinand, Alonzo, Scbastian, Gonzalo, ccom to have 
been suggested by Eden’s History of Travaile, 1577. 
In Gonzalo’s description of his imaginary socialistic 
commonwealth, Shakespeare makes use cf a passage 
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from Montaigne’s essay, ‘ Of Canniballes.’ The Essays 
of Montaigne had been published in the English transla- 
tion of Florio in 1603. A copy of Florio’s Montaigne, 
containing a questionable autograph signature of 
Shakespeare, is in the library of the British Museum. 

The scene of The Tempest and the inhabitants of 
the island, whether in Atlantic waters or ‘ the Mediter- 
ranean flote’, until it is invaded by the shipwrecked 
voyagers from the old world, are in a high degree ideal, 
and, as one may say, elemental. Around the island 
lie strange waters, now, when the seeming sea-nymphs 
dance with graceful mop and mow, fringed by its silver 
border of untumultuous foam, now, at the Master’s 
command, lashed into fury for wise purposes of his own. 
The troubled waves arise at the potent word of the 
enchanter and subside to music as the burthen of spirit- 
voices steal over them. Even the mountain-heights of 
Wales, where the sons of Cymbeline dwell in their 
solitary cave or hail the morning sun, even the shep- 
herd’s cottage where Perdita tends her flowers, and 
the fields where shepherds and shepherdesses dance, 
are less remote from the ways and works of the mass of 
men than are the rocks and woodland abysses of the 
enchanted island. ‘Sounds and sweet airs that give 
delight and hurt not’ inhabit its solitudes. Here 
crouches the brute genius of the earth, and there soars 
the nimble spirit of the air. 

Caliban, whom Browning and Renan received from 
the hands of Shakespeare and made their own, is 
half compounded, from the old physical-psychological 
theory which made man consist of the four elements, 
and is half representative of the aboriginal savage as 
seen or imagined by the Elizabethan voyagers. _ The 
duller elements. that make up a human being were 
supposed to be earth and water. Caliban, as has often 
been said, is of ‘the earth earthy, and while he has all 
man’s grosser passions and something of man’s lower 
intelligence, he Jacks every moral quality which 
ennobles humanity... And. yet Shakespeare has granted 
Caliban a certain feeling for beauty. He is slothful, 
lustful, malicious, yet, he has a strange undeveloped 
consciousness of the higher world that surrounds him. 
As Hazlitt admirably said, the nature of the monster 
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“is the essence of grossness, but there is not a particle 
of vulgarity in it. Shakespeare has described the 
brutal mind of Caliban in contact with the pure and 
original forms of Nature ; the character grows out of the 
soil where it is rooted, uncontrolled, uncouth, and wild, 
uncramped by any of the meannesses of custom... 
It seems almost to have been dug out of the ground, 
with a soul instinctively superadded to it, answering 
to its wants and origin.’ But Hazlitt: has missed the 
fact that in Caliban there is also something of the sea- 
beast, crawled forth to sun himself: And at the same 
time by his parentage he is half-human and _half- 
diabolical. 

At the other extreme of being, Ariel speeds| upon 
the wind, and is no less ideal or elemental. He is of 
the air, but can at will flame as fire upon the mast-head. 
Bondage even to Prospero is opposed to his nature, but 
he will seek for freedom by service, as Caliban will seek 
it by revolt. He is too little human to feel the sorrows 
of humanity aright; the sense of pity is rather seen by 
him for a moment than experienced; yet he would 
ally himself instinctively with what is delicate and pure 
in manhood, and is repelled by all that is gross: It 
must be confessed that the stage does wrong to the 
imagination when it presents an Ariel, and ‘perhaps 
hardly less when it presents a Caliban. In Restoration 
days Pepys saw The Tempest acted, and ‘thought it 
“good above ordinary plays’; but this was Dryden’s 
version, which had been sufficiently materialized and 
debased. When Leigh Hunt praises Miss Meadows, 
who acted the part of Ariel to Kemble’s Prospero, he 
has to add the qualifying words, that admit a ‘look of 
corporeality, which an actress, however light her motions 
may be, cannot avoid in the representation of a being 
who is air itself.’ 

Between Caliban on the one hand and Ariel on the 
other stand the ‘ human mortals ’, Prospero and Miranda. 
And the heroine of The Tempest is compounded of 
such fine and delicate elements that she almost needs 
the airy spirit beside her to prove that she is a creature 
of our earth. ‘Beside the subtle essence of this ethereal 
sprite [Ariel],’» wrote Anna Jameson, ‘this creature of 
elemental light and air, that “ran upon the winds, 
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rode the curl’d clouds, and.in the colours of the rainbow 
lived’, Miranda herself appears a palpable reality, a 
woman ‘breathing thoughtful breath”, a woman 
walking the earth in her mortal loveliness, with a heart 
as frail-strung, as passion-touched, as ever fluttered in 
a female bosom.’ Yes; but compare Miranda with 
any other of Shakespeare’s creations of womanhood, 
and she will appear more like an abstract of the finest 
elements of her sex than any Beatrice or Portia or 
Helena of them all. The artless confession of her love 
for Ferdinand shows how little her nature has been 
overlaid with convention; what was in her heart is, 
with entire simplicity and innocence, straightway upon 
her tips. 

Prospero is the Providence of the action of the play ; 
he knows all, foresees all, overrules all, conducts all 
the events to the desired issue. He has learnt in his 
long seclusion upon the island a certain detachment 
from personal greeds and ambitions, yet he has the 
fullest sense of human duty, and a tender care in super- 
intending all that is needed for the happiness of her 
whom he best loves. He has still the human infirmity 
of some intellectual impatience, but he has attained 
the heights of moral wisdom, and his charity is equal to 
his wisdom. He is capable of indignation at baseness ; 
but for the contrite his mercy flows forth. On the one 
hand, like a more learned Bacon, he controls the forces 
of nature ; on the other, he is mature in all the learning 
of the soul. Are we to suppose that Shakespeare is here 
idealizing—for a court representation of the play—the 
royal successor of Queen Elizabeth? Or shall we 
indulge in the beautiful fancy of the poet Campbell, 
that, when Prospero forsakes his magic, Shakespeare 
was thinking, in this perhaps the last of his plays, of his 
own withdrawal from the magic world of the stage ? 

The majority of critics date The Tempest, which 
has all the characteristics of Shakespeare’s latest group 
of plays—the romance-like Oymbeline, Winter's Tale, 
and the Marina part of Pericles—1611, the year 
following the appearance of those voyagers’ pam- 
phlets which gave some suggestions for the drama. 
Malone declared that there was decisive evidence for 
this date, and there is an entry in the Office Book 
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of the Master of the Revels, which, if genuine (and 
Mr. Ernest Law, in his Some Supposed Shakespeare 
Forgeries, 1911, gives us good reasons to suppose that 
it is genuine), establishes Malone’s contention. This is 
probably the truth as to its chronology. Dr. Simon 
Forman, in his diary, mentions a performance of May 15, 
1611. But it was very ingeniously argued by Richard 
Garnett, that this play, written with its hymeneal mask, 
perhaps to grace some distinguished wedding, was in fact 
produced for the first time in 16138, on the occasion of 
the marriage of King James I’s daughter to the Elector 
Palatine. The Tempest seems to be alluded to by Jonson 
in his Bartholomew Fair of 1614. Its brevity, its 
unity of scene, its introduction of masks, suggest, in 
Garnett’s view, a court representation which was 
private. The recent death of the king’s son, he sup- 
poses, is gently touched on by means of the supposed 
death of Ferdinand, and is turned to something far 
from sorrow in the celebration of James’s receiving 
by marriage a son to fill Prince Henry’s place. Prospero 
himself, according to Garnett’s theory, is an idealized 
King James. The conjecture is an ingenious one, but 
according to Mr. Law’s investigations it is disproved. 

It should be noted that the action of this play is com- 
prised within three hours. In the Winter’s Tale, which 
lies near it in point of date, the action extends over many 
years. It was as if Shakespeare asserted his freedom 
to be regular or irregular as regards the classical custom 
of unity of time. 

The rehandling of Shakespeare’s play by Davenant 
and Dryden is only of interest as showing to what depths 
of degradation poetry had sunk in 1669. As a counter- 
part to Miranda, ‘a man who had never seen a woman’ 
is mtroduced. A poem divinely pure as it came from 
Shakespeare’s hands is dishonoured and befouled with 
Restoration obscenity. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Atonso, King of Naples. 

SEBASTIAN, his Brother. 

ProsPEro, the right Duke of Milan. 
Antonio, his Brother, the usurping Duke of Milan. 
FERDINAND, Son to the King of Naples. 
GoNnzALo, an honest old Counsellor. 
BPMN, oo bitenda, 

FRANCISCO, 

CaLIBAN, a Savage and deformed Slave. 
TRINCULO, a Jester. 

STEPHANO, a drunken Butler. 

Master of a Ship. 

Boatswain. 

Mariners. 


MrranpA, Daughter to Prospero. 


ARIEL, an airy Spirit. 

Iris, 

CERES, 

JUNO, presented by Spirits. 
Nymphs, 

Reapers, 


Other Spirits attending on Prospero. 


Scenr.—The Sea, with a Ship; afterwards an Isiand. 


THE TEMPEST 


ACT I. 


SCENE I.—On a Ship at Sea. A tempestuous noise of thunder 
and lightning heard. 
Enter a Shipmaster and a Boatswain severally. 

MASTER. Boatswain ! 

BOATSWAIN. Here, master: what cheer ? 

MASTER. Good, speak to the mariners: fall to’t 
yarely, or we run ourselves aground : bestir, bestir. 4 

[Exit. 
Enter Mariners. 

BOATSWAIN. MHeigh, my hearts! cheerly, cheerly, my 
hearts! yare, yare! Take in the topsail. Tend to the 
master’s whistle——Blow, till thou burst thy wind, if room 
enough ! 8 

Enter ALonso, SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, FERDINAND, 
GoNnzALO, and others. 

ALONSO. Good boatswain, have care. Where’s the 
master ? Play the men. 

BOATSWAIN. I pray now, keep below. 

ANTONIO. Where is the master, boson ? 12 

BOATSWAIN. Do you not hear him? You mar our 
labour: keep your cabins: you do assist the storm. 

GONZALO. | Nay, good, be patient. 15 

BOATSWAIN. When the sea is. Hence! What cares 
these roarers for the name of king? To cabin! silence ! 
trouble us not. 

GonzALoO. Good, yet remember whom thou hast 
aboard. 20 

BOATSWAIN. None that I more love than myself. 
You are a counsellor: if you can command these ele- 
ments to silence, and work the peace of the present, we 
will not hand a rope more ; use your authority : if you 
cannot, give thanks you have lived so long, and make 
yourself ready in your cabin for the mischance of the 


10 THE TEMPEST [act I 


hour, if it so hap—Cheerly, good hearts !—Out of our 
way, I say. [Exit. 

GonzALo. I have great comfort from this fellow: 
methinks he hath no drowning mark upon him; his 
complexion is perfect gallows. Stand fast, good Fate, to 
his hanging! make the rope of his destiny our cable, for 
our own doth little advantage! If he be not born to be 
hanged, our case is miserable. [Exeunt. 


Re-enter Boatswain. 

BOATSWAIN. Down with the topmast! yare! lower, 
lower! Bring her to try with main-course. [A cry within.] 
A plague upon this howling! they are louder than the 
weather, or our office.— 38 


Re-enter SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, and GONZALO. 

Yet again! what do you here? Shall we give o’er, and 
drown ? Have you a mind to sink ? 40 

SEBASTIAN. A pox o’ your throat, you bawling, blas- 
phemous, incharitable dog ! 

BOATSWAIN. Work you, then. 43 

ANTONIO. Hang, cur, hang! you whoreson, insolent 
noisemaker, we are less afraid to be drowned than thou 
art 

GonzaLo. T’ll warrant him for drowning; though 
the ship were no stronger than a nutshell, and as leaky 
as an unstanched wench. 49 

BOATSWAIN. Lay her a-hold, a-hold! Set her two 
courses ; off to sea again: lay her off. 


Enter Mariners, wet. 
MARINERS. All lost! to prayers, to prayers! all 
lost ! [Exeunt. 
BOATSWAIN. What, must our mouths be cold? 54 
GonzALO. The king and prince at prayers! let us 
assist them, 
For our case is as theirs. 
SEBASTIAN, I am out of patience. 
ANTONIO. We are merely cheated of our lives by 
drunkards.— 
This wide-chapp’d rascal—would thou might’st lie 
drowning, 
The washing of ten tides ! 
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GONZALO, He'll be hang’d yet, 

Though every drop of water swear against it, 60 

And gape at wid’st to glut him, 

[A confused noise within, — * Mercy on us ! ’— 

“We split, we split !’—‘ Farewell, my wife and chil- 

dren ! ’— 

* Farewell, brother ! ’—‘ We split, we split, we split ! ’—] 
ANTONIO. Let’s all sink wi’ the king. [Exit. 
SEBASTIAN. Let’s take leave of him. (Exit. 


GONZALO. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of 
sea for an acre of barren ground; long heath, brown 
furze, any thing. The wills above be done! but I would 
fain die a dry death. [Exit. 


SCENE II.—The Island: before the Cell of Prosrrro. 
Enter PRosPERO and MIranpa. 

MIRANDA. If by your art, my dearest father, you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them. 
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch, 
But that the sea, mounting to th’ welkin’s cheek, 4 
Dashes the fire out. O! I have suffer’d 
With those that I saw suffer: a brave vessel, 
Who had, no doubt, some noble creatures in her, 
Dash’d all to pieces. O! the cry did knock 8 
Against my very heart. Poor souls, they perish’d. 
Had I been any god of power, I would 
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or e’er 


It should the good ship so have swallow’d and 12 
The fraughting souls within her. 
PROSPERO, Be collected : 


No more amazement. Tell your piteous heart 
There ’s no harm done. 


MIRANDA. O, woe the day ! 
PROSPERO, No harm. 
I have done nothing but in care of thee,— 16 


Of thee, my dear one! thee, my daughter !—who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am: nor that I am more better 


Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell, 20 
And thy no greater father. 
MIRANDA. More to know 


Did never meddle with my thoughts. 
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PROSPERO, Tis time 
I should inform thee further. Lend thy hand, 

And pluck my magic garment from me.—So : 24 

[Lays down his mantle. 

Lie there, my art.—Wipe thou thine eyes ; have comfort. 

The direful spectacle of the wrack, which touch’d 

The very virtue of compassion in thee, 

I have with such provision in mine art 28 

So safely order’d, that there is no soul— 

No, not so much perdition as an hair, 

Betid to any creature in the vessel 

Which thou heard’st ery, which thou saw’st sink. Sit 
down ; 32 

For thou must now know further. 

MIRANDA. You have often 
Begun to tell me what I am, but stopp’d, 

And left me to a bootless inquisition, 
Concluding; *‘ Stay ; not yet.’ 

PROSPERO. The hour’s now come, 
The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ; 37 
Obey and be attentive. Canst thou remember 
A time before we came unto this cell ? 


I do not think thou canst, for then thou wast not 40 
Out three years old. 
MIRANDA. Certainly, sir, I can: ' 


PROSPERO. By what ? by any other house or person ? 
Of anything the image tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

MIRANDA, Tis far off ; 44 
And rather like a dream than an assurance 
That my remembrance warrants. Had I not 
Four or five women once that tended me ? 

PROSPERO. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda. But 

how is it 48 

That this lives in thy mind ? What seest thou else 
In the dark backward and abysm of time ? 
If thou remember’st aught ere thou cam’st here, 
How thou cam’st here, thou may’st. 


MIRANDA. But that I do not. 
PROSPERO. ‘Twelve year since, Miranda, twelve year 
since, 53 


Thy father was the Duke of Milan and 
A prince of power. 
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MIRANDA. Sir, are not you my father ? 
PROSPERO. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said thou wast my daughter ; and thy father 57 
Was Duke of Milan, and his only heir 
A princess,—no worse issued. 
MIRANDA. O, the heavens! 
What foul play had we that we came from thence ? 60 
Or blessed was ’t we did ? 
PROSPERO. Both, both, my girl : 
By foul play, as thou say’st, were we heav’d thence ; 
But blessedly holp hither. 
MIRANDA. O! my heart bleeds 
To think o’ the teen that I have turn’d you to, 64 
Which is from my remembrance. Please you, further. 
PROSPERO. My brother and thyuncle,call’d Antonio,— 
I pray thee, mark me,—that a brother should 
Be so perfidious !—he whom next thyself, 68 
Of all the world I lov’d, and to him put 
The manage of my state; as at that time 
Through all the signiories it was the first, 
And Prospero the prime duke ; being so reputed 72 
In dignity, and for the liberal arts, 
Without a parallel: those being all my study, 
The government I cast upon my brother, 
And to my state grew stranger, being transported 76 
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle— 
Dost thou attend me ? 


MIRANDA. Sir, most heedfully. 
PROSPERO. Being once perfected how to grant suits, 
How to deny them, who t’ advance, and, who 80 


To trash for over-topping ; new created 

The creatures that were mine, I say, or chang’d ’em, 

Or else new form’d ’em : having both the key 

Of officer and office, set all hearts i’ the state 84 

To what tune pleas’d his ear; that now he was 

The ivy which had hid my princely trunk, 

And suck’d my verdure out on’t.—Thou attend’st not. 
MIRANDA. O, good sir! I do. 
PROSPERO. I pray thee, mark me. | 88 

I, thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 

To closeness and the bettering of my mind 

With that, which, but by being so retir’d, 

O’erpriz’d all popular rate, in my false brother 92 
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Awak’d an evil nature ; and my trust, 
Like a good parent, did beget of him 
A falsehood in its contrary as great 
As my trust was ; which had, indeed no limit, 96 
A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded, 
Not only with what my revenue yielded, 
But what my power might else exact,—like one, 
Who having, into truth, by telling of it, 100 
Made such a sinner of his memory, 
To credit his own lie,—he did believe 
He was indeed the duke ; out o’ the substitution, 
And executing th’ outward face of royalty, 104 
With all prerogative :—Hence his ambition growing,— 
Dost thou hear ? 
MIRANDA. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness. 
PROSPERO. To have no screen between this part he 
play’d 
And him he play’d it for, he needs will be 108 
Absolute Milan. Me, poor man,—my library 
Was dukedom large enough: of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable ; confederates,— 
So dry he was for sway,—wi’ the king of Naples 112 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage ; 
Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend 
The dukedom, yet unbow’d,—alas, poor Milan !— 
To most ignoble stooping. 


MIRANDA. O the heavens ! 116 
PROSPERO. Mark his condition and the event; then 
tell me 
If this might be a brother. 
MIRANDA. I should sin 
To think but nobly of my grandmother : 119 
Good wombs have borne bad sons. 
PROSPERO. Now the condition. 


This King of Naples, being an enemy 

To me inveterate, hearkens my brother’s suit ; 

Which was, that he, in lieu o’ the premises 

Of homage and I know not how much tribute, 124 
Should presently extirpate me and mine 

Out of the dukedom, and confer fair Milan, 

With all the honours on my brother : whereon, 

A treacherous army levied, one midnight 128 
Fated to the purpose did Antonio open 
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The gates of Milan ; and, i’ the dead of darkness, 
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence 
Me and thy crying self. 

MIRANDA. Alack, for pity ! 132 
I, not rememb’ring how I cried out then, 
Will ery it o’er again : it is a hint, 
That wrings mine eyes to ’t. 

PROSPERO. Hear a little further, 
And then I’ll bring thee to the present business 136 
Which now ’s upon us ; without the which this story 
Were most impertinent. 

MIRANDA. Wherefore did they not 
That hour destroy us ? 

PROSPERO. Well demanded, wench : 
My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst not, 
So dear the love my people bore me, nor set 141 
A mark so bloody on the business; but 
With colours fairer painted their foul ends. 
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark, 144 
Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they prepar’d 
A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg’d, 
Nor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats 
Instinctively have quit it: there they hoist us, 148 
To cry to the sea that roar’d to us ; to sigh 
To the winds whose pity, sighing back again, 
Did us but loving wrong. 


MIRANDA. Alack ! what trouble 
Was I then to you! 
PROSPERO. O, a cherubin 152 


Thou wast, that did preserve me! Thou didst smile, 
Infused with a fortitude from heaven, 

When I have deck’d the sea with drops full salt, 

Under my burden groan’d ; which rais’d in me 156 
An undergoing stomach, to bear up 

Against what should ensue. 


MIRANDA. How came we ashore ? 
PROSPERO. By Providence divine. 
Some food we had and some fresh water that 160 


A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 

Out of his charity,—who being then appointed 

Master of this design,—did give us; with 

Rich garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries, 164 
Which since have steaded much ; so, of his gentleness, 
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Knowing I lov’d my books, he furnish’d me, 
From mine own library with volumes that 
I prize above my dukedom. 


MIRANDA. Would I might , 168 
But ever see that man ! 
PROSPERO. Now I arise :—[Resumes his mantle. 


Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 
Here in this island we arriv’d ; and here 
Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit 172 
Than other princes can, that have more time 
For vainer hours and tutors not so careful. 
MIRANDA. Heavens thank you for’t! And now, I 
pray you, sir,— 


For still ’tis beating in my mind,—your reason 176 
For raising this sea-storm ? 
PROSPERO. Know thus far forth. 


By accident most strange, bountiful Fortune, 

Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies 

Brought to this shore; and by my prescience 180 

I find my zenith doth depend upon 

A most auspicious star, whose influence 

If now I court not but omit, my fortunes ; 

Will ever after droop. Here cease more questions ; 

Thou art inclin’d to sleep ; ’tis a good dulness, 185 

And give it way ;—I know thou canst not choose.— 
[MrranDaA sleeps. 

Come away, servant, come! I’m ready now. 

Approach, my Ariel; come! 188 


Enter ARIEL. 

ARIEL. All hail, great master! grave sir, hail!. Icome 
To answer thy best pleasure ; be ’t to fly, 
To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 
On the curl’d clouds : to thy strong bidding task 192 
Ariel and all his quality. 

PROSPERO. Hast thou, spirit, 
Perform’d to point the tempest that I bade thee ? 

ARIEL. To every article. 
I boarded the king’s ship ; now on the beak, 196 
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin, 
I flam’d amazement: sometime I’d divide 
And burn in many, places ; on the topmast, 
The yards, and boresprit, would I flame distinctly, 200 
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Then meet, and join: Jove’s lightnings, the precursors. 
O’ the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary 
And sight-outrunning were not: the fire and cracks 
Of sulphurous roaring the most mighty Neptune 204 
Seem to besiege and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 

PROSPERO. My brave spirit ! 
Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil 
Would not infect his reason ? 

ARIEL. Not a soul 208 
But felt a fever of the mad and play’d 
Some tricks of desperation. All but mariners, 
Plunged in the foaming brine and quit the vessel, 
Then all a-fire with me: the king’sson, Ferdinand, — 212 
With hair up-staring,—then like reeds, not hair,— 
Was the first man that leap’d ; cried, * Hell is empty, 
And all the devils are here.’ 


PROSPERO. Why, that ’s my spirit! 
But was not this nigh shore ? 

ARIEL, Close by, my master. 216 

PROSPERO. But are they, Ariel, safe 4 

ARIEL. Not a hair perish’d ; 


On their sustaining garments not a blemish, 
But fresher than before : and, as thou bad’st me, 
In troops I have dispers’d them ’bout the isle. 220 
The king’s son have I landed by himself ; 
Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs 
In an odd angle of the isle and sitting, 
His arms in this sad knot. 
PROSPERO. Of the king’s ship 224 
The mariners, say how thou hast dispos’d, 
And all the rest o’ the fleet. 


ARIEL. Safely in harbour 
Is the king’s ship; in the deep nook, where once 
Thou call’dst me up at midnight to fetch dew 228 


From the still-vex’d Bermoothes ; there she’s hid: 

The mariners all. under hatches stow’d ; 

Who, with a charm join’d to their suffer’d labour, 

I have left asleep : and for the rest o’ the fleet 232 
Which I dispers’d, they all have met again, 

And are upon the Mediterranean flote, 

Bound sadly home for Naples, 

Supposing that they saw the king’s ship wrack’d, 236 
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And his great person perish. 

PROSPERO. Ariel, thy charge 
Exactly is perform’d : but there ’s more work : 
What is the time o’ th’ day ? 


ARIEL. Past the mid season. 
PROSPERO. At least two glasses. The time ’twixt six 
and now 240 


Must by us both be spent most preciously. 
ARIEL. Is there more toil ? Since thou dost give me 
pains, ; 
Let me remember thee what thou hast promis’d, 
Which is not yet perform’d me. 


PROSPERO. How now! moody ? 
What is’t thou canst demand ? 

ARIEL. My liberty. 245 

PROSPERO. Before the time be out! no more! 

ARIEL. I prithee 
Remember, I have done thee worthy service ; 
Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv’d 248 


Without or grudge or grumblings : thou didst promise 
To bate me a full year. 


PROSPERO. Dost thou forget 
From what a torment I did free thee ? 
ARIEL. No. 
PROSPERO. Thou dost; and think’st it much to tread 
the ooze 252 


Of the salt deep, 
To run upon the sharp wind of the north, 


To do me business in the veins 0’ th’ earth 
When it is bak’d with frost. 


ARIEL. I do not, sir. 256 
PROSPERO. Thou liest, malignant thing! Hast thou 
forgot 


The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy 
Was grown into a hoop ? hast thou forgot her ? 
ARIEL. No, sir. 


PROSPERO. Thou hast. Where was she born ? 
speak ; tell me. 260 

ARIEL. Sir, in Argier. 

PROSPERO. O! was she so? I must, 


Once in a month, recount what thou hast been, 
Which thou forget’st. This damn’d witch, Sycorax, 
For mischiefs manifold and sorceries terrible © 264 
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To enter human hearing, from Argier, 
Thou know’st, was banish’d : for one thing she did 
They would not take her life. Is not this true ? 
ARIEL. Ay, sir. 268 
PROSPERO. This blue-ey’d hag was hither brought 
with child 
And here was left by the sailors. Thou, my slave, 
As thou report’st thyself, wast then her servant : 
And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate 272 
To act her earthy and abhorr’d commands, 
Refusing her grand hests, she did confine thee, 
By help of her more potent ministers, 
And in her most unmitigable rage, 276 
Into a cloven pine ; within which rift 
Imprison’d, thou didst painfully remain 
A dozen years ; within which space she died 
And left thee there, where thou didst vent thy 
groans 280 
As fast as mill-wheels strike. Then was this island,— 
Save for the son that she did litter here, 
A freckled whelp hag-born,—not honour’d with 
A human shape. 
ARIEL. Yes ; Caliban her son. 284 
PROSPERO. Dull thing, I say so; he that Caliban, 
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know’st 
What torment I did find thee in; thy groans 
Did make wolves howl and penetrate the breasts 288 
Of ever-angry bears: it was a torment 
To lay upon the damn’d, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo ; it was mine art, 


When I arriv’d and heard thee, that made gape 292 
The pine, and let thee out. 
ARIEL. I thank thee, master. 


PROSPERO. If thou more murmur’st, I will rend an oak 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails till 
Thou hast howl’d away twelve winters. 


ARIEL. Pardon, master ; 
I will be correspondent to command, 297 
And do my spiriting gently. 

PROSPERO. Do so; and after two days 
I will discharge thee. 

ARIEL. That ’s my noble master ! 


What shall I do ? say what ? what shall I do ? 300 
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PROSPERO. Go make thyself like a nymph of the sea : 
be subject es 
To no sight but thine and mine ; invisible 
To every eyeball else. Go, take this shape, 
And hither come in ’t : go, hence with diligence ! [Exit Arren. 
Awake, dear heart, awake! thou hast slept well ; 305 
Awake ! 
MIRANDA. [Waking.] The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me. 
PROSPERO. Shake it off. Come on; 
We'll visit Caliban my slave, who never 308 
Yields us kind answer. 
MIRANDA. Tis a villain, sir, 
I donot love to look on. 
PROSPERO. But, as ’tis, 
We cannot miss him : he does make our fire, 
Fetch in our wood ; and serves in offices 312 
That profit us—What ho! slave! Caliban ! 
Thou earth, thou! speak. 
CALIBAN. [Within.] There ’s wood enough within. 
PROSPERO. Come forth, I say ; there ’s other business 
for thee : 
Come, thou tortoise !. when 2? 316 


Re-enter ARIEL, like a water-nymph. 
Fine apparition! My quaint Ariel, 
Hark in thine ear. 


ARIEL. My lord, it shall be done. (Exit. 

PROSPERO. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil 
himself 

Upon thy wicked dam, come forth ! 320 


Enter Caran. 
CALIBAN. As wicked dew as e’er my mother brush’d 
With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen 
Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye, 


And blister youvall o’er ! 324 
_PROSPERO. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have 
cramps, 


Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up; urchins 
Shall forth at vast of night, that they may work 

All exercise on thee: thou shalt be pinch’d 328 
As thick as honeycomb, each pinch more stinging 
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Than bees that made them. 

CALIBAN. I must eat my dinner. 
This island’s mine, by Syeorax my mother, 331 
Which thou tak’st from me. When thou camest first, 
Thou strok’dst me, and mad’st much of me; wouldst 


give me 
Water with berries in ’t ; and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less, 335 


That burn by day and night : and then I lov’d thee 
And show’d thee all the qualities o’ th’ isle, 

The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place, and fertile. 
Cursed be I thatdid so !—All the charms 

Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you ! 340 
For I am all the subjects that you have, 

Which first was mine own king; and here you sty me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from: me 

The rest o’ th’ island. 

PROSPERO. Thou most lying slave, 344 
Whom stripes may move, not kindness! I have us’d thee, 
Filth as thou art, with human care ; and lodg’d thee 
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate 
The honour of my child. 348 

CALIBAN. Oh ho! Ob ho !+would it had been done ! 
Thou didst prevent me; I had peopled else 
This isle with Calibans. 

PROSPERO. Abhorred slave, 
Which any print of goodness will not take, 352 
Being capable of all ill! I pitied thee, 
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour 
One thing or other: when thou didst not, savage, 
Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gabble like — 356 
A thing most brutish, I endow’d thy purposes 
With words that made them known : but thy vile race, 
Though thou didst learn, had that in’t which good natures 
Could not abide'to be with ; therefore wast thou 360 
Deservedly confin’d into this rock, 
Who hadst deserv’d more than a prison. 

CALIBAN. You taught me language; and my profit 


on ’t 
Ts, I know how to curse : the red plague rid you, 364 
For learning me your language ! 
PROSPERO. Hag-seed, hence ! 


Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou ’rt best, 
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To answer other business. .Shrug’st thou, malice ? 

If thou neglect’st, or dost unwillingly 368 
What I command, I’ll rack thee with old cramps, 

Fill all thy bones with aches ; make thee roar, 

That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 

CALIBAN. No, pray thee !— 
[Aside] I must obey : his art i3 of such power, 372 
It would control my dam’s god, Setebos, 

And make a vassal of him. 
PROSPERO. So, slave; hence! [Exit Carry. 


Re-enter ARIEL, invisible, playing and singing ; 
FERDINAND following. 
~ ARIEL’S Sone. 
Come unto these yellow sands, 
And then take hands: 376 
Curtsied when you have, and kiss’d,— 
The wild waves whist,— 
Foot it featly here and there ; 
And, sweet sprites, the burden bear. 380 
Hark, hark ! 
[Burden: Bow, wow, dispersedly. 
The watch-dogs bark : 
(Burden: Bow, wow, dispersedly. 
Hark, hark! I hear 
The strain of strutting Chanticleer 384 
[Cry, Cock-a-diddle-dow. 


FERDINAND. Where should this music be ? i’ th’ air, 
or th’ earth ? 
It sounds no more ;—and sure, it waits upon 
Some god o’ th’ island. Sitting on a bank, 
Weeping again the king my father’s wrack, 388 
This music crept by me upon the waters, 
Allaying both their fury, and my passion, 
With its sweet air: thence I have follow’d it,— 
Or it hath drawn me rather,—but ’tis gone. 392 
No, it begins again. 
ARIEL sings. 
Full fathom five thy father lies ; 
Of his bones are coral made : 
Those are pearls that were his eyes : 396 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 
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But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell : 400 
(Burden: ding-dong. 
Hark! now I hear them,—ding-dong, bell. 
FERDINAND. The ditty does remember my drown’d 


father. 
This is no mortal business, nor no sound 
That the earth owes :—I hear it now above me. 404 


PROSPERO. The fringed curtains of thine eye advance, 
And say what thou seest yond. 


MIRANDA. What is ’t? a spirit ? 
Lord, how it looks about! Believe me, sir, 
It carries a brave form :—but ’tis a spirit. 408 


PROSPERO. No, wench; it eats and sleeps, and hath 
such senses 
As we have, such ; this gallant which thou see’st, 
Was in the wrack ; and, but he’s something stain’d 
With grief,—that beauty’s canker,—thou might’st call 
him 412 
A goodly person : he hath lost his fellows 
And strays about to find ’em. 
MIRANDA. I might call him 
A thing divine ; for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble. 
PROSPERO. [Aside] It goes on, I see, 416 
As my soul prompts it.—Spirit, fine spirit! Ill free 
thee 
Within two days for this. 
FERDINAND. Most sure, the goddess 
On whom these airs attend !—Vouchsafe, my prayer 
May know if you remain upon this island ; 420 
And that you will some good instruction give 
How I may bear me here: my prime request, 
Which I do last pronounce, is,—O you wonder !— 
If you be maid or no ? 


MIRANDA. No wonder, sir ; 424 
But certainly a maid. 
FERDINAND. My language! heavens !— 


I am the best of them that speak this speech, 
Were I but where ’tis spoken. 
PROSPERO. How! the best ? 
What wert thou, if the King of Naples heard thee ? 428 
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FERDINAND. A single thing, as lam now, that wonders 
To hear thee speak of Naples. He does hear me ; 
And, that he does, I weep: myself am Naples, 
Who with mine eyes,—ne’er since at ebb,—beheld — 432 
The king, my father wrack’d. 


MIRANDA. Alack, for mercy ! 
FERDINAND. Yes, faith, and all his lords; the Duke 
of Milan, 
And his brave son being twain. 
PROSPERO. [Aside.] The Duke of Milan, 
And his more braver daughter could control thee, 436 


If now ’twere fit to do *t.—At the first sight [Aside.] 
They have changed eyes :—delicate Ariel, 
T’ll.set thee free for this !—{To Ferprvanv] A word, good 
Sir ; 
I fear you have done yourself some wrong: a word. 440 
MIRANDA. [Aside] Why speaks my father so, un- 
gently ?. This 
Is the third man that e’er I saw; the first 
That e’er I sigh’d for: pity move my father 
To be inclin’d my way ! 
FERDINAND. [Aside] O! if a.Nirgin, 444 
And your affection not gone forth, I'll make you 
The Queen of Naples, 


PROSPERO. Soft, sir: one word,.more— 
[Aside] They are both in either’s powers: but this swift 
business 
I must uneasy make, lest too light winning 448 


Make the prize light.—[To Frrpryayp] One word more’: 
I charge thee 
That thou attend me. Thou dost here usurp 
The name thou ow’st not ; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island as a spy, to win it 452 
From me, the lord on ’t. 
FERDINAND. No, as I am.a man. 
MIRANDA. There’s nothing ill can dwell, in such a 
temple : 
If the ill spirit have so fair a house, 455 
Good things will strive to dwell with ’t. 
PROSPERO, [To Furpinanp] “Follow me— 
[To Mrranpa] Speak not you for him; he’s.a traitor.— 
[To Frrprvanp]. Come ; 
Tl manacle thy neck and feet together : 
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Sea-water shalt thou drink ; thy food shall be 
The fresh-brook muscles, wither’d roots and husks 460 
Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow. 
FERDINAND. No; 
I will resist such entertainment till 
Mine enemy has more power. 
{He draws, and is charmed from moving. 


MIRANDA. O dear father ! 
Make not too rash a trial ot him, for 464 
He’s gentle, and not feartul. 

PROSPERO, What! I say, 


My foot my tutor ?/—Put thy sword up, traitor ; 

Who mak’st a show, but dar’st not strike, thy conscience 
Is so possess’d with guilt : come from thy ward, 468 
For I can here disarm thee with this stick 

And make thy weapon drop. 


MIRANDA. Beseech you, father ! 

PROSPERO. Hence! hang not on my garments. 

MIRANDA. Sir, have pity : 
I'll be his surety. 

PROSPERO, Silence !_ one word more 472 


Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What ! 
An advocate for an impostor ? hush ! 
Thou think’st there is no more such shapes as he, 
Having seen but him and Caliban: foolish wench ! 
To the most of men this is a Caliban 477 
And they to him are angels. 
MIRANDA. My affections 
Are then most humble ; I have no ambition 
To see a goodlier man. 
PROSPERO. [To Ferptvanp} Come on ; obey: 480 
Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 
And have no vigour in them. 
FERDINAND. So they are : 
My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
My father’s loss, the weakness which I feel, 484 
The wrack of all my friends, or this man’s threats, 
To whom I am subdued, are but light to me, 
Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid: all corners else o’ th’ earth 488 
Let liberty make use of ; space enough 
Have I in such a prison. 
PROSPERO. [Aside.] It works.—[{To Frrprvanp] Come on.— 
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Thou hast done well, fine Ariel !—[To Ferprxaxv] Follow 


me.— 491 
[To Arret.] Hark, what thou else shalt do me. 
MIRANDA. Be of comfort ; 


My father ’s of a better nature, sir, 
Than he appears by speech : this is unwonted, 
Which now came from him. 


PROSPERO. Thou shalt be as free 
As mountain winds ; but then exactly do 496 
All points of my command. 
ARIEL. To the syllable. 
PROSPERO. [ToFrrprvanv] Come, follow.—Speak not 
for him. {[Exeunt. 
ACT II. 


Scenr I.—Another Part of the Island. 
Enter ALONSO, SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, GONZALO, ADRIAN, 
FRANCISCO, and others. 

GONZALO. Beseech you, sir, be merry: you have cause, 
So have we all, of joy ; for our escape 
Is much beyond our loss. Our hint of woe 
Is common : every day some sailor’s wife, 4 
The masters of some merchant and the merchant, 
Have just our theme of woe ; but for the miracle, 
I mean our preservation, few in millions 


Can speak like us: then wisely, good sir, weigh 8 
Our sorrow with our comfort. 
ALONSO. Prithee, peace. 


SEBASTIAN. He receives comfort like cold porridge. 

ANTONIO. The visitor will not give him o’er so. 

SEBASTIAN. Look, he’s winding up the watch of his 
wit ; by and by it will strike. 13 

GONZALO. Sir,— 

SEBASTIAN. One: tell. 

GONZALO. Whenevery grief is entertain’d that ’s offer’d, 
Comes to the entertainer— 17 

SEBASTIAN. A dollar. 

GONZALO. Dolour comes to him, indeed: you have 
spoken truer than you purposed. 20 

SEBASTIAN. You have taken it wiselier than I meant 
you should. 
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GONZALO. Therefore, my lord,— 23 

ANTONIO. Fie, what a spendthrift is he of his tongue ! 

ALONSO. I prithee, spare. 

GONZALO. Well, I have done: but yet— 

SEBASTIAN. He will be talking. 27 

ANTONIO. Which, of he or Adrian, for a good wager, 
first begins to crow ? 

SEBASTIAN. The old cock. 

ANTONIO. The cockerel. 

SEBASTIAN. Done. The wager ? 32 

ANTONIO. A laughter. 

SEBASTIAN. A match! 

ADRIAN. Though this island seem to be desert,— 

SEBASTIAN. Ha, ha, ha! So you ’re paid. 36 

ADRIAN. Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible,— 

SEBASTIAN. Yet— 

ADRIAN. Yet— 

ANTONIO. He could not miss it. 40 

ADRIAN. It must needs be of subtle, tender, and deli- 
cate temperance. 

ANTONIO. Temperance was a delicate wench. 43 

SEBASTIAN. Ay, and a subtle; as he most learnedly 
delivered. 

ADRIAN. The air breathes upon us here most sweetly. 

SEBASTIAN. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones. 

ANTONIO. Or as ’twere perfumed by a fen. 48 

GONZALO. Here is everything advantageous to life. 

ANTONIO. True; save means to live. 

SEBASTIAN. Of that there ’s none, or little. 

GONZALO. How lush and lusty the grass looks! how 
green ! 53 

ANTONIO. The ground indeed is tawny. 

SEBASTIAN. With an eye of green in ’t. 


ANTONIO. He misses not much. 56 

SEBASTIAN. No; he doth but mistake the truth 
totally. 

GonzALo. But the rarity of it is——which is indeed 
almost beyond credit,— 60 


SEBASTIAN. As many vouch’d rarities are. 

GonzALo, That our garments, being, as they were, 
drenched in the sea, hold notwithstanding their fresh- 
ness and glosses; being rather new-dyed than stain’d 
with salt water. 65 
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ANTONIO. If but one-of his pockets could speak, 
would it not say he lies ? 

SEBASTIAN. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report. 

GonzALo. Methinks, our garments are now as fresh 
as when we put them on first in Afric, at the marriage 
of the king’s fair daughter Claribel to the King of Tunis. 

SEBASTIAN. "T'was a sweet marriage, and we prosper 
well in our return. 73 

ADRIAN. Tunis was never graced before with such a 
paragon to their queen. 

GoNnzALO. Not since widow Dido’s time. 76 

ANTONIO. Widow! a pox o’ that! How came that 
widow in ¢? Widow Dido ! 

SEBASTIAN. What if he had said, widower Auneas 
too ? Good Lord, how you take it! 80 

ADRIAN. Widow Dido, said you? you’ make me 
study of that : she was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 

GONZALO. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage. 

ADRIAN. Carthage ? 84 

GONZALO. I assure you, Carthage. 

ANTONIO. His word is more than the miraculous harp. 

SEBASTIAN. He hath rais’d the wall, and houses too. 

ANTONIO. What impossible matter will he make easy 
next @ 89 

SEBASTIAN. I think he will carry this island home in 
his pocket, and give it his son for an apple. 

ANTONIO. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, 


bring forth more islands. 93 
ALONSO. Ay ? 
ANTONIO. Why, in good time. 95 


GONZALO. [To Atonso] Sir, we were talking that our 
garments seem now as fresh as when we were at Tunis at 
the marriage of your daughter, who is now queen. 

ANTONIO. And the rarest that e’er came there. 

SEBASTIAN. Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido. 100 

ANTONIO. O! widow Dido; ay, widow Dido. 

GONZALO. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first 
day I wore it ? I mean, in a sort. 

ANTONIO. That sort was'well fish’d for. 104 

GONZALO. When I wore it at your daughter’s mar- 
riage ? 

ALONSO. Youcram these words into mine ears, against 
The stomach of my sense. Would I had never 108 
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Married my daughter there !_ for, coming thence, 

My son is lost ; and, in my rate, she too, 

Who is so far from Italy remov’d, 

I ne’er again shall see her. O thou, mine heir 112 
Of Naples and of Milan! what strange fish 

Hath made his meal on thee ? . 


FRANCISCO, Sir, he may live: 
I saw him beat the surges under him, 
And ride upon their backs: he trod the water, 116 


Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 

The surge most swoln that met him : his bold head 
*Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar’d 
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke 120 
To the shore, that o’er his wave-worn basis bow’d, 

As stooping to relieve him. I not doubt 

He came alive to land. 


ALONSO. No, no; he’s gone. 
SEBASTIAN. Sir, you may thank yourself for this great 
loss 124 


That would not bless our Europe with your daughter, 
But rather lose her to an African ; 

Where she at least is banish’d from your eye, 

Who hath cause to wet the grief on ’t. 


ALONSO. Prithee, peace. 
SEBASTIAN. You. were kneel’d to and importun’d 
otherwise 129 


By all of us; and the fair soul herself 
Weigh’d between loathness and obedience, at 
Which end o’ the beam should bow. We have lost your 
son, 132 
I fear, for ever : Milan and Naples have 
More widows in them of this business’ making, 
Than we bring men.to comfort them ; the fault ’s 
Your own. 
ALONSO. So is the dearest of the loss. 136 
GonzaLo. My lord Sebastian, 
The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness 
And time to speak it in; you rub the sore, 
When you should bring the plaster. 
SEBASTIAN, Very well. 140 
antonio. And most chirurgeonly. 
GONZALO. It is foul weather in us all, good sir, 
When you are cloudy. 
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SEBASTIAN. Foul weather ? 
ANTONIO. Very foul. 
GonzaLo. Had I plantation of this isle, my lord,— 
ANTONIO. He’d sow ’t with nettle-seed. 
SEBASTIAN. Or docks, or mallows. 
GonzaLo. And were the king on ’t, what would I do ? 
SEBASTIAN. ‘Scape being drunk for want of wine. 
conzaLto. I’ the commonwealth I would by con- 
traries 148 

Execute all things ; for no kind of traffic 

Would I admit ; no name of magistrate ; 

Letters should not be known ; riches, poverty, 

And use of service, none ; contract, succession, 152 

Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none ; 

No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil ; 

No occupation ; all men idle, all ; 


And women too, but innocent and pure ; 156 
No sovereignty,— 
SEBASTIAN. Yet he would be king on ’t. 


ANTONIO. The latter end of his commonwealth forgets 
the beginning. 
GonzALo.. All things in common nature should pro- 
duce 160 
Without sweat or endeavour: treason, felony, 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine, 
Would I not have ; but nature should bring forth, 
Of its own kind, all foison, all abundance, 164 
To feed my innocent people. 
SEBASTIAN. No marrying *mong his subjects 2 
ANTONIO. None, man; all idle; whores and knaves. 
GONZALO. I would with such perfection govern, sir, 
To excel the golden age. 
SEBASTIAN. Save his majesty ! 169 
ANTONIO. Long live Gonzalo ! 
GONZALO. And,—do you mark me, sir ? 
ALONSO. Prithee, no more: thou dost talk nothing 
to me. 172 
GONZALO. I do well believe your highness; and did 
it to minister occasion to these gentlemen, who are of 
such sensible and nimble lungs that they always use to 
laugh at nothing. 176 
ANTONIO. “T'was you we laugh’d at. 
GonzALO. Who in this kind of merry fooling am 
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nothing to you; so you may continue and laugh at 
nothing still. 180 

ANTONIO. What a blow was there given ! 

SEBASTIAN. An it had not fallen flat-long. 

GONZALO. You are gentlemen of brave mettle: you 
would lift the moon out of her sphere, if she would con- 
tinue in it five weeks without changing. 185 


Enter ARrEL, invisible, playing solemn music. 
SEBASTIAN. We would so, and then go a-bat-fowling. 
ANTONIO. Nay, good my lord, be not angry. 
GONZALO. No, I warrant you; I will not adventure 

my discretion so weakly. Will you laugh me asleep, for 
I am very heavy ? 190 
ANTONIO. Go sleep, and hear us. 
[All sleep but ALonso, SEBASTIAN, and ANTONIO. 
ALONSO. What! allso soon asleep! I wish mine eyes 
Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts: I find 
They are inclin’d to do so. 
SEBASTIAN. Please you, sir, 
Do not omit the heavy offer of it : 
It seldom visits sorrow ; when it doth 196 
It is a comforter. 
ANTONIO. We two, my lord, 
Will guard your person while you take your rest, 
And watch your safety. 
ALONSO. Thank you. Wondrous heavy. 
[Atonso sleeps. Exit ARIEL. 
SEBASTIAN. What a strange drowsiness possesses 


them ! 200 
ANTONIO. It is the quality o’ the climate. 
SEBASTIAN. Why 
Doth it not then our eyelids sink ? I find not 
Myself dispos’d to sleep. 

ANTONIO. Nor I: my spirits are nimble. 
They fell together all, as by consent ; 204 


They dropp’d, as by a thunder-stroke. What might, 
Worthy Sebastian ? O! what might ?—No more :— 
And yet methinks I see it in thy face, 
What thou should’st be. The occasion speaks thee ; and 
My strong imagination sees a crown 209 
Dropping upon thy head. 

SEBASTIAN, What! art thou waking ?¢ 
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ANTONIO. Do you not hear me speak 3%, 

SEBASTIAN. I do; and surely, 
It is a sleepy language, and thou speak’st 212 
Out of thy sleep. What is it thou didst say # 

This is a strange repose, to be asleep 
With eyes wide open; standing, speaking, moving, 
And yet so fast asleep. 

ANTONIO. Noble Sebastian, 216 
Thou let’st thy fortune sleep—die rather ; wink’st 
Whiles thou art waking. 

SEBASTIAN. Thou dost snore distinctly : 
There ’s meaning in thy snores. 

antonio. I am more serious than my custom: you 


Must be so too, if heed me; which to do 221 
Trebles thee o’er. 

SEBASTIAN. Well; Iam standing water. 

ANTONIO. I[’]l teach you how to flow. 

SEBASTIAN. Do so: to ebb, 
Hereditary sloth instructs me. 

ANTONIO. oO! 224 


If you but knew how you the purpose cherish 
Whiles thus you mock it ! how, in stripping it, 
You more invest it! Ebbing men, indeed, 


Most often do so near the bottom run 228 
By their own fear or sloth. 
SEBASTIAN. Prithee, say on : 


The setting of thine eye and cheek proclaim 
A matter from thee, and a birth indeed 
Which throes thee much to yield. 
ANTONIO Thus, sir: 232 
Although this lord of weak remembrance, this 
Who shall be of as little memory 
When he is earth’d, hath here almost persuaded,— 
For he’s a spirit of persuasion, only 236 
Professes to persuade,—the king, his son ’s alive, 
Tis as impossible that he ’s undrown’d 
As he that sleeps here swims. 


SEBASTIAN, I have no hope 
That he ’s undrown’d. 
ANTONIO, O!, out of that ‘no hope,’ 240 


What great hope have you! no hope that way is 
Another way so high a hope that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond, 
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But doubts discovery there. Will you grant with me 
That Ferdinand is drown’d ? 


SEBASTIAN, He’s gone. 

ANTONIO. Then tell me 
Who’s the next heir of Naples ? 

SEBASTIAN, Claribel. 


ANTONIO. She that is Queen of Tunis ; she that dwells 
Ten leagues beyond man’s life ; she that from Naples 
Can have no note, unless the sun were post— 249 
The mani’ th’ moon ’s too slow—till new-born chins 
Be rough and razorable : she that, from whom ? 

We all were sea-swallow’d, though some cast again, 
And by that destiny to perform an act 253 
Whereof what ’s past is prologue, what to come 

In yours and my discharge. 

SEBASTIAN. What stuff is this !—How say you ? 
*Tis true my brother’s daughter ’s Queen of Tunis; 256 
So is she heir of Naples ; *twixt which regions 
There is some space. 

ANTONIO. A space whose every cubit 
Seems to cry out, ‘ How shall that Claribel 
Measure us back to Naples ?—Keep in Tunis, 260 
And let Sebastian wake ! ’"—Say, this were death 
That now hath seiz’d them ; why, they were no worse 
Than now they are. There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that sleeps ; lords that can prate 264 
As amply and unnecessarily 
As this Gonzalo : I myself could make 
A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore 
The mind that I do! what a sleep were this 268 
For your advancement ! Do you understand me ? 

SEBASTIAN. Methinks I do. 


ANTONIO. And how does your content 
Tender your own good fortune ? 

SEBASTIAN. I remember 
You did supplant your brother Prospero. 

ANTONIO. True : 272 


And look how well my garments sit upon me ; 

Much feater than before ; my brother’s servants 

Were then my fellows ; now they are my men. 
SEBASTIAN. But, for your conscience,— 276 
ANTONIO. Ay, sir; where lies that ? if it were a kibe, 

’Twould put me to my slipper: but I feel not 


SH. I Cc 
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This deity in my bosom : .twenty consciences, 

That stand ’twixt me and Milan, candied be they, 280 
And melt ere they molest ! Here lies your brother, 

No better than the earth he les upon, 

If he were that which now he’s like, that’s dead ; 
Whom I, with this obedient steel,—three inches of it,— 
Can lay to bed for ever ; whiles you, doing thus, 285 
To the perpetual wink for aye might put 

This ancient morsel, this Sir Prudence, who 

Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest, 288 
They’ll take suggestion as a cat laps milk ; 

They'll tell the clock to any business that 


We say befits the hour. 
SEBASTIAN, Thy case, dear friend, 
Shall be my precedent : as thou got’st Milan, 292 


Tll come by Naples. Draw thy sword: one stroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou pay’st, 
And I the king shall love thee. 


ANTONIO. Draw together ; 
And when I rear my hand, do you the like, 296 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 

SEBASTIAN. O! but one word. [They converse apart. 


Music. Re-enter ARIEL, invisible. 
ARIEL. My master through his art foresees the danger 
That you, his friend, are in; and sends me forth— 
For else his project dies—to keep thee living. 300 
[Sings in GONZALO’s ear. 
While you here do snoring lie, 
Open-ey’d Conspiracy 
His time doth take. 
Tf of life you keep a care, 304 
Shake off slumber, and beware: 
Awake! awake ! 


ANTONIO. Then let us both be sudden. 


GONZALO. Now, good angels 
Preserve the king ! [They wake. 
ALONSO. Why, how now! ho, awake! Why are you 
drawn ? 309 
Wherefore this ghastly looking ? 
GONZALO. What ’s the matter ? 


SEBASTIAN. Whiles we stood here securing your 
repose, 
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Even now, we heard a hollow burst of bellowing 312 
Like bulls, or rather lions ; did ’t not wake you ? 
It struck mine ear most terribly. 


ALONSO. I heard nothing. 
ANTONIO. QO! ’twas a din to fright a monster’s ear, 
To make an earthquake : sure it was the roar 316 

Of a whole herd of lions. 
ALONSO. Heard you this, Gonzalo 2 


GONZALO. Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a humming, 
And that a strange one too, which did awake me. 
I shak’d you, sir, and ecry’d; as mine eyes open’d, 320 
I saw their weapons drawn :—there was a noise, 
That’s verily. “Tis best we stand upon our guard, 
Or that we quit this place : let’s draw our weapons. 
ALONSO. Lead off this ground, and let ’s make further 


search 324 
For my poor son. 
GONZALO, Heavens keep him from these beasts ! 
For he is, sure, i’ the island. 
ALONSO. Lead away. 


[Exit with the others. 

ARIEL. Prospero my lord shall know what I have 
done : 

So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. [Exit 


Scene I].—Another Part of the Island. 

Enter CaLiBaNn, with a burden of wood. A noise of thunder 

heard. 

CALIBAN. All the infections that the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and make him 
By inch-meal a disease! His spirits hear me, 

And yet I needs must curse. But theyll nor pinch, 4 
Fright me with urchin-shows, pitch me i’ the mire, 

Nor lead me, like a firebrand, in the dark 

Out of my way, unless he bid ’em ;_ but 

For every trifle are they set upon me : 8 
Sometime like apes, that mow and chatter at me 

And after bite me ; then like hedge-hogs, which 

Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way and mount 

Their pricks at my foot-fall ; sometime am I 12 
All wound with adders, who with cloven tongues 

Do hiss me into madness.— 
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Enter TRINCULO. 


Lo now! lo! 
Here comes a spirit of his, and to torment me 
For bringing wood in slowly: I'll fall flat ; 16 


Perchance he will not mind me. 

TRINCULO. Here ’s neither bush nor shrub to bear off 
any weather at all, and another storm brewing ; I hear 
it sing i’ the wind; yond same black cloud, yond huge 
one, looks like a foul bombard that would shed his liquor. 
If it should thunder as it did before, I know not where 
to hide my head: yond same cloud cannot choose but 
fall by pailfuls—What have we here ¢ a man or a fish ? 
Dead or alive? A fish: he smells like a fish; a very 
ancient and fish-like smell; a kind of not of the newest 
Poor-John. A strange fish! Were I in England now,—as 
once I was,—and had but this fish painted, not a holiday 
fool there but would give a piece of silver: there would 
this monster make a man; any strange beast there 
makes aman. When they will not give a doit to relieve 
a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to see a dead Indian. 
Legg’d like a man! and his fins ike arms! Warm, o’ 
my troth! I do now let loose my opinion, hold it no 
longer ; this is no fish, but an islander, that hath lately 
suffered by a thunderbolt. [Thunder] Alas, the storm is 
come again: my best way is to creep under his gaber- 
dine ; there is no other shelter hereabout: misery ac- 
quaints a man with strange bedfellows. I will here 
shroud till the dregs of the storm be past. 40 


Enter STEPHANO, singing; a bottle in his hand. 
STEPHANO. I shall no more to sea, to sea, 
Here shall I die a-shore :— 
This is a very scurvy tune to sing at a man’s funeral : 
Well, here ’s my comfort. [Drinks. 
The master, the swabber, the boatswain and I, 45 
The gunner and his mate, 
Lov’d Mall, Meg, and Marian and Margery, 
But none of us car’d for Kate ; 48 
For she had a tongue with a tang, 
Would cry to a sailor, ‘Go hang!’ 
She lov’d not the savour of tar nor of pitch, 
Yet a tailor might scratch her where-e’er she did itch : 
Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang. 
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This is a scurvy tune too: but here’s my comfort. 54 
[Drinks. 

CALIBAN. Do not torment me: O! 

STEPHANO. What’s the matter? Have we devils 
here ? Do you put tricks upon us with savages and men 
of Ind? Ha! I have not ’scaped drowning, to be afeard 
now of your four legs; for it hath been said, As proper 
a man as ever went on four legs cannot make him give 
ground: and it shall be said so again while Stephano 
breathes at’s nostrils. 

CALIBAN. ‘The spirit torments me: O! 63 

STEPHANO. ‘This is some monster of the isle with four 
legs, who hath got, as I take it, an ague. Where the 
devil should he learn our language? I will give him 
some relief, if it be but for that: if I can recover him 
and keep him tame and get to Naples with him, he’s a 
present for any emperor that ever trod on neat’s-leather. 

CALIBAN. Do not torment me, prithee; I'll bring my 
wood home faster. 71 

STEPHANO. He’s in his fit now and does not talk after 
the wisest. He shall taste of my bottle: if he have 
never drunk wine afore it will go near to remove his fit. 
If I can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take 
too much for him: he shall pay for him that hath him, 
and that soundly. 17 

CALIBAN. Thou dost me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt 
anon, I know it by thy trembling: now Prosper works 
upon thee. 80 

STEPHANO. Come on your ways: open your mouth ; 
here is that which will give language to you, cat. Open 
your mouth: this will shake your shaking, I can tell 
you, and that soundly {gives Caumay drink]: you cannot 
tell who ’s your friend : open your chaps again. 

TRINCULO. I should know that voice: it should be— 
but he is drowned; and these are devils. O! defend me. 

STEPHANO. Four legs and two voices ; a most delicate 
monster ! His forward voice now is to speak well of his 
friend ; his backward voice is to utter foul speeches, and 
to detract. If all the wine in my bottle will recover him, 
1 will help his ague. Come. Amen! I will pour some 
in thy other mouth. 

TRINCULO. Stephano ! 94 

STEPHANO. Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy! 
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mercy! This is a devil, and no monster: I will leave 
him ; I have no long spoon. 

TRINCULO. Stephano !|—if thou beest Stephano, touch 
me, and speak to me ; for lam Trinculo :—be not afeard 
—thy good friend Trinculo. 100 

STEPHANO. If thou beest Trinculo, come forth. Tl 
pull thee by the lesser legs: if any be Trinculo’s legs, 
these are they. Thou art very Trinculo indeed! How 
cam’st thou to be the siege of this moon-calf ? Can he 
vent Trinculos ? 105 

TRINCULO. I took him to be killed with a thunder- 
stroke. But art thou not drowned, Stephano ? I hope 
now thou art not drowned. Is the storm overblown 4 
I hid me under the dead moon-calf’s gaberdine for fear 
of the storm. And art thou living, Stephano ? O Ste- 
phano ! two Neapolitans ’scaped ! 111 

STEPHANO. Prithee, do not turn me about: my 
stomach is not constant. 

CALIBAN. [Aside.] These be fine things an if they be not 

sprites. 
That ’s a brave god and bears celestial liquor : 
I will kneel to him. 116 

STEPHANO. How didst thou ’scape? How cam’st 
thou hither? swear by this bottle, how thou cam’st 
hither. I escaped upon a butt of sack, which the sailors 
heaved overboard, by this bottle! which I made of the 
bark of a tree with mine own hands, since I was cast 
ashore. 122 

CALIBAN. Ill swear upon that bottle, to be thy true 
subject ; for the liquor is not earthly. 

STEPHANO. Here: swear then, how thou escapedst. 

TRINCULO. Swam ashore, man, like a duck: I can 
swim like a duck, I’ll be sworn. 127 

STEPHANO. Here, kiss the book [gives Trrveuto drink]. 
Though thou canst swim like a duck, thou art made like 
a goose. 130 

TRINCULO. O Stephano! hast any more of this ? 

STEPHANO. The whole butt, man: my cellar is in a 
rock by the seaside, where my wine is hid. How now, 
moon-calf ! how does thine ague ? 134 

CALIBAN. Hast thou not dropped from heaven ? 

STEPHANO. Out’ the moon, I do assure thee: I was 
the man in the moon, when time was. 
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CALIBAN. Ihave seen thee in her, and I do adore thee ; 
my mistress showed me thee, and thy dog, and thy 
bush. 140 

STEPHANO. Come, swear to that; kiss the book; I 
will furnish it anon with new contents ; swear. 

TRINCULO. By this good light, this is a very shallow 
monster.—I afeard of him !—a very weak monster.—The 
man i’ the moon! a most poor credulous monster !— 
Well drawn, monster, in good sooth. 146 

CALIBAN. I'll show thee every fertile inch o’the island ; 
And I will kiss thy foot. I prithee, be my god. 

TRINCULO. By this light, a most perfidious and 
drunken monster: when his god’s asleep, he’ll rob his 


bottle. 151 
CALIBAN. I'll kiss thy foot: Ill swear myself thy 
subject. 


STEPHANO. Come on then; down, and swear. 
TRINCULO. Ishall laugh myself to death at this puppy- 
headed monster. A most scurvy monster! I could find 
in my heart to beat him,— 156 
STEPHANO. Come, kiss. 
TRINCULO. But that the poor monster ’s in drink: an 
abominable monster ! 
CALIBAN. I'll shew thee the best springs; I'll pluck 
thee berries ; 160 
I'll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the tyrant that I serve ! 
[Ill bear him no more sticks, but follow thee, 
Thou wondrous man. 164 
TRINCULO. A most ridiculous monster, to make a 
wonder of a poor drunkard ! 
CALIBAN. I prithee, let me bring thee where crabs 
grow ; 
And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ; 168 
Show thee a jay’s nest and instruct thee how 
To snare the nimble marmozet ; Ill bring thee 
To clust’ring filberts, and sometimes I’ll get thee 
Young scamels from the rock. Wilt thou go with me ? 
STEPHANO. I prithee now, lead the way, without any 
more talking.—Trinculo, the king and all our company 
else being drowned, we will inherit here——Here; bear 
my bottle—Fellow Trinculo, we'll fill him by and by 
again. 177 
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CALIBAN. Farewell, master; farewell, farewell ! 
(Sings drunkenly. 
trincuLo. A howling monster, a drunken monster. 
CALIBAN. No more dams I'll make for fish ; 180 
Nor fetch in firing 
At requiring, 
Nor scrape trenchering, nor wash dish ; 
’Ban, Ban, Ca—Caliban, 184 
Has a new master—Get a new man. 
Freedom, high-day ! high-day, freedom! freedom! high- 
day, freedom ! 
STEPHANO. O brave monster! lead the way. [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 


Scrnz I.—Before PRospERo’s Cell. 
Enter FERDINAND, bearing a log. 
FERDINAND. There be some sports are painful, and 
their labour 
Delight in them sets off : some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone, and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task 4 
Would be as heavy to me as odious ;_ but 
The mistress which I serve quickens what.’s dead. 
And makes my labours pleasures: O! she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father’ s crabbed, 8 
And he’s compos'd of harshness. I must remove 
Some thousands of these logs and pile them up, 
Upon a sore injunction: my sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work, and says such baseness 
Had never like executor. I forget: 13 
But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours, 
Most busiest when I do it. 


Enter Miranda; and Prosppro behind. 

MIRANDA. Alas! now pray you, 
Work not so hard: I would the lightning had 16 
Burnt up those logs that. you are enjoin’d to pile ! 
Pray, set it down and rest you : when this burns, 
"Twill weep for having wearied you. My father 
Is hard at study ; pray now, rest yourself :_ 20 
He ’s safe for these three hours. 
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FERDINAND. O most dear mistress, 
The sun will set, before I shall discharge 
What I must strive to do. 

MIRANDA. If you'll sit down, 
ll bear your logs the while. Pray, give me that; 24 
Ill carry it to the pile. 

FERDINAND. No, precious creature : 
I had rather crack my sinews, break my back, 
Than you should such dishonour undergo, 
While I sit lazy by. 

MIRANDA. It would become me 28 
As well as it does you: and I should do it 
With much more ease ; for my good will is to it, 
And yours it is against. 

PROSPERO. [Aside.] Poor worm! thou art infected : 
This visitation shows it. 


MIRANDA. You look wearily. 32 
FERDINAND. No, noble mistress; ’tis fresh morning 
with me 


When you are by at night. I do beseech you— 
Chiefly that I might set it in my prayers— 
What is your name ? 


MIRANDA. Miranda.—O my father ! 36 
I have broke your hest to say so. 
FERDINAND. Admir’d Miranda ! 


Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What ’s dearest to the world! Full many a lady 
I have ey’d with best regard, and many a time 40 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear: for several virtues 
Have I lik’d several women ; never any 
With so full soul but some defect in her 44 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow’d, 
And put it to the foil: but you, O you! 
So perfect and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature’s best. 
MIRANDA. I do not know 48 
One of my sex ; no woman’s face remember, 
Save, from my glass, mine own; nor have I seen 
More that I may call men than you, good friend, 
And my dear father: how features are abroad, 52 
Tam skill-less of ; but, by my modesty,— 
The jewel in my dower,—I would not wish 
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Any companion in the world but you ; 
Nor can imagination form a shape, 56 
Besides yourself, to like of. But I prattle 
Something too wildly and my father’s precepts 
I therein do forget. 

FERDINAND. I am in my condition 
A prince, Miranda ; I do think, a king ;— 60 
I would not so !—and would no more endure 
This wooden slavery than to suffer 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth.—Hear my soul speak -— 
The very instant that I saw you did 64 
My heart fly to your service ; there resides, 
To make me slave to it ; and for your sake 
Am I this patient log-man. 


MIRANDA. Do you love me ? 
FERDINAND. Oheaven! O earth! bear witness to this 
sound, 68 


And crown what I profess with kind event 
Tf I speak true : if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me to mischief! I, 
Beyond all limit of what else 1’ the world, 72 
Do love, prize, honour you. 
MIRANDA. Iam a fool 
To weep at what I am glad of. 
PROSPERO. [Aside] Fair encounter 
Of two most rare affections! Heavens rain grace 75 
On that which breeds between them ! 
FERDINAND. Wherefore weep you 4 
MIRANDA. At mine unworthiness, that dare not offer 
What I desire to give ; and much less take 
What I shall die to want. But this is trifling ; 
And all the more it seeks to hide itself 80 
The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunning ! 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! 
I am your wife, if you will marry me ; 
If not, I'll die your maid : to be your fellow 84 
You may deny me ; but I'll be your servant 
Whether you will or no. 


FERDINAND. My mistress, dearest ; 

And I thus humble ever. 
MIRANDA. My husband then ? 
FERDINAND. Ay, with a heart as willing 88 


As bondage e’er of freedom : here ’s my hand. 
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MIRANDA. And mine, with my heart in’t: and now 


farewell 
Till half an hour hence. 
FERDINAND. A thousand thousand ! 
[Exeunt FERDINAND and Mrranpa severally. 
PROSPERO. So glad of this as they, I cannot be, 92 


Who are surpris’d withal ; but my rejoicing 

At nothing can be more. T’ll to my book ; 

For yet, ere supper time, must I perform 

Much business appertaining. [Exit. 


Scene II.—Another Part of the Island. 
Enter CaLiBan, with a bottle, StepHANO, and TRINCULO. 


STEPHANO. Tell not me :—when the butt is out, we will 
drink water ; not a drop before: therefore bear up, and 
board ’em.—Servant-monster, drink to me. 

TRINCULO. Servant-monster! the folly of this island ! 
They say there’s but five upon this isle: we are three 
of them; if th’ other two be brained like us, the state 
totters. 7 

STEPHANO. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee: 
thy eyes are almost set in thy head. 

TRINCULO. Where should they be set else ? he were 
a brave monster indeed, if they were set in his tail. U1 

STEPHANO. My man-monster hath drowned his tongue 
in sack: for my part, the sea cannot drown me; I 
swam, ere I could recover the shore, five-and-thirty 
leagues, off and on, by this light. Thou shalt be my 
lieutenant, monster, or my standard. 16 

TRINCULO. Your lieutenant, if you list; he’s no 
standard. 

STEPHANO. We'll not run, Monsieur monster. 

TRINCULO. Nor go neither: but you ’ll lie, lke dogs ; 
and yet say nothing neither. 21 

STEPHANO. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou 
beest a good moon-calf. 

CALIBAN. How does thy honour? Let me lick thy 
shoe. Ill not serve him, he is not valiant. 25 

TRINCULO. Thou liest, most ignorant monster: I 
am in case to justle a constable. Why, thou deboshed 
fish thou, was there ever a man a coward that hath 
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drunk so much sack as I to-day? Wilt thou tell a 
monstrous lie, being but half a fish and half a monster ? 

CALIBAN. Lo, how he mocks me! wilt thou let him, 
my lord ¢ 32 

TRINCULO. ‘Lord’ quoth he !—that a monster should 
be such a natural ! 

CALIBAN. Lo, lo, again! bite him to death, I prithee. 

STEPHANO. ‘Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your 
head: if you prove a mutineer, the next tree 1 Lhe 
poor monster’s my subject, and he shall not suffer 
indignity. 39 

CALIBAN. Ithankmynoblelord. Wilt thou be pleas’d 
To hearken once again the suit I made thee ! 

STEPHANO. Marry, will I; kneel, and repeat it: 
I will stand, and so shall Trinculo. 43 


Enter ARIEL, invisible. 

CALIBAN. As I told thee before, 1 am subject to a 
tyrant, a sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me 
of the island. 

ARIEL, Thou liest. 

CALIBAN. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey thou ; 

I would my valiant master would destroy thee ; 49 
I do not lie. 

STEPHANO. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more 
in his tale, by this hand, I will supplant some of your 
teeth. 53 

TRINCULO. Why, I said nothing. 

STEPHANO. Mum then and no more.—{To Caurpan.] 
Proceed. 56 

CALIBAN. I say, by sorcery he got this isle ; 

From me he got it: if thy greatness will, 
Revenge it on him,—for, I know, thou dar ’st ; 
But this thing dare not,— 60 

STEPHANO. That ’s most certain. 

CALIBAN. Thou shalt be lord of it and I'll serve thee. 

STEPHANO. How now shall this be compassed ? 
Canst thou bring me to the party ? 64 

CALIBAN. Yea, yea, my lord: I'll yield him thee asleep, 
Where thou may’st knock a nail into his head. 

ARIEL. Thou liest ; thou canst not. 

CALIBAN. What a pied ninny’s this ! Thou scurvy 

patch !— 68 
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I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows, 

And take his bottle from him: when that’s gone 

He shall drink nought but brine ; for I'll not show him 
Where the quick freshes are. 72 

STEPHANO. ‘Trinculo, run into no further danger: 
interrupt the monster one word further, and, by this 
hand, Pll turn my merey out o’ doors and make a 
stock-fish of thee. 76 

TRINCULO. Why, what did I? I did nothing. Ill 
go further off. 

STEPHANO. Didst thou not say he lied ? 

ARIEL. Thou liest. 80 

STEPHANO. Do Iso? take thou that. [Strikes Trmxcuto] 
As you like this, give me the lie another time. 

TRINCULO. I did not give thee the lie :—Out o’ 
your wits and hearing too ?—A pox o’ your bottle! this 
ean sack and drinking do.—A murrain on your monster, 
and the devil take your fingers ! 86 

CALIBAN. Ha, ha, ha ! 

STEPHANO. Now, forward with your tale.—Prithee 
stand further off. 89 

CALIBAN. Beat him enough: after a little time 
Dll beat him too. 

STEPHANO. Stand further.—Come, proceed. 91 

CALIBAN. Why, as I told thee, ’tis a custom with him 
T the afternoon to sleep: there thou may’st brain him, 
Having first seiz’d his books ; or with a log 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake, 

Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Remember 96 
First to possess his books ; for without them 
He’s but a sot, as I am, nor hath not 
One spirit to command : they all do hate him 
As rootedly as I. Burn but his books ; 100 
He has brave utensils,—for so he calls them,— 
Which, when he has a house, he’ll deck withal : 
And that most deeply to consider is 
The beauty of his daughter ; he himself 104 
Calls her a nonpareil: I never saw a woman, 
But only Sycorax my dam and she ; 
But she as far surpasseth Sycorax 
As great’st does least. 
STEPHANO. Ts it so brave a lass ? 108 
CALIBAN. Ay, lord; she will become thy bed, I warrant, 
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And bring thee forth brave brood. 110 
STEPHANO. Monster, I will kill this man; his daughter 
and I will be king and queen,—save our graces! and 
Trinculo and thyself shall be viceroys. Dost thou like 
the plot, Trinculo 4 114 

TRINCULO. Excellent. 

STEPHANO. Give me thy hand: I am sorry I beat 
thee; but, while thou livest, keep a good tongue in 
thy head. 118 

CALIBAN. Within this half hour will he be asleep ; 
Wilt thou destroy him then 4 

STEPHANO. Ay, on mine honour. 

ARIEL. This will I tell my master. 

CALIBAN. Thou mak’st me merry : Iam full of pleasure. 
Let us be jocund : will you troll the catch 123 
You taught me but while-ere @ 

STEPHANO. At thy request, monster, I will do 
reason, any reason: Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. [Sings. 

Flout ’em, and scout *°em; and scout ’em, and 
flout ’em ; 
Thought is free. 128 

CALIBAN. That’s not the tune. 


[ARIEL plays the tune on a Tabor and Pipe, 
STEPHANO. What is this same ! 


TRINCULO. This is the tune of our catch, played by 
the picture of Nobody. 132 

STEPHANO. If thou beest a man, show thyself in 
thy likeness: if thou beest a devil, take *t as thou 
list. 

TRINCULO. O, forgive me my sins ! 136 

STEPHANO. He that dies pays all debts: I defy 
thee.—Mercy upon us ! 

CALIBAN. Art thou afeard ? 

STEPHANO. No, monster, not I. 140 

CALIBAN. Be not afeard : the isle is full of noises, 
Sounds and sweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not. 
Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 
Will hum about mine ears; and sometime voices, 144 
That, if I then had wak’d after long sleep, 
Will make me sleep again: and then, in dreaming, 
The clouds methought would open and show riches 
Ready to drop upon me; that, when I wak’d 148 
I cried to dream again. 
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STEPHANO. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, 
where I shall have my music for nothing. 


CALIBAN. When Prospero is destroyed. 152 

STEPHANO. That shall be by and by: I remember the 
story. 

TRINCULO. The sound is going away: let’s follow 
it, and after do our work. 156 


STEPHANO. Lead, monster; we'll follow.—I would 
I could see this taborer! he laysit on. Wilt come ? 
TRINCULO. Ill follow, Stephano. [Exeunt. 


Scene IiJ.—Another Part of the Island. 
Enter ALonso, SEBASTIAN, ANTONIO, GoNZALO, ADRIAN, 
Francisco, and others- 

GONZALO. By’r lakin, I can go no further, sir ; 
My old bones ache: here ’s a maze trod indeed, 
Through forth-rights, and meanders! by your patience, 
I needs must rest me. 

ALONSO. Old lord, I cannot blame thee, 4 
Who am myself attach’d with weariness, 
To the dulling of my spirits: sit down, and rest. 
Even here I will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer : he is drown’d 8 
Whom thus we stray to find; and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate search on land. Well, let him go. 

ANTONIO. [Aside toSrsastian] Jam right glad that he’s 

so out of hope. 

Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 12 
That you resolv’d to effect. 

SEBASTIAN. [Aside to Antonio] The next advantage 
Will we take throughly. 

ANTONIO. [Aside toSrpasttay] Let it be to-night ; 
For, now they are oppress’d with travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance 16 
As when they are fresh. 

SEBASTIAN. [Aside to Anronto] I say to-night : no more. 


Solemn and strange music; and ProsrERO above, invisible. Enter 
below several strange Shapes, bringing in a banquet: they dance 
about it with gentle actions of salutation ; and, inviting the King, 
&ce., to eat, they depart. 

ALONSO. What harmony is this ? my good friends, hark! 
GONZALO. Marvellous sweet music ! 
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ALONSO. Give us kind keepers, heavens! What were 
these @ 20 
sEBasTIAN. A living drollery. Now I will believe 
That there are unicorns ; that in Arabia 
There is one tree, the phoenix’ throne ; one phoenix 
At this hour reigning there. 

ANTONIO. I'll believe both ; 24 
And what does else want credit, come to me, 

And I'll be sworn ’tis true: travellers ne’er did lie, 
Though fools at home condemn them. 

GONZALO. If in Naples 
I should report this now, would they believe me ¢ 28 
If I should say I saw such islanders,— 

Foy, certes, these are people of the island, — 
Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note, 
Their manners are more gentle-kind than of 32 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, almost any. 
PROSPERO. [Aside.] Honest lord, 
Thou hast said well; for some of you there present 
Are worse than devils. 

ALONSO. I cannot too much muse, 36 
Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, expressing ,— 
Although they want the use of tongue,—a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. 


PROSPERO, [Aside.] Praise in departing. 
FRANCISCO. They vanish’d strangely. 
SEBASTIAN. No matter, since 40 


They have left their viands behind ; for wehavestomachs.— 
Will ’t please you to taste of what is here ? 


ALONSO. Not I. 
GONZALO. Faith, sir, you need not fear. When we 
were boys, 
Who would believe that there were mountaineers 44 


Dew-lapp’d like bulls, whose throats had hanging at them 
Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men 
Whose heads stood in their breasts ? which now we find 


Each putter-out of five for one will bring us 48 
Good warrant of. 
ALONSO. I will stand to and feed, 


Although my last ;_no matter, since I feel 
The best is past. “=< Brothér, my lord the duke, 
Stand to and do as we. 52 
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Thunder and lightning. Enter Arret like a harpy; claps his wings 
upon the table ; and, with a quaint device, the banquet vanishes. 
ARIEL. You are three men of sin, whom Destiny— 

That hath to instrument this lower world 
And what is in ’t,—the never-surfeited sea 
Hath caused to belch up you ; and on this island 56 
Where man doth not inhabit ; you ’mongst men 
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad ; 

{Seeing ALonso, SeBasTIAn, &c., draw their swords. 
And even with such-like valour men hang and drown 
Their proper selves. You fools! I and my fellows | 60 
Are ministers of fate : the elements 
Of whom your swords are temper’d, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock’d-at stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 64 
One dowle that’s in my plume ; my fellow-ministers 
Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt, 
Your swords are now too massy for your strengths, 
And will not be uplifted. But, remember,— 68 
For that’s my business to you,—that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero ; 
Expos’d unto the sea, which hath requit it, 
Him and his innocent child : for which foul deed 72 
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incens’d the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures, 
Against your peace. Thee of thy son, Alonso, 
They have bereft ; and do pronounce, by me, 76 
Lingering perdition,—worse than any death 
Can be at once,—shall step by step attend 
You and your ways; whose wraths to guard you from— 
Which here in this most desolate isle, else falls 80 
Upon your heads,—is nothing but heart-sorrow 
And a clear life ensuing. 


He vanishes in thunder: then, to soft music, enter the Shapes again, 

and dance with mocks and mows, and carry out the table. 
PROSPERO. [Aside] Bravely the figure of this harpy 

hast thou 

Perform’d, my Ariel; a grace it had, devouring : 84 

Of my instruction hast thou nothing bated 

In what thou hadst to say : so, with good life 

And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
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Their several kinds have done. My high charms work, 
And these mine enemies are all knit up 89 
In their distractions : they now are in my power ; 

And in these fits I leave them, while I visit 

Young Ferdinand,—whom they suppose is drown’d,— 92 


And his and mine lov’d darling. [Exit above. 
GonzaLo. IT’ the name of something holy, sir, why 
stand you 
In this strange stare ? 
ALONSO. O, it is monstrous! monstrous ! 
Methought the billows spoke and told me of it ; 96 


The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronoune’d 
The name of Prosper : it did bass my trespass. 


Therefore my son 1 th’ ooze is bedded ; and 100 
Pll seek him deeper than e’er plummet sounded, 
And with him there lie mudded. [Exit. 
SEBASTIAN. But one fiend at a time, 
I'll fight their legions o’er. 
ANTONIO. Ill be thy second. 


[Exeunt SEBASTIAN and ANTONIO. 
GONZALO. All three of them are desperate ; their great 
guilt, 104 
Like poison given to work a great time after, 
Now ’gins to bite the spirits—I do beseech you 
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly 


And hinder them from what this ecstasy 108 
May now provoke them to. 
ADRIAN. Follow, I pray you. [Exeunt. 
ACT IV. 


Scene I.—Before ProsprRo’s Cell. 
Enter PRospERo, FERDINAND, and MIRANDA. 

PROSPERO. If I have too austerely punish’d you, 
Your compensation makes amends ; for I 
Have given you here a thrid of mine own life, 
Or that for which I live; whom once again 4 
I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the test : here, afore Heaven, 
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I ratify this my rich gift. O Ferdinand! 8 
Do not smile at me that I boast her off, 
For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise, 
And make it halt behind her. 
FERDINAND. I do believe it 
Against an oracle. 12 
PROSPERO. Then, as my gift and thine own acquisition 
Worthily purchas’d, take my daughter: but 
If thou dost break her virgin knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 16 
With full and holy rite be minister’d, 
No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract grow ; but barren hate, 
Sour-ey’d disdain and discord shall bestrew 20 
The union of your beds with weeds so loathly 
That you shall hate it both : therefore take heed, 
As Hymen’s lamps shall light you. 
FERDINAND. As i hope 
For quiet days, fair issue and long life, 24 
With such love as ’tis now, the murkiest den, 
The most opportune place, the strong’st suggestion 
Our worser genius can, shall never melt 
Mine honour into lust, to take away 28 
The edge of that day’s celebration 
When I shall think, or Phcebus’ steeds are founder’d, 
Or Night kept chain’d below. 
PROSPERO. Fairly spoke : 
Sit then, and talk with her, she is thine own. 382 
What, Ariel! my industrious servant Ariel ! 


Enter ARIEL. 
ARIEL. What would my potent master? here I am. 
PROSPERO. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last 
service 
Did worthily perform ; and I must use you 36 
In such another trick. Go bring the rabble, 
O’er whom I give thee power, here to this place : 
Incite them to quick motion ; for 1 must 
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 40 
Some vanity of mine art: it is my promise, 
And they expect it from me. 
ARIEL. Presently ? 
‘PROSPERO. Ay, with a twink. 
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ARIEL. Before you can say, ° Come,’ and ‘ Go,’ 44 
And breathe twice ; and ery, ‘ so, so,’ 
Each one, tripping on his toe, 
Will be here with mop and mow. 


Do you love me, master ? no ? 46 
PROSPERO. Dearly, my delicate Ariel. Do not ap- 
proach 
Till thou dost hear me call. 
ARIEL. Well, I can conceive. (Exit. 
PROSPERO. Look, thou be true; do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein: the strongest oaths are straw 52 


To the fire i the blood : be more abstemious, 
Or else good night your vow ! 
FERDINAND. I warrant you, sir ; 
The white-cold virgin snow upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 
PROSPERO. Well. — 56 
Now come, my Ariel! bring a corollary, 
Rather than want a spirit: appear, and pertly. 
No tongue! all eyes! be silent. [Soft music. 


A Masque. Enter Iris. 

TRIS. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 60 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and peas ; 
Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep, 
And flat meads thatch’d with stover, them to keep ; 
Thy banks with pioned and twilled brims, 
Which spongy April at thy hest betrims, 
To make cold nymphs chaste crowns; and thy broom 


groves, 
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves, 
Being lass-lorn ; thy pole-clipt vineyard ; 68 


And thy sea-marge, sterile and rocky-hard, 

Where thou thyself dost air: the queen o’ the sky, 
Whose watery arch and messenger am I, 

Bids thee leave these ; and with her sovereign grace, 
Here on this grass-plot, in this very place, 13 
To come and sport ; her peacocks fly amain : 

Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. 


Enter CERES. 
CERES. Hail, many-colour’d messenger, that ne’er 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter ; | 17 
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Who with thy saffron wings upon my flowers 
Diffusest honey-drops, refreshing showers : 
And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 80 
My bosky acres, and my unshrubb’d down, 
Rich scarf to my proud earth ; why hath thy queen 
Summon’d me hither, to this short-grass’d green ? 
Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate, 84 
And some donation freely to estate 
On the bless’d lovers. 
CERES. Tell me, heavenly bow, 
If Venus or her son, as thou dost know, 
Do now attend the queen ? since they did plot 88 
The means that dusky Dis my daughter got, 
Her and her blind boy’s seandal’d company 
I have forsworn. 
IRIS. Of her society 
Be not afraid ; I met her deity 92 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos and her son 
Dove-drawn with her. Here thought they to have done 
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid, 
Whose vows are, that no bed-rite shall be paid 96 
Till Hymen’s torch be lighted ; but in vain : 
Mars’s hot minion is return’d again ; 
Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows, 
Swears he will shoot no more, but play with sparrows, 
And be a boy right out. 
CERES. Highest queen of state, 101 
Great Juno comes ; I know her by her gait. 


Enter Juno. 
Juno. How does my bounteous sister ? Go with me 
To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be, _—104 
And honour’d in their issue. 


SONG. 
juno. Honour, riches, marriage-blessing, 
Long continuance, and increasing, 
Hourly joys be still upon you! 108 
Juno sings her blessings on you. 


cERES. LEarth’s increase, foison plenty, 
Barns and garners never empty : 
Vines, with clust’ring bunches growing; 112 
Plants with goodly burden bowing ; 
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Spring come to you at the farthest 

In the very end of harvest ! 

Scarcity and want shall shun you ; 116 
Ceres’ blessing so is on you. 


FERDINAND. This is a most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious charmingly : May I be bold 
To think these spirits ? 

PROSPERO. Spirits, which by mine art 120 
T have from their confines call’d to enact 
My present fancies. 

FERDINAND. Let me live here ever: 
So rare a wonder’d father and a wise, 
Makes this place Paradise. 

- [Juno and Ceres whisper, and send Irts on employment. 

PROSPERO. Sweet, now, silence ! 124 
Juno and Ceres whisper seriously, 
There ’s something else to do: hush, and be mute, 
Or else our spell is marr’d. 

rrRIs. You nymphs, call’d Naiades, of the windring 

brooks, 128 

With your sedg’d crowns, and ever-harmless looks, 
Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land 
Answer your summons: Juno does command. 
Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 132 
A contract of true love: be not too late. 


Enter certain Nymphs. 
You sun-burn’d sicklemen, of August weary, 
Come hither from the furrow, and be merry : 
Make holiday : your rye-straw hats put on, 136. 
And these fresh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 


Enter certain Reapers, properly habited : they join with the Nymphs 
in a graceful dance; towards the end whereof PRospERo starts 
suddenly, and speaks; after which, to a strange, hollow, and 
confused noise, they heavily vanish. 

PROSPERO. [Aside.] I had forgot that foul conspiracy 
Of the beast Caliban, and his confederates 140 
Against my life: the minute of their plot , 

Is almost come.—{To the Spirits. Well done! avoid; no more! 
FERDINAND. ‘This is strange: your father’s in some 

passion 


SCENE 1] THE TEMPEST 55 


That works him strongly. 
MIRANDA. Never till this day 144 
Saw I him touch’d with anger so distemper’d. 
PROSPERO. You do look, my son, in a mov’d sort, 
As if you were dismay’d : be cheerful, sir : 
Our revels now are ended. These our actors, 148 
As | foretold you, were all spirits and 
Are melted into air, into thin air: 
And, like the baseless fabric of this vision, 
The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces, 152 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff 156 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep.—Sir, I am vex’d : 
Bear with my weakness ; my old brain is troubled. 
Be not disturb’d with my infirmity. 160 
If you be pleas’d, retire into my cell 
And there repose : a turn or two I'll walk, 
To still my beating mind. 
FERDINAND, MIRANDA. We wish your peace. (Exeunt. 
PROSPERO. Come with a thought !—{To them.) I thank 
thee: Ariel, come ! 164. 


Enter ARIEL. 
ARIEL. Thy thoughts I cleave to. What’s thy 
pleasure ? 

PROSPERO. Spirit, 
We must prepare to meet with Caliban. 

ARIEL. Ay, my commander ; when I presented Ceres, 
I thought to have told thee of it ; but I fear’d 168: 
Lest I might anger thee. 

PROSPERO. Say again, where didst thou leave these 


varlets ? 
ARIEL. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with 
drinking ; 
So full of valour that they smote the air 172 


For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground 

For kissing of their feet ; yet always bending 

Towards their project. Then I beat my tabor ; 

At which, like unback’d colts, they prick’d their ears, 
Advanc’d their eyelids, lifted up their noses 177 
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As they smelt music : so I charm’d their ears 
That, calf-like, they my lowing follow’d through 
Tooth’d briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss and thorns, 
Which enter’d their frail shins: at last I left them 181 
I’ the filthy-mantled pool beyond your cell, 
There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake 
O’erstunk their feet. 

PROSPERO. This was well done, my bird. 184 
Thy shape invisible retain thou still : 
The trumpery in my house, go bring it hither, 
For stale to catch these thieves. 


ARIEL. I go, I go. (Exit. 
PROSPERO. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature 
Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains, 189 


Humanely taken, are all lost, quite lost ; 

And as with age his body uglier grows, 

So his mind cankers. I will plague them all, 192 
Even to roaring. 


Re-enter ARIEL, loaden with glistering apparel, &c. 
Come, hang them on this line. 


ProsPERO and ARIEL remain invisible. Enter CALtBan, 
STEPHANO, and TRINCULO, all wet. 
CALIBAN, Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole 
may not 
Hear a foot fall: we now are near his cell. 195 

STEPHANO. Monster, your fairy, which you say is 
a harmless fairy, has done little better than played the 
Jack with us. 

TRINCULO. Monster, I do smell allhorse-piss ; at which 
my nose is in great indignation. 200 

STEPHANO. So is mine.—Do you hear, monster? If 
I should take a displeasure against you, look you,— 

TRINCULO. Thou wert but a lost monster. 

CALIBAN. Good my lord, give me thy favour still : 
Be patient, for the prize I'll bring thee to 205 
Shall hoodwink this mischance : therefore speak softly ; 
All’s hush’d as midnight yet. 

TRINCULO. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool,— 

STEPHANO. There is not only disgrace and dishonour 
in that, monster, but an infinite loss. 

TRINCULO. That’s more to me than my wetting: yet 
‘this is your harmless fairy, monster. 212 
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STEPHANO. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be 
o’er ears for my labour. 

CALIBAN. Prithee, my king, be quiet. Seest thou here, 
This is the mouth o’ the cell: no noise, and enter. 216 
Do that good mischief, which may make this island 
Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban, 

For aye thy foot-licker. 219 

STEPHANO. Give me thy hand: I do begin to have 
bloody thoughts. 

TRINCULO. O king Stephano! O peer! O worthy 
Stephano ! look, what a wardrobe here is for thee ! 

CALIBAN. Let it alone, thou fool; it is but trash. 

TRINCULO. O, ho, monster! we know what belongs 
to a frippery.—O king Stephano ! 

STEPHANO. Put off that gown, Trinculo; by this 
hand, I'll have that gown. 228 

TRINCULO. ‘Thy grace shall have it. 

CALIBAN. Thedropsy drown this fool! whatdo youmean 
To dote thus on such luggage ? Let’s along, 

And do the murder first : if he awake, 232 
From toe to crown he’ll fill our skin with pinches ; 
Make us strange stuff. 

STEPHANO. Be you quiet, monster.—Mistress line, is 
not this my jerkin ? Now is the jerkin under the line: 
now, jerkin, you are like to lose your hair and prove a 
bald jerkin. 

TRINCULO. Do, do: we steal by line and level, an ’t 
like your grace. 240 

STEPHANO. I thank thee for that jest; here’s a 
garment for’t: wit shall not go unrewarded while I 
am king of this country: ‘Steal by line and level,’ is 
an excellent pass of pate; there ’s another garment 
for ’t. 245 

TRINCULO. Monster, come, put some lime upon 
your fingers, and away with the rest. 

CALIBAN. I will have none on ’t : we shall lose our time, 
And all be turn’d to barnacles, or to apes 249 
With foreheads villanous low. 

STEPHANO. Monster, lay-to your fingers: help to bear 
_ this away where my hogshead of wine is, or P’ll turn you 
out of my kingdom. Go to; carry this. 253 

TRINCULO. And this. 

STEPHANO. Ay, and this. 
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A noise of hunters heard. Enter divers Spirits, in shape of hounds, 
and hunt them about; ProspERo and ARIEL setting them on. 
PROSPERO. Hey, Mountain, hey ! 256 
ARIEL. Silver! there it goes, Silver ! 
pRosPERO. Fury, Fury! there, Tyrant, there! hark, 


hark ! (CALIBAN, STEPHANO, and TRINCULO are driven out. 
Go, charge my goblins that they grind their joints 
With dry convulsions ; shorten up their sinews 260 


With aged cramps, and more pinch-spotted make them 
Than pard, or cat o’ mountain. 


ARIEL. Hark! they roar. 
PROSPERO. Letthem be hunted soundly. At this hour 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : 264 


Shortly shall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the air at freedom ; for a little, 
Follow, and do me service. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


Scene I.—Before the Cell of PRosPEro. 
Enter Prospero in his magic robes; and ARIEL. 

PROSPERO. Now does my project gather to a head : 
My charms crack not; my spirits obey, and time 
Goes upright with his carriage. How’s the day ? 

ARIEL. On the sixth hour; at which time, my lord, 
You said our work should cease. 

PROSPERO. I did say so. 5 
When first I rais’d the tempest. Say, my spirit, 

How fares the king and’s followers ? 

ARIEL. Confin’d together 
In the same fashion as you gave in charge ; 8 
Just as you left them: all prisoners, sir, 

In the line-grove which weather-fends your cell ; 

They cannot budge till your release. The king, 

His brother, and yours, abide all three distracted, 12 
And the remainder mourning over them, 

Brimful of sorrow and dismay ; but chiefly 

Him, that you term’d, sir, ‘ The good old lord Gonzalo’ : 
His tears run down his beard, like winter’s drops 16 
From eaves of reeds ; your charm so strongly works them, 
That if you now beheld them, your affections 
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Would become tender. 

PROSPERO. Dost thou think so, spirit ? 

ARIEL. Mine would, sir, were I human. 

PROSPERO. And mine shall. 
Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 21 
Of their afflictions, and shall not myself, 

One of their kind, that relish all as sharply, 

Passion as they, be kindlier mov’d than thou art ? 24 
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to the quick, 
Yet with my nobler reason ’gainst my fury 

Do I take part: the rarer action is 

In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent, 28 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 

Not a frown further. Go, release them, Ariel. 

My charms [ll break, their senses J’ll restore, 

And they shall be themselves. 


ARIEL. Tl fetch them, sir. [Exit. 
PROSPERO. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, 
and groves ; 33 


And ye, that on the sands with printless foot 

Do chase the ebbing Neptune and do fly him 

When he comes back ; you demi-puppets, that 26 
By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make 

Whereof the ewe not bites ; and you, whose pastime 

Is to make midnight mushrooms ; that rejoice 

To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid,— ag 
Weak masters though ye be—I have bedimm’d 

The noontide sun, call’d forth the mutinous winds, 

And *twixt the green sea and the azur’d vault 

Set roaring war: to the dread-rattling thunder 44 
Have I given fire and rifted Jove’s stout oak 

With his own bolt : the strong-bas’d promontory 

Have I made shake ; and by the spurs pluck’d up 

The pine and cedar: graves at my command 48 
Have wak’d their sleepers, op’d, and let them forth 

By my so potent art. But this rough magic 

I here abjure ; and, when I have requir’d 

Some heavenly music,—which even now I do,— 52 
To work mine end upon their senses that 

This airy charm is for, I'll break my staff, 

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth, 

And, deeper than did ever plummet sound 56 
-Tll drown my book. [Solemn music. 
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Re-enter ArreL: after him, ALONSO, with a frantic gesture, attended 
by GonzaLo; Sepastian and ANTONIO in like manner, attended 
by Aprian and Francisco: they all enter the circle which 
Prospero had made, and there stand charmed ; which ProsPERO 
observing, speaks. 

A solemn air and the best comforter 

To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains, 

Now useless, boil’d within thy skull! There stand, 60 

For you are spell-stopp’d. 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man, 

Mine eyes, even sociable to the show of thine, 

Fall fellowly drops. The charm dissolves apace ; 64 

And as the morning steals upon the night, 

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 

Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 

Their clearer reason.—O good Gonzalo ! 68 

My true preserver, and a loyal sir 

To him thou follow’st, I will pay thy graces 

Home, both in word and deed.—Most cruelly 

Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter : 72 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act ;— 

Thou ’rt pinch’d for ’t now, Sebastian.—Flesh and blood, 

You, brother mine, that entertain’d ambition, 15 

Expell’d remorse and nature ; who, with Sebastian,— 

Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong,— 

Would here have kill’d your king ; I do forgive thee, 

Unnatural though thou art !—Their understanding 

Begins to swell, and the approaching tide 80 

Will shortly fill the reasonable shores 

That now lie foul and muddy. Not one of them 

That yet looks on me, or would know me.—Ariel, 83 

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell :— (Exit Arter. 

I will discase me, and myself present, 

As I was sometime Milan.—Quickly, spirit ; 

Thou shalt ere long be free. 


ARIEL re-enters, singing, and helps to attire PROSPERO. 

ARIEL. Where the bee sucks, there suck L: 88 
In a cowslip’s bell I lie ; 
There I couch when owls do ery. 
On the bat’s back I do fly 
After summer merrily : 92 
Merrily, merrily shall I live now 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 
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=n Ag Why, that’s my dainty Ariel! I shall miss 
thee ; 
But yet thou shalt have freedom ;—so, so, so.— 96 
To the king’s ship, invisible as thou art : 
There shalt thou find the mariners asleep 
Under the hatches ; the master and the boatswain 
Being awake, enforce them to this place, 100 
And presently, I prithee. 

ARIEL. I drink the air before me, and return 


Or e’er your pulse twice beat. (Exit. 
GONZALO. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amaze- 
ment 104 


Inhabits here : some heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country ! 
PROSPERO. Behold, sir king, 
The wronged Duke of Milan, Prospero. 
For more assurance that a living prince 108 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body ; 
And to thee and thy company I bid 
A hearty welcome. 
ALONSO. Whe’r thou beest he or no, 
Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me, 112 
As late I have been, I not know: thy pulse 
Beats, as of flesh and blood ; and, since I saw thee, 
Th’ affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
I fear, a madness held me: this must crave,— 116 
An if this be at all—a most strange story. 
Thy dukedom I resign, and do entreat 
Thou pardon me my wrongs.—But how should Prospero 
Be living, and be here ? 
PROSPERO. First, noble friend, 120 
Let me embrace thine age ; whose honour cannot 
Be measur’d, or confin’d. 


GONZALO. Whether this be, 
Or be not, Pll not swear. 
PROSPERO. You do yet taste 
Some subtilties 0’ the isle, that will not let you 124 


Believe things certain—Welcome ! my friends all :— 

[Aside to Sppastran and Anton1o] But you, my brace of lords, 
were I so minded, 

I here could pluck his highness’ frown upon you, 

And justify you traitors: at this time 128 

I will tell no tales. 
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SEBASTIAN. [Aside.] The devil speaks in him. 
PROSPERO. No. 
For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fault; all of them; and require 132 
My dukedom ot thee, which, perforce, 1 know, 
Thou must restore. 
ALONSO. If thou beest Prospero, 
Give us particulars of thy preservation ; 
How thou hast met us here, who three hours since 136 
Were wrack’d upon this shore ; where I have lost,— 
How sharp the point of this remembrance is !— 
My dear son Ferdinand. 


RROSPERO. I am woe for ’t, sir. 

ALONSO. Irreparable is the loss, and patience 140 
Says it is past her cure. 

PROSPERO. I rather think 


You have not sought her help ; of whose soft grace, 
For the like loss I have her sovereign aid, 
And rest myself content. 
ALONSO. You the like loss ! 144 
PROSPERO. As great to me, as late ; and, supportable 
To make the dear loss, have 1 means much weaker 
Than you may call to comfort you, for I 
Have lost my daughter. 
ALONSO. A daughter ? 148 
O heavens! that they were living both in Naples, 
The king and queen there! that they were, I wish 
Myself were mudded in that oozy bed 151 
Where my son lies. When did you lose your daughter ? 
PROSPERO. Inthislast tempest. I perceive, these lords 
At this encounter do so much admire 
That they devour their reason, and scarce think 
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 156 
Are natural breath ; but, howsoe’er you have 
Been justled from your senses, know for certain 
That 1 am Prospero and that very duke 159 
Which was thrust forth of Milan ; who most strangely 
Upon this shore, where you were wrack’d, was landed, 
To be the lord on ’t. No more yet of this ; 
For ’tis a chronicle of day by day, 
Not a relation for a breakfast nor 164 
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir ; 
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This cell ’s my court: here have I few attendants 

And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in. 

My dukedom since you have given me again, 168 
I will requite you with as good a thing ; 

At least bring forth a wonder, to content ye 

As much as me my dukedom. 


The entrance of the Cell opens, and discovers FERDINAND and 
Miranba playing at chess. 
MIRANDA. Sweet lord, you play me false. 
FERDINAND. No, my dearest love, 172 
I would not for the world. 
MIRANDA. Yes, for a score of kingdoms you should 
wrangle, 
And I would call it fair play. 
ALONSO. If this prove 
A vision of the island, one dear son 176 
Shall I twice lose. 
SEBASTIAN, A most high miracle ! 
FERDINAND. Though the seas threaten, they are 
merciful : 
I have curs’d them without cause. [Kneels to ALONso. 
ALONSO. Now, all the blessings 
Of a glad father compass thee about ! 180 
Arise, and say how thou cam’st here. 
MIRANDA. O, wonder ! 
How many goodly creatures are there here ! 
How beauteous mankind is! O brave new world, 
That has such people in ’t ! 


PROSPERO. ’Tis new to thee. 184 
ALONSO. What is this maid, with whom thou wast at 
play 2 


Your eld’st acquaintance cannot be three hours ; 
Is she the goddess that hath sever'd us, 
And brought us thus together ? 
FERDINAND. Sir, she is mortal; 188 
But by immortal Providence she ’s mine ; 
I chose her when I could not ask my father 
For his advice, nor thought I had one. She 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milan, 192 
Of whom so often I have heard renown, 
But never saw before ; of whom I have 
Receiv’d a second life ; and second father 
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This lady makes him to me. 

ALONSO. I am hers: 196 
But O! how oddly will it sound that I 
Must ask my child forgiveness ! 

PROSPERO. There, sir, stop: 

Let us not burden our remembrances 
With a heaviness that ’s gone. 

GONZALO. I have inly wept, 200 
Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you gods, 
And on this couple drop a blessed crown ; 

For it is you that have chalk’d forth the way 
Which brought us hither ! 

ALONSO. I say, Amen, Gonzalo! 204 

.GONZALO. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his issue 
Should become kings of Naples ? O, rejoice 
Beyond a common joy, and set it down 
With gold on lasting pillars. In one voyage 208 
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis, 

And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife 

Where he himself was lost ; Prospero his dukedom 

In a poor isle ; and all of us ourselves, 212 
When no man was his own. 

ALONSO. [To FERDINAND and MrrRanDa] Give me your hands : 
Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart 
That doth not wish you joy ! 

GONZALO. Be it so: Amen ! 


Re-enter ARIEL, with the Master and Boatswain amazedly 
following. 
O look, sir! look, sir! here are more of us. 216 
I prophesied, if a gallows were on land, 
This fellow could not drown.—Now, blasphemy, 
That swear’st grace o’erboard, not an oath on shore ? 
Hast thou no mouth by land ? What is the news ? 
BOATSWAIN. The best news is that we have safely 
found 221 
Our king and company : the next, our ship,— 
Which but three glasses since we gave out split,— 
Is tight and yare and bravely rigg’d as when 224 
We first put out to sea. 
ARIEL. [Aside to Prosrrro] Sir, all this service 
Have I done since I went. 
PROSPERO. [Asideto Arret] My tricksy spirit ! 
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ALONSO. These are not natural events; they 
strengthen. 227 
From strange to stranger.—Say, how came you hither ? 
BOATSWAIN. If I did think, sir, I were well awake, 
Td strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep, 
And,—how we know not,—all clapp’d under hatches, 
Where, but even now, with strange and several noises 
Of roaring, shrieking, howling, jingling chains, 233 
And mo diversity of sounds, all horrible, 
We were awak’d ; straightway, at liberty : 
Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld 236 
Our royal, good, and gallant ship; our master 
Capering to eye her: ona trice, so please you, 
Even in a dream, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moping hither. 
ARIEL. [Aside to ProsPEro.] Was ’t well done ? 240 
PROSPERO. [Aside to Artet.] Bravely, my diligence! Thou 
shalt be free. 
ALONSO. This is as strange a maze as e’er men trod ; 
And there is in this business more than nature 





Was ever conduct of : some oracle 244 
Must rectify our knowledge. 
PROSPERO. Sir, my liege, 


Do not infest your mind with beating on 

The strangeness of this business: at pick’d leisure 

Which shall be shortly, single I'll resolve you,— 248 

Which to you shall seem probable,—of every 

These happen’d accidents ; till when, be cheerful, 

And think of each thing well.—tAside to Arm], Come 
hither, spirit ; 


Set Caliban and his companions free ; 252 

Untie the spell. [Exit Arm:.] How fares my gracious 
sir ? 

There are yet missing of your company 

Some few odd lads that you remember not. 255 


Re-enter ArreL, driving in CaLiBAN, STEPHANO, and TRINCULO, 
in their stolen apparel. 


STEPHANO. Eyery man shift for all the rest, and let 
no man take care for himself, for al! is but fortune.— 
Coragio! bully-monster, Coragio ! 

TRINCULO, If these be true spies which I wear in my 
head, here ’s a goodly sight. 260 

SH. I D 
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CALIBAN. O Setebos.! these be brave spirits, indeed. 
How fine my master is! I am afraid 
He will chastise me. 


SEBASTIAN. Ha, ha! 
What things are these, my lord Antonio ? 264 
Will money buy them 4 

ANTONIO. Very like; one of them 


Ts a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable. 
PROSPERO. Mark but the badges of these men, my 


lords, 
Then say, if they be true.—This mis-shapen knave,— 
His mother was a witch ; and one so strong 269 


That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs, 

And deal in her command without her power. 

These three have robb’d me; and this demi-devil,— 
For he’s a bastard one,—had plotted with them 273 
To take my life: two of these fellows you 

Must know and own; this thing of darkness I 
Acknowledge mine. 

CALIBAN. I shall be pinch’d to death. 276 

ALONSO. Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler ? 

SEBASTIAN. He is drunk now: where had he wine ? 

atonso. And Trinculo is reeling-ripe : where should 

they 
Find this grand liquor that hath gilded them ? 280 
How cam’st thou in this pickle ? 

TRINCULO. I have been in such a pickle since I saw 
you last that, I fear me, will never out of my bones: 
I shall not fear fly-blowing. 284 

SEBASTIAN. Why, how now, Stephano ! 

STEPHANO. QO! touch me not: I am not Stephano, 

but a cramp. 

PROSPERO. You'd be king of the isle, sirrah ? 

STEPHANO. I should have been a sore one then. 288 

ALONSO. This is a strange thing as e’er I look’d on. 

[Pointing to CALIBAN, 

PROSPERO. He is as disproportion’d in his manners 
As in his shape.—Go, sirrah, to my cell ; 

Take with you your companions: as you look 292 
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 

CALIBAN. Ay, that I will; and I'll be wise hereafter, 
And seek for grace. What a thrice-double ass 
Was I, to take this drunkard fora god, ~ - 296 
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PROSPERO. Go to; away! 
ALONSO. Hence, and bestow your luggage where you 
found it. 


SEBASTIAN. Or stole it, rather. 
[Exeunt CALIBAN, STEPHANO, and TRINCULO. 

PROSPERO. Sir, I invite your highness and your train 
To my poor cell, where you shall take your rest 301 
For this one night ; which—part of it—I’ll waste 
With such discourse as, I not doubt, shall make it 
Go quick away ; the story of my life 304 
And the particular accidents gone by 
Since I came to this isle : and in the morn 
I'll bring you to your ship, and so to Naples, 
Where I have hope to see the nuptial 308 
Of these our dear-beloved solemniz’d ; 
And thence retire me to my Milan, where 
Every third thought shall be my grave. 


ALONSO. T long 
To hear the story of your life, which must 312 
Take the ear strangely. 

PROSPERO. Tl deliver all ; 


And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales 
And sail so expeditious that shall catch 
Your royal fleet far off.—tAside to Anmr.] My Ariel, 
chick, 316 
That is thy charge : then to the elements 
Be free, and fare thou well !—Please you, draw near. 
[Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by PROSPERO. 


Now my charms are all o’erthrown, 

And what strength I have’s mine own ; 
Which is most faint: now, ’tis true, 

I must be here confin’d by you, 4 
Or sent to Naples. Let me not, 

Since I have my dukedom got 

And pardon’d the deceiver, dwell 

In this bare island by your spell ; 8 
But release me from my bands 

With the help of your good hands. 


68 


THE TEMPEST [ACT V, SO.. 


Gentle breath of yours my sails 

Must fill, or else my project fails, 
Which was to please. Now I want 
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant ; 

And my ending is despair, 

Unless I be reliev’d by prayer, 

Which pierces so that it assaults 

Mercy itself and frees all faults. 

As you from crimes would pardon’d be, 
Let your indulgence set me free. 


12 
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THE TWO GENTLEMEN 
OF VERONA 


INTRODUCTION 


The Two Gentlemen of Verona, as far as we can 
aScertain, was first printed in the folio of 1623. The 
earliest mention of the drama that has been discovered 
occurs in the list of Shakespeare’s plays given by 
Francis Meres in his Palladis Tamia, Wits’ Treasury, 
of 1598. But the internal evidence of style, construc- 
tion, characterization, verse, indicates a considerably 
earlier date. The balance and symmetry with which 
the characters are disposed one against the other, 
suggest that Shakespeare, when the play was written, 
was still in his nonage as a dramatist, and constructed 
his design in discipleship to John Lyly. The delight 
in verbal wit, often of a poor quality, a tricksy legerde- 
main of words, was subdued as Shakespeare made 
progress in his art. The characters, with the exception 
of Launce and Julia, are somewhat faintly outlined. 
The verse is simple, in general regular, slow-moving, 
mellifluous, but lacking in all the fine audacities of 
the poet’s maturer style. Some critics have placed 
the comedy as early as 1590; some favour a date as 
late as 1595; and others, again, on the ground of the 
versification, which differs in some parts of the play 
from that of certain other parts, maintain the theory 
that it was originally written about 1590, and was 
revised and partly rewritten about 1595. All that we 
can say with certainty is that The Two Gentlemen of 
Verona is one of Shakespeare’s early comedies. 

A source for the Proteus and Julia story has been 
pointed out—and there can be little question as to the 
correctness of this—in a Spanish romance by a Portu- 
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guese writer, Jorge de Montemayor, the Diana Hnamo- 
rada, a work which was not without an influence on 
Sidney when he wrote the Arcadia. A _ translation 
of the Diana by Bartholomew Yonge was published 
in 1598, but it had been executed as early as 1582, and, 
like the Arcadia itself, had a circulation in manuscript 
before it was published. Shakespeare may have seen 
one of the manuscript copies, or, as Mr. R. Warwick 
Bond observes, he may have read a French version of 
the Spanish romance by N. Collin, which appeared in 
1578. Mr. Warwick Bond summarizes the points of 
resemblance between the story of Shakespeare’s Proteus 
and Julia and that of Felix and Felismena in the 
Diana in words which one must gratefully acknow- 
ledge as admitting of no improvement. ‘The chief 
points of resemblance,’ he writes, ‘are the use by Don 
Felix of Felismena’s maid as intermediary, and the 
coyness exhibited by the heroine in receiving his letter ; 
the breach of their intimacy by his dispatch to Court ; 
the pursuit of him thither by Felismena in male dress... . 
her lodging on arrival at an inn, and hearing, by the 
host’s means, the serenading of Celia (Silvia) by Don 
Felix ; her taking service as a page (Valerius) with the 
latter, and being sent by him to forward his new suit ; 
the conversation between her and Celia about Don 
Felix’s former love, and Celia’s unfavourable reception 
of his addresses ; and the heroine’s final recognition by, 
reproach of, and reunion with Felix effected later in a 
forest after a scene of combat.’ Mr. Bond adds that 
Launce is in some sort represented by Felix’s page 
Fabius, though in comparison with Launce the page of 
the Spanish romance is a conventional personage. The 
story of Felix and Felismena in Montemayor’s romance 
seems to have suggested to one of Shakespeare’s 
dramatic predecessors a play, which is mentioned in 
the Revels Accounts, 1584-5, The History of Felix 
and Philiomena ; but the play, if ever printed, has been 
lost ; and we can only conjecturally place it among the 
possible sources of The Two Gentlemen of Verona. 
Slighter debts of Shakespeare in this play are due to 
Brooke’s metrical version of the story afterwards so 
nobly handled by the dramatist, Romeus and Juliet 
(1562), perhaps to the English original of a German 
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tragedy Julio and Hyppolita, acted by English players 
on the continent, perhaps to the Arcadia, and to other 
works, including Lyly’s Euphues ; but such obligations, 
when put together, do not amount to any considerable 
sum. 

The Two Gentlemen of Verona is more interesting as 
itself a source upon which Shakespeare drew in later 
and better plays than for its own sake. Its importance 
lies in the fact that it was the first of those romantic 
comedies of love which at a subsequent date are repre- 
sented by such admirable creations as Much Ado, As 
You Like It, and Twelfth Night. Julia is the earliest of 
Shakespeare’s heroines who pursue their fortune in affairs 
ofthe heart in male disguise. Launce is the earliest and 
one of the best of his humorous clowns. Perhaps the play 
had no striking success upon the stage; perhaps it fell 
into comparative obscurity before long; if so, Shake- 
speare may have felt that he was hardly repeating 
himself before his audience when he seized upon this 
motive or that, when he developed this scene or another, 
from a comedy which had passed out of public view. 
Thus, in The Merchant of Venice, Portia and her maid 
review and criticize the lady’s several suitors as here 
(Act 1, Sc. ii) mistress and maid criticize the lovers of 
Julia. Launcelot Gobbo is like a reincarnation of Launce. 
There are links which in this way connect the Two 
Gentlemen with Romeo and Juliet, Twelfth Night, Mid- 
summer Night's Dream, and other plays. 

Historically, therefore, in the development of Shake- 
speare’s art, the present drama is of more significance 
than some plays which possess higher merit. It was 
a beginning ; it was an experiment which led to much ; 
it was a repertory of dramatic ideas; it brought Italy 
and romance into Shakespeare’s comedies. 

The subject is love and friendship; their troubles, 
trials, victories, and rival claims. In Renaissance 
literature, friendship as well as love was idealized and 
exalted to heights that touched the extravagant. Here 
Proteus is guilty of every baseness both as friend and 
lover ; yet upon a repentance which is forced upon him 
almost at the edge of the sword, he is forgiven and 
received back by the wronged Julia and the betrayed 
and slandered Valentine. The lines in which the faithful 
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Valentine seems to surrender his rights in Silvia to the 
penitent Proteus— 


And, tnat my love may appear plain and free, 
All that was mine in Silvia I give thee— 


have been a stumbling-block to many critics. Shall we 
say that Shakespeare was here sacrificing truth and 
nature to a convention of the time ? Shall we suppose 
that the words were spoken so boldly because Valentine 
had heard the declaration of Silvia’s fidelity to himself 
and her detestation of his false friend-? Or shall we 
accept the interpretation of the words proposed by 
Dr. Batteson—‘ All such love as I have yielded to Silvia, 
I now extend to thee’? If the last be the true meaning 
of the speech, it did not occur to Julia, in her boy’s 
attire, who instantly swoons, and whatever way we 
interpret the speech of Valentine, it seems strange and 
undramatic that Silvia herself at this moment should 
utter no word. But a curious essay might be written 
upon the silences of some of the characters of Shake- 
speare. 

When friends and lovers have faded in our memory, 
when the outlines grow pale and the colours are dim, 
we still remember Launce and his beloved, ill-mannered 
dog. Speed is a wit—and not too brilliant a wit—by 
effort aforethought ; his words play tricks with one 
another like mountebanks at a circus; but Launce is 
often an unconscious humorist; his utterances are 
steeped in a rich humanity ; he is a creation of Shake- 
speare’s heart as much as of his brain. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


DvKE or Minn, Father to Silvia. 
VALENTINE, 
PROTEUS, 
Antonto, Father to Proteus. 

TuuRI0, a foolish rival to Valentine. 
Eauamovr, Agent for Silvia, in her escape 
SPEED, a clownish Servant to Valentine. 
Launce, the like to Proteus. 

PANTHINO, Servant to Antonio. 

Host, where Julia lodges in Milan. 
OuTLAWS with Valentine. 


the Two Gentlemen. 


JuLia, beloved of Proteus. 

Sttvia, beloved of Valentine. 
Lucertta, waiting woman to Julia. 
Servants, Musicians. 


ScENE.—Verona; Milan; and the frontiers of Mantua. 


THE TWO GENTLEMEN 
OF VERONA 


ACT T. 


Scrye I.—Verona. An open place. 
Enter VALENTINE and PRoTevs. 

VALENTINE. Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus : 

Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits. 

Were ’t not affection chains thy tender days 

To the sweet glances of thy honour’d love, 4 
I rather would entreat thy company 

To see the wonders of the world abroad 

Than, living dully sluggardiz’d at home, 

Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. 8 
But since thou lov’st, love still, and thrive therein, 
Even as I would when I to love begin. 

PROTEUS. Wilt thou be gone? Sweet Valentine, adieu! 
Think on thy Proteus, when thou haply seest 12 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel : 

Wish me partaker in thy happiness 

When thou dost meet good hap ; and in thy danger, 

If ever danger do environ thee, 16 
Commena thy grievance to my holy prayers, 

For I will be thy beadsman, Valentine. 

VALENTINE. And ona love-book pray for my success ? 

PROTEUS. Upon some book I love I’ll pray for thee. 

VALENTINE. That’s on some shallow story of deep 

love, 21 
How young Leander cross’d the Hellespont. 

PROTEUS. ‘That ’s a deep story of a deeper love ; 

For he was more than over shoes in love. 24 

VALENTINE. "Tis true; for you are over boots in love, 
And yet you never swum the Hellespont. 

PROTEUS. Over the boots? nay, give me not the 

boots. 

VALENTINE. No, I will not, for it boots thee not. 

PROTEUS. What ? 
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VALENTINE. To be in: love, where scorn is bought 
with groans ; _ 29 
Coy looks with heart-sore sighs; one fading moment's mirth 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights : 
If haply won, perhaps a hapless gain ; 32 
If lost, why then a grievous labour won : 
However, but a folly bought with wit, 
Or else a wit by folly vanquished. 
PROTEUS. So, by your circumstance, you call me fool. 
VALENTINE. So, by your circumstance, I fear you'll 
prove. 37 
prorEus. Tis love you cavil at: Iam not Love. 
VALENTINE. Love is your master, for he masters you ; 
And he that is so yoked by a fool, 40 
Methinks, should not be chronicled for wise. 
PROTEUS. Yet writers say, as in the sweetest bud 
The eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 44 
VALENTINE. And writers say, as the most forward bud 
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow, 
Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is turned to folly ; blasting in the bud, 48 
Losing his verdure even in the prime, 
And all the fair effects of future hopes. 
But wherefore waste I time to counsel thee 
That art a votary to fond desire ? 52 
Once more adieu! my father at the road 
Expects my coming, there to see me shipp’d. 
PROTEUS. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine. 
VALENTINE. Sweet Proteus, no; now let us take our 
leave. 56 
To Milan let me hear from thee by letters 
Of thy success in love, and what news else 
Betideth here in absence of thy friend ; 
And [I likewise will visit thee with mine. 60 
PROTEUS. All happiness bechance to thee in Milan ! 
VALENTINE. As much to you at home! and _s0, 


farewell. (Exit. 
PROTEUS. He after honour hunts, I after love : 
He leaves his friends to dignify them more ; 64 


I leave myself, my friends and all, for love. 
Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos’d me ;— 
Made me neglect my studies, lose my time, 
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War with good counsel, set the world at nought ; 68 
Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thought. 


Enter SrEep. 
SPEED. Sir Proteus, save you! Saw you my master ? 
PROTEUS, But now he parted hence, to embark for 
Milan. 

SPEED. Twenty to one, then, he is shipp’d already, 
And I have play’d the sheep, in losing him. 73 

PROTEUS. Indeed, a sheep doth very often stray, 

An if the shepherd be a while away. 

SPEED. You conclude that my master is a shepherd, 
then, and I a sheep ? 17 

PROTEUS. I do. 

SPEED. Why then my horns are his horns, whether 
I wake or sleep. 80 

proreus. A silly answer, and fitting well a sheep. 

SPEED. This proves me still a sheep. 

PROTEUS. ‘True, and thy master a shepherd. 

SPEED. Nay, that I can deny by a circumstance. 

proreus. It shall. go hard but I'll prove it by 
another. 

SPEED. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not the 
sheep the shepherd; but I seek my master, and my 
master seeks not me: therefore I am no sheep. 89 

PROTEUS. The sheep for fodder follow the shepherd, 
the shepherd for food follows not the sheep; thou for 
wages followest thy master, thy master for wages 
follows not thee : therefore thou art a sheep. 93 

SPEED. Such another proof will make me cry ‘ baa’. 

PROTEUS. But, dost thou hear? gavest thou my 
letter to Julia ? 96 

speeD. Ay, sir: I, a lost mutton, gave your letter to 
her, a laced mutton; and she, a laced mutton, gave me, 
a lost mutton, nothing for my labour. 

PROTEUS. Here’s too small a pasture for such store 
of muttons. 101 

SPEED. If the ground be overcharged, you were best 
stick her. 

PRoTEUS. Nay, in that you are astray; ‘twere best 
pound you. 105 

SPEED. Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serve me for 
carrying your letter. 


‘ 
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PROTEUS. You mistake : I mean the pound,—a 
pinfold. 109 
SPEED. Froma pound toa pin ? fold it over and over, 
Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to your 
lover. 111 
PROTEUS. But what said she ? [Srrep nods.) Did she 
nod ? 

SPEED. Ay. 

pRoTEUS. Nod, ay ? why, that’s noddy. 115 

sPEED. You mistook, sir: I say she did nod; and 
you ask me if she did nod ; and I say, Ay. 

prorgEus. And that set together is—noddy. 

SPEED. Now you have taken the pains to set it 
together, take it for your pains. 120 

“PROTEUS. No, no; you shall have it for bearing the 
letter. 

SPEED. Well, I perceive I must be fain to bear with 
you. 124 

PROTEUS. Why, sir, how do you bear with me ? 

SPEED. Marry, sir, the letter very orderly ; having 
nothing but the word ‘ noddy’ for my pains. 

PROTEUS. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit. 

SPEED. And yet it cannot overtake your slow purse. 

PROTEUS. Come, come; open the matter in brief: 
what said she ? 

SPEED. Open your purse, that the money and the 
matter may be both at once delivered. 133 

PROTEUS. Well, sir, here is for your pains {giving him 
money]. What said she ? 

SPEED. ‘Truly, sir, I think you'll hardly win her. 136 

PROTEUS. Why? couldst thou perceive so much from 
her ? 

SPEED. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from her ; 
no, not so much as a ducat for delivering your letter. 
And being so hard to me that brought your mind, I 
fear she ‘ll prove as hard to you in telling your mind. 
Give her no token but stones, for she’s as hard as 
steel. 144 

PROTEUS. What! said she nothing g 

SPEED. No, not so much as ‘ Take this for chs? pains.’ 
To testify your bounty, I thank you, you have testerned 
me; in requital whereof, henceforth carry your letters 
yourself. And so, sir, ’'ll commend you to my master. 
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PROTEUS. Go, go, be gone, to save your ship from 


wrack ; 
Which cannot perish, having thee aboard, 
Being destin’d to a drier death on shore.— [Exit Seren. 
I must go send some better messenger : 153 
I fear my Julia would not deign my lines, 
Receiving them from such a worthless post. [Exit. 


Scent I].—The Same. The Garden of Juxia’s House. 
Enter Junia and Lucerra. 


JULIA. But say, Lucetta, now we are alone, 
Wouldst thou then counsel me to fall in love ? 
LucETTA. Ay, madam, so you stumble not unheed- 
fully. 
JuLia. Of all the fair resort of gentlemen 4 
That every day with parle encounter me, 
In thy opinion which is worthiest love ? 
LUCETTA. Please you repeat their names, Ill show my 
mind 
According to my shallow simple skill. 8 
gutia. What think’st thou of the fair Sir Eglamour ? 
LucETTA. As of a knight well-spoken, neat and fine ; 
But, were I you, he never should be mine. 
guia. What think’st thou of the rich Mercatio? 12 
LUCETTA. Well of his wealth ; but of himself, so so. 
gutia. What think’st thou of the gentle Proteus ? 
LucerTa. Lord, Lord! to see what folly reigns in us ! 
JuLiA. How now! what means this passion at his 
name ? 16 
LUcETTA. Pardon, dear madam ; ’tis a passing shame 
That I, unworthy body as I am, 
Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen. 
gutta. Why not on Proteus, as of all the rest ? 20 
LucEetTa. Then thus,—of many good I think him best. 
Jutia. Your reason ? 
LuceTra. I have no other but a woman’s reason : 
J think him so because I think him so. 24 
- gutta. And wouldst thou have me cast my love on him ¢ 
LuceTtTa. Ay, if you thought your love not cast away. 
guia. Why, he, of all the rest hath never moved me. 
LuceTTA. Yet he of all the rest, I think, best loves ye. 
gutta. His little speaking shows his love but small. 
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Ltucerta. Fire that’s closest kept burns most of all. 
gutta. They do not love that do not show their love. 
Lucretta. ©! they love least that let men know their 


love. 32 
guuiA. I would I knew his mind. 
LUCETTA. Peruse this paper, madam. 


[Gives a letter. 





gutta. ‘To Julia. —Say from whom ? 
LUCETTA. That the contents will show. 
JULIA. Say, say, who gave it thee ? 
LucETTA. Sir Valentine’s page, and sent, I think, from 
Proteus. 36 
He would have given it you, but I, being in the way, 
Did in your name receive it ; pardon the fault, I pray. 
gutta. Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker ! 
Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines ? 40 
To whisper and conspire against my youth ? 
Now, trust me, ’tis an office of great worth 
And you an officer fit for the place. 
There, take the paper : see it be return’d ; 44 
Or else return no more into my sight. 
LucETTA. To plead for love deserves more fee than 
hate. 
gutta. Will ye be gone ? 
LUCETTA. That you may ruminate. 
[Exit. 
guia. And yet I would I had o’erlook’d the letter. 
It were a shame to call her back again 49 
And pray her to a fault for which I chid her. 
What fool is she, that knows I am a maid, 
And would not force the letter to my view! 52 
Since maids, in modesty, say ‘ No’ to that 
Which they would have the profferer construe * Ay.’ 
Fie, fie! how wayward is this foolish love 
That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse 56 
And presently all humbled kiss the rod ! 
How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence, 
When willingly I would have had her here : 
How angerly I taught my brow to frown, 60 
When inward joy enfore’d my heart to smile. 
My penance is, to call Lucetta back 
And ask remission for my folly past. 
What ho! Lucetta ! 
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Re-enter Lucerra. 


LUCETTA. What would your ladyship ? 64 
JULIA. Is it near dinner-time 2 
LUCETTA. 1 would it were ; 


That you might kill your stomach on your meat 

And not upon your maid. 
JuLIA. What is ’t that you took up so gingerly? 68 
LUCETTA. Nothing. 
JuLIa. Why didst thou stoop, then ? 


LUCETTA, To take a paper up 
That I let fall. 

JULIA. And is that paper nothing ? 

LucETTA. Nothing concerning me. 72 


JuLIA. Then let it lie for those that it concerns. 
LUCETTA. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns, 
Unless it have a false interpreter. 15 
JULIA. Some love of yours hath writ to you in rime. 
LucEeTTA. That I might sing it, madam, to a tune: 

Give me a note : your ladyship can set. 
JuLIA. As little by such toys as may be possible ; 
Best sing it to the tune of ‘ Light 0’ Love.’ 80 
LucETTA. It is too heayy for so light a tune. 
JULIA. Heavy! belike it hath some burden, then ? 
LUcETTA. Ay ; and melodious were it, would you sing it. 
Jutta. And why not you ? 


LUCETTA. T cannot reach so high. 
guuiaA. Let’s see your song. [Taking the letter.) How 
now, minion ! 85, 


LUCETTA. Keep tune there still, so you will sing it out : 

And yet methinks, I do not like this tune. 

JutIa. You do not ? 

LUCETTA. No, madam ; it is too sharp. 
JULIA. You, minion, are too saucy. 89 
LucerTa. Nay, now you are too flat 

And mar the concord with too harsh a descant : 

There wanteth but a mean to fill your song. ,, 92 
JULIA. The mean is drown’d with your unruly bass. 
LucETTA. Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus. 

_ gutta. This babble shall not henceforth trouble me. 

Here is a coil with protestation !—{Tears the letter. 96 

Go, get you gone, and let the papers lie : 

You would be fingering them, to anger me, 
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LUCETTA. She makes-it strange; but she would be 
best pleas’d 99 
To be so anger’d with another letter. [Exit. 
gutta. Nay, would I were so anger’d with the same ! 
O hateful hands, to tear such loving words ! 
Injurious wasps, to feed on such sweet honey 
And kill the bees that yield it with your stings ! 104 
Tl kiss each several paper for amends. 
Look, here is writ ‘ kind Julia’: unkind Julia ! 
As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 
I throw thy name against the bruising stones, 108 
Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain. 
And here is writ ‘ love-wounded Proteus’ : 
Poor wounded name! my bosom, as a bed 
Shall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly heal’d ; 
And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss. 113 
But twice or thrice was * Proteus’ written down : 
Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away 
Till I have found each letter in the letter 116 
Except mine own name ; that some whirlwind bear 
Unto a ragged, fearful-hanging rock, 
And throw it thence into the raging sea ! 
Lo! here in one line is his name twice writ, 120 
* Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus, 
To the sweet Julia ’ :—that Pll tear away ; 
And yet I will not, sith so prettily 
He couples it to his complaining names : 124 
Thus will I fold them one upon another : 
Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will. 


Re-enter Lucrrra. 
LUCETTA. Madam, 
Dinner is ready, and your father stays. 128 
JuLIA. Well, let us go. 
Bustire What! shall these papers lie like tell-tales 
iere ? 
JuLia. If you respect them, best to take them up. 
LucETTA. Nay, I was taken up for laying them down ; 
Yet here they shall not lie, for catching cold. 133 
JULIA. I see you have a month’s mind to them. 
‘LucrtTa. Ay,madam, you may say what sights yousee; 
I see things too, although you judge I wink. 136 
JULIA. Come, come; will’t please you go?  [Exeunt. 
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Scene III.—The Same. A Room in Antonio's House. 
Enter ANTronio and PanTHINO. 

ANTONIO. Tell me, Panthino, what sad talk was that 
Wherewith my brother held you in the cloister ? 

PANTHINO. “T'was of his nephew Proteus, your son. 

ANTONIO. Why, what of him ? 

PANTHINO. He wonder’d that your lordship 
Would suffer him to spend his youth at home, 5 
While other men, of slender reputation, 

Put forth their sons to seek preferment out : 

Some to the wars, to try their fortune there ; 8 
Some to discover islands far away ; 

Some to the studious universities. 

For any or for all these exercises 

He said that Proteus your son was meet, 12 
And did request me to importune you 

To let him spend his time no more at home, 

Which would be great impeachment to his age, 

In having known no travel in his youth. 16 

ANTONIO. Norneed’st thou much importune me to that 
Whereon this month I have been hammering. 

I have consider’d well his loss of time, 

And how he cannot be a perfect man, 20 
Not being tried and tutor’d in the world : 

Experience is by industry achiev’d 

And perfected by the swift course of time. 

Then tell me, whither were I best to send him ? 24 

PANTHINO. [| think your lordship is not ignorant 
How his companion, youthful Valentine, 

Attends the emperor in his royal court. 
ANTONIO. I know it well. 28 
PANTHINO. *Twere good, I think, your lordship sent 
him thither : 
There shall he practise tilts and tournaments, 
Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen, 
And be in eye of every exercise 
Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth. 
antonto. I like thy counsel; well hast thou advis’d : 
And that thou mayst perceive how well I like it 
The execution of it shall make known. 
Even with the speediest expedition 


32 


36 
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I will dispatch him to the emperor’s court. 
PANTHINO. To-morrow, may it please you, Don 
Alphonso 
With other gentlemen of good esteem, 40 
Are journeying to salute the emperor 
And to commend their service to his will. 
ANTONIO. Good company; with them shall Proteus 
oe 
And Ga good time :—now will we break with him. 44 


Enter PRrotevs. 
PROTEUS. Sweet love! sweet lines! sweet life ! 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 
Here is her oath for love, her honour’s pawn. 


O! that our fathers would applaud our loves, 48 
To seal our happiness with their consents ! 
O heavenly Julia ! 
ANTONIO. How now! what letter are you reading 
there ? 
proreus. May’t please your lordship, ’tis a word 
or two 52 


Of commendations sent from Valentine, 

Deliver’d by a friend that came from him. 

ANTONIO. Lend me the letter; let me see what news. 

PROTEUS. There is no news, my lord; but that he 

writes 56 

How happily he lives, how well belov’d 

And daily graced by the emperor ; 

Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune. 59 
ANTONIO. And how stand you affected to his wish ? 
PROTEUS. As one relying on your lordship’s will 

And not depending on his friendly wish. 

ANTONIO. My will is something sorted with his wish. 
Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed ; 64 
For what I will, I will, and there an end. 

I am resolv'd that thou shalt spend some time 

With Valentinus in the emperor’s court : 

What maintenance he from his friends receives, 68 

Like exhibition thou shalt have from me. 

To-morrow be in readiness to go : 

Excuse it not, for I am peremptory. 

PROTEUS. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided : 
Please you, deliberate a day or two. 73 
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ANTONIO. Look, what thou want’st shall be sent after 


thee : 
No more of stay ; to-morrow thou must go. 
Come on, Panthino: you shall be employ’d 76 


To hasten on his expedition. [Exeunt Anronto and PANTHINo. 

PROTEUS. Thus have I shunn’d the fire for fear of 
burning, 

And drench’d me in the sea, where I am drown’d. 

I fear’d to show my father Julia’s letter, 80 

Lest he should take exceptions to my love ; 

And with the vantage of mine own excuse 

Hath he excepted most against my love, 

O.! how this spring of love resembleth 84 
The uncertain glory of an April day, 

Which now shows all the beauty of the sun, 
And by and by a cloud takes all away ! 


Re-enter PANTHINO. 
PANTHINO. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you : 


He is in haste ; therefore, I pray you, go. 89 

PROTEUS. Why, this it is: my heart accords thereto, 

And yet a thousand times it answers, ‘ no.’ [Exeunt. 
ACT II. 


Scent I.—Milan. A Room in the DuKe#’s Palace. 
Enter VALENTINE and SPBPED. 


SPEED. Sir, your glove. [Offering a glove. 
VALENTINE. Not mine ; my gloves are on. 
SPEED. Why, then this may be yours, for this is but 
one. 
VALENTINE. Ha! let me see: ay, give it me, it’s 
mine ; 
Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine ! 4 


Ah Silvia! Silvia ! 
SPEED. [Calling.] Madam Silvia! Madam Silvia ! 
VALENTINE. How now, sirrah ? 
SPEED. She is not within hearing, sir. 8 
VALENTINE. Why, sir, who bade you call her ? 
sprED. Your worship, sir; or else I mistook. 
VALENTINE. Well, yow’ll still be too forward. 
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sprEeD. And yet I was last chidden for being too 
slow. 13 

VALENTINE. Go to, sir. Tell me, do you know 
Madam Silvia ? 

SPEED. She that your worship loves ? 16. 

VALENTINE. Why, how know you that I am in 
love ? 

SPEED. Marry, by these special marks: first, you 
have learned, like Sir Proteus, to wreathe your arms, 
like a malecontent ; to relish a love-song, like a robin- 
redbreast ; to walk alone, like one that had the pesti- 
lence ; to sigh, like a schoolboy that had lost his A BC; 
to weep, like a young wench that had buried her 
grandam ; to fast, like one that takes diet; to watch, 
like one that fears robbing; to speak puling, like a 
beggar at Hallowmas. You were wont, when you 
laughed, to crow like a cock; when you walked, to 
walk like one of the lions; when you fasted, it was 
presently after dinner; when you looked sadly, it was 
for want of money: and now you are metamorphosed 
with a mistress, that, when I look on you, I can hardly 
think you my master. 33 

VALENTINE. Are all these things perceived in me ? 

SPEED. They are all perceived without ye. 

VALENTINE. Without me? they cannot. 36 

SPEED. Without you? nay, that’s certain; for, 
without you were so simple, none else would: but you 
are so without these follies, that these follies are 
within you and shine through you like the water in an 
urinal, that not an eye that sees you but is a physician 
to comment on your malady. 

VALENTINE. But tell me, dost thou know my lady 
Silvia ? 44 

SPEED. She that you gaze on so as she sits at 
supper ? 

VALENTINE. Hast thou observed that? even she, 
I mean. 48 

SPEED. Why, sir, I know her not. 

VALENTINE. Dost thou know her by my gazing on 
her, and yet knowest her not ? 

SPEED. Is she not hard-favoured, sir ? 52 

VALENTINE. Not so fair, boy, as well-favoured. 

SPEED. Sir, I know that well enough. — 
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VALENTINE. What dost thou know ? 

SPEED. That she is not so fair, as, of you, well- 
favoured. 57 

VALENTINE, I mean that her beauty is exquisite, but 
her favour infinite. 

SPEED. That’s because the one is painted and the 
other out of all count. 61 

VALENTINE. How painted ? and how out of count ? 

SPEED. Marry, sir, so painted to make her fair, that 


no man counts of her beauty. 64 
VALENTINE. How esteemest thou me? I aecount of 
her beauty. 


SPEED. You never saw her since she was deformed. 
VALENTINE. How long hath she been deformed ? 68 
SPEED, Ever since you loved her. 

VALENTINE. I have loved her ever since I saw her, 
and still 1 see her beautiful. 

SPEED. If you love her you cannot see her. 72 

VALENTINE. Why ? 

SPEED. Because Love is blind. O! that you had 
mine eyes ; or your own eyes had the lights they were 
wont to have when you chid at Sir Proteus for going 
ungartered ! 77 

VALENTINE. What should I see then ? 

SPEED. Your own present folly and her passing 
deformity: for he, being in love, could not see to garter 
his hose; and you, being in love, cannot see to put on 


your hose. 
VALENTINE. Belike, boy, then, you are in love; for 
last morning you could not see to wipe my shoes. 84 


SPEED. True, sir; I was in love with my bed. 
I thank you, you swinged me for my love, which makes 
me the bolder to chide you for yours. 87 

VALENTINE. In conclusion, I stand affected to her. 

SPEED. I would you were set, so your affection would 
cease. 

VALENTINE. Last night she enjoined me to write some 
lines to one she loves. 92 

SPEED. And have you. 

VALENTINE. [I have. 

SPEED. Are they not lamely writ ? 

VALENTINE. No, boy, but as well as I can do them. 
Peace ! here she comes. 97 
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Enter Srivia, 

SPEED. [Aside] O excellent motion! O exceeding 
puppet ! now will he interpret to her. 

VALENTINE. Madam and mistress, a thousand good 
morrows. 101 

SPEED. [Aside] O! give ye good even: here’s a 
million of manners. 

sinviA. Sir Valentine and servant, to you. two 
thousand. 105 

SPEED. [Aside] He should give her interest, and 
she gives it him. 

_VALENTINE. As you enjoin’d me, I have writ your letter 


Unto the secret nameless friend of yours ; 109 
Which I was much unwilling to proceed in 

But for my duty to your ladyship. [Gives a letter. 
' sitvia. I thank you, gentle servant. “Tis very 
elerkly done. 113 


VALENTINE. Now, trust me, madam, it came hardly off; 
For, being ignorant to whom it goes 


1 writ at random, very doubtfully. 116 
sinvia. Perchance you think too much of so much 
pains ? 


VALENTINE. No, madam ; soit stead you, I will write, 
-Please you command, a thousand times as much. 
And. yet— 120 
sILvia. A pretty period! Well, I guess the sequel ; 
And yet I will not name it ; and yet I care not ; 
-And yet take this again ; and yet I thank you, 
‘Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 124 
SPEED. [Aside] And yet you will.; and yet another yet. 
VALENTINE. What means your ladyship? do you 
not like it ? 
“SILVIA. .Yes, yes: the lines are very quaintly writ, 


But since unwillingly, take them again : 128 
Nay, take them. [Gives back the letter. 
VALENTINE. Madam, they are for you. 


SILVIA. Ay, ay; you writ them, sir, at my request, 
But I will none of them ; they are for you, 
I would have had them writ more movingly. 132 
VALENTINE. Please you, Ill write yourladyshipanother. 
wy Stivia... And when it.’s writ, for my sake read it over : 
yAnd if it please you, so; if not, why, so... ...., © 135 
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VALENTINE. If it please me, madam, what then ? 
SILVIA. Why, if it please you, take it for your labour: 
And so, good morrow, servant. [Exit. 
SPEED. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible 139 
As a nose on a man’s face, or a weathercock on a steeple ! 
My master sues to her, and she hath taught her suitor, 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor. 
O excellent device ! was there ever heard a better, 
That my master, being scrihe, to himself should write 
the letter ? 144 
VALENTINE. How now, sir! what are you reasoning 
with yourself ? 
SPEED. Nay, I was riming: ‘tis you that have the 
reason. 
VALENTINE. To do what ? 
SPEED. To be a spokesman from Madam Silvia. 148 
VALENTINE, To whom ? 
SPEED. To yourself. Why, she wooes you by a figure. 
VALENTINE. What figure ? 
SPEED. By a letter, I should say. 152 
VALENTINE. Why, she hath not writ to me ? 
SPEED. What need she, when she hath made you 
write to yourself ?_ Why, do you not perceive the jest ? 
VALENTINE. No, believe me. 156 
SPEED. No believing you, indeed, sir. But did you 
perceive her earnest ? 
VALENTINE. She gave me none, except an angry word. 
SPEED. Why, she hath given you a letter. 160 
VALENTINE. That’s the letter I writ to her friend. 
sprED. And that letter hath she delivered, and there 
an end. 
VALENTINE. I would it were no worse. 164 
SPEED. Tl warrant you, ’tis as well: 
‘ For often have you writ to her, and she, in modesty, 
Or else for want of idle time, could not again reply ; 
Or fearing else some messenger that might her mind 


discover, 168 
Herself hath taught her love himself to write unto her 
lover.’ 


All this I speak in print, for in print I found it. 
Why muse you, sir? ’tis dinner-time. 

VALENTINE. I have dined. 172 
“SPEED. Ay, but hearken, sir: though the chameleon 
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Love can feed on the air, 1am one that am nourished 
by my victuals and would fain have meat. O! be not 
like your mistress : be moyed, be moved. [Exeunt. 


Scene I].—Verona. A Room in Jutia’s House. 
Enter Proteus and JULIA. 
PROTEUS. Have patience, gentle Julia. 
guia. I must, where is no remedy. 
proteus. When possibly I can, I will return. 
guuia. If you turn not, you will return the sooner. 
Keep this remembrance for thy Julia’s sake. 5 
[Gives him a ring. 
.PROTEUS. Why, then, we'll make exchange : here, 
take you this. [Gives her another. 
sutra. And seal the bargain with a holy kiss. 
prorEus. Here is my hand for my true constancy; 8 
And when that hour o’erslips me in the day 
Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake, 
The next ensuing hour some foul mischance 
Torment me for my love’s forgetfulness ! 12 
My father stays my coming ; answer not. 
The tide is now : nay, not thy tide of tears ; 
That tide will stay me longer than I should. 
Julia, farewell. [Exit Juxra. 
What! gone without a word ? 16 
Ay, so true love should do: it cannot speak ; 
For truth hath better deeds than words to grace it. 


Enter PANTHINO. 
PANTHINO. Sir Proteus, you are stay’d for. 
PROTEUS. Go; Icome, I come. 
Alas! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb. [Exeunt. 


Scene I]].—The Same. A Street. 
Enter Launcn, leading a dog. 

LAUNCE. Nay, ‘twill be this hour ere I have done 
weeping: all the kind of the Launces have this very 
fault. I have received my proportion, like the pro- 
digious son, and am going with Sir Proteus to the 
imperial’s court. I think Crab my dog be the sourest- 
natured dog that lives: my mother weeping, my father 
wailing, my sister crying, our maid howling, our cat 
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wringing her hands, and all our house in a great per- 
plexity, yet did not this cruel-hearted cur shed one 
tear. He is a stone, a very pebble stone, and has no 
more pity in him than a dog; a Jew would have wept 
to have seen our parting: why, my grandam, having 
no eyes, look you, wept herself blind at my parting. 
Nay, Vll show you the manner of it. This shoe is my 
father; no, this left shoe is my father: no, no, this 
left shoe is my mother ; nay, that cannot be so neither : 
—yes, it is so; it is so; it hath the worser sole. This 
shoe, with the hole in, is my mother, and this my 
father. A vengeance on’t! there ’tis: now, sir, this 
staff is my sister; for, look you, she is as white as 
a lily and as small as a wand: this hat is Nan, our 
maid: I am the dog; no, the dog is himself, and I am 
the dog,—O! the dog is me, and I am myself: ay, 
so, so. Now come I to my father; ‘Father, your 
blessing ;’ now should not the shoe speak a word for 
weeping : now should I kiss my father; well, he weeps 
on. Now come I to my mother ;—O, that she could 
speak now like a wood woman! Well, I kiss her ; 
why, there ’tis; here’s my mother’s breath up and 
down. Now come I to my sister; mark the moan 
she makes: Now the dog all this while sheds not a 
tear nor speaks a word; but see how I lay the dust 
with my tears. 33 
Enter PANTHINO. 

PANTHINO. Launce, away, away, aboard! thy mas- 
ter is shipped, and thou art to post after with oars. 
What ’s the matter ? why weepest thou, man? Away, 
ass! you'll lose the tide if you tarry any longer. 37 

LAUNCE. It is no matter if the tied were lost; for 
it is the unkindest tied that ever any man tied. 

PANTHINO. What’s the unkindest tide ? 40 

LAUNCE. Why, he that’s tied here, Crab, my dog. 

PANTHINO. Tut, man, I mean thou ‘It lose the flood ; 
and, in losing the flood, lose thy voyage, and, in losing 
thy voyage, lose thy master; and, in losing thy master, 
lose thy service; and, in losing thy service,—Why dost 
thou stop my mouth ? 46 

LAUNCE. For fear thou shouldst lose thy tongue. 

PANTHINO. Where should I lose my tongue ? 

LAUNCE. In thy tale. 49 
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PANTHINO. In thy tail! 

LAUNCE. Lose the tide, and the voyage, and the 
master, and the service, and the tied! Why, man, if 
the river were dry, I am able to fill it with my tears ; 
if the wind were down, I could drive the boat with my 
sighs. 55 

PANTHINO. Come, come away, man; I was sent to 
call thee. 

LAUNCE. Sir, call me what thou darest. 

PANTHINO. Wilt thou go ? 

LAUNCE. Well, I will go. (Exeunt. 


Scene 1V.—Milan. A Room in the Duker’s Palace. 


Enter VALENTINE, SILv1a, THURIO, and SPEED. 

SILVIA. Servant ! 

VALENTINE. Mistress ? 

SPEED. Master, Sir Thurio frowns on you. 

VALENTINE. Ay, boy, it ’s for love. 4 

SPEED. Not of you. 

VALENTINE. Of my mistress, then. 

SPEED. *Twere good you knock’d him. 

SILVIA. Servant, you are sad. 8 

VALENTINE. | Indeed, madam, I seem so. 

THURIO. Seem you that you are not ? 

VALENTINE. Haply I do. 

THURIO. So do counterfeits. 12 

VALENTINE. So do you. 

THURIO. What seem I that I am not ? 

VALENTINE. Wise. 

THURIO. What instance of the contrary ? 16 

VALENTINE. Your folly. 

THURIO. And how quote you my folly ? 

VALENTINE. I quote it in your jerkin. 

THURIO, My jerkin is a doublet. 20 

VALENTINE. Well, then, Pll double your folly. 

THURIO. How ? 

sinviA. What, angry, Sir Thurio! do you change 
colour ? 24 

VALENTINE. Give him leave, madam; he is a kind of 
chameleon. 

THURIO. That hath more mind to feed on your 
blood than live in your air. 28 


~ 
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VALENTINE. You have said, sir. 

THURIO. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time. 

VALENTINE. I know it well, sir: you always end ere 
you begin. 32 

sitvia. A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and 
quickly shot off. 

_ VALENTINE, *Tis indeed, madam; we thank the 
giver. 36 
stuviA. Who is that, servant ? 

VALENTINE. Yourself, sweet lady ; for you gave the 
fire. Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your ladyship’s 
looks, and spends what he borrows kindly in your 
company. 41 

THURIO. Sir, if you spend word for word with me, 
I shall make your wit bankrupt. 

VALENTINE. I know it well, sir: you have an 
exchequer of words, and, I think, no other treasure to 
give your followers; for it appears by their bare 
liveries that they live by your bare words. 

sitv1a. No more, gentlemen, no more. Here comes 
my father. 49 

Enter Duke. 

DUKE. Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard beset. 

Sir Valentine, your father ’s in good health : 


What say you to a letter from your friends 52 
Of much good news ? 
VALENTINE. My lord, I will be thankful 


To any happy messenger from thence. 
DUKE. Know ye Don Antonio, your countryman 4 
VALENTINE. Ay, my good lord; I know the gentleman 
To be of worth and worthy estimation, 57 
And not without desert so well reputed. 
DUKE. Hath he not a son ? 
VALENTINE. Ay, my good lord; a son that, well 
deserves 60 
The honcur and regard of such a father. 
DUKE. You know him well ? 
VALENTINE. I know him as myself; for from our 
infancy 
We have convers’d and spent our hours together : 64 
-And though myself have been an idle truant, 
Omitting the sweet benefit of time 
To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection, 
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Yet hath Sir Proteus,—for that ’s his name,— 68 
Made use and fair advantage of his days : 

His years but young, but his experience old ; 

His head unmellow’d, but his judgment ripe ; 

And, in a word,—for far behind his worth 

Come all the praises that I now bestow,— 

He is complete in feature and in mind 

With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 

DUKE. Beshrew me, sir, but if he make this good, 
He is as worthy for an empress’ love 17 
As meet to be an emperor's counsellor. 

Well, sir, this gentleman is come to me 
With commendation from great potentates ; 80 
And here he means to spend his time awhile : 
I think, *tis no unwelcome news to you. 
VALENTINE. Should I have wish’d a thing, it had 


—_1 
bo 


been he. 

DUKE. Welcome him then according to his worth. 
Silvia, I speak to you; and you, Sir Thurio :— 85 
For Valentine, I need not cite him to it. 

Ill send him hither to you presently. [Exit. 

VALENTINE. This is the gentleman I told your 

ladyship 88 


Had come along with me, but that his mistress 
Did hold his eyes lock’d in her crystal looks. 
sttv1A. Belike that now she hath enfranchis’d them 
Upon some other pawn for fealty. 92 
VALENTINE. Nay, sure, I think she holds them 
prisoners still. 
sttviA. Nay, then he should be blind; and, being 
blind, 
How could he see his way to seek out you ? 
VALENTINE. Why, lady, Love hath twenty pairs of 
eyes. 96 
THURIO. They say that Love hath not an eye at all. 
VALENTINE. To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself : 
Upon a homely object Love can wink. 
sttviA. Have done, have done. Here comes the 
gentleman. 100 
Enter PROTEUS. 
VALENTINE. Welcome, dear Proteus! Mistress, I 
beseech you, 
Confirm his welcome with-some special favour. 
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SILVIA. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 
If this be he you oft have wish’d to hear from. 104 
VALENTINE. Mistress, it is: sweet lady, entertain him 
To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship. 
SILVIA. ‘Too low a mistress for so high a servant. 
PROTEUS. Notso, sweet lady ; but too mean a servant 
To have a look of such a worthy mistress. 109 
VALENTINE. Leave off discourse of disability : 
Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant. 
PROTEUS. My duty will I boast of, nothing else. 112 
sttvia. And duty never yet did want his meed. 
Servant, you are welcome to a worthless mistress. 
PROTEUS. I'll die on him that says so but yourself. 
stnv1a. That you are welcome ? 
PROTEUS. That you are worthless. 


Enter a Servant. 
SERVANT. Madam, my lord your father would speak 
with you. 117 
stnviA. I wait upon his pleasure. (Exit Servant.] Come, 
Sir Thurio, 
Go with me. Once more, new servant, welcome : 
I'll leave you to confer of home-affairs ; 120 
When you have done, we look to hear from you. 
prRoTEUS. We'll both attend upon your ladyship. 
[Exeunt Sitvia, THurRIO, and SPEED. 
VALENTINE. Now, tell me, how do all from whence 
you came ? 
proTevus. Your friends are well and have them 


much commended. 124 
VALENTINE. And how do yours ? 
PROTEUS. I left them all in health. 


VALENTINE. How does your lady and how thrives 
your love ? 
PROTEUS. My tales of love were wont to weary you ; 
I know you joy not in a love-discourse. 128 
VALENTINE. Ay, Proteus, but that life is alter’d now: 
T have done penance for contemning love ;. 
Whose high imperious thoughts have punish’d me 
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans, 132 
With nightly tears and daily heart-sore sighs ; 
For, in revenge of my contempt of love, 
Love hath chas’d sleep from my. enthralled eyes, 
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And made them watchers of mine own heart’s sorrow. 
O, gentle Proteus! Love’s a mighty lord, 137 
And hath so humbled me as I confess, 

There is no woe to his correction, 

Nor to his service no such joy on earth. 140 

Now no discourse, except it be of love ; 

Now can I break my fast, dine, sup and sleep, 

Upon the very naked name of love. 
proteus. Enough; I read your fortune in your eye. 

Was this the idol that you worship so 4 145 
VALENTINE. Evenshe; andisshe nota heavenly saint? 
prorEeus. No; but she is an earthly paragon. 
VALENTINE. Call her divine. 

RROTEUS. I will not flatter her. 
VALENTINE. OQ! flatter me, for love delights in praises. 
PROTEUS. When I was sick you gave me bitter pills, 
And I must minister the like to you. 
VALENTINE. Then speak the truth by her; if not 
divine, 152 
Yet let her be a principality, 
Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth. 
PROTEUS. Except my mistress. 

VALENTINE. Sweet, except not any, 
Except thou wilt except against my love. 156 
PROTEUS. Have I not reason to prefer mine own ? 
VALENTINE. And I will help thee to prefer her too: 

She shall be dignified with this high honour,— 

To bear my lady’s train, lest the base earth 160 

Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss, 

And, of so great a favour growing proud, 

Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower, 

And make rough winter everlastingly. 164 
PROTEUS. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is this ? 
VALENTINE. Pardon me, Proteus: all I can is nothing 

To her whose worth makes other worthies nothing. 

She is alone. 


PROTEUS. Then, let her alone. 168 
VALENTINE. Not for the world: why, man, she is 
mine own, 


And I as rich in having such a jewel 

As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl, 

The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 172 
Forgive me that I do not dream on thee, 
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Because thou see’st me dote upon my love. 
My foolish rival, that her father likes 
Only for his possessions are so huge, 176 
Is gone with her along, and I must after, 
For love, thou know’st, is full of jealousy. 
PROTEUS. But she loves you ? 
VALENTINE. Ay, and we are betroth’d: nay, more, 
our marriage-hour, 180 
With all the cunning manner of our flight, 
Determin’d of : how I must climb her window, 
The ladder made of cords, and all the means 
Plotted and ’greed on for my happiness. 184 
Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber, 
In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel. 

PROTEUS. Go on before; I shall inquire you forth : 
I must unto the road, to disembark 188 
Some necessaries that I needs must use, 

And then I'll presently attend you. 

VALENTINE. Will you make haste ? 

PROTEUS. I will. [Exit VALENTINE, 
Even as one heat another heat expels, 193 
Or as one nail by strength drives out another, 

So the remembrance of my former love 

Is by a newer object quite forgotten. 196 
Is it mine eye, or Valentinus’ praise, P 

Her true perfection, or my false transgression, 

That makes me reasonless to reason thus ? 

She ’s fair; and so is Julia that I love,— 200 
That I did love, for now my love is thaw’d, 

Which, like a waxen image ’gainst a fire, 

Bears no impression of the thing it was. 

Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold, 204 
And that I love him not as I was wont : 

O! but I love his lady too-too much ; 

And that ’s the reason I love him so little. 

How shall I dote on her with more advice, 208 
That thus without advice begin to love her ? 

*Tis but her picture I have yet beheld, 

And that hath dazzled my reason’s light ; 

But when I look on her perfections, 212 
There is no reason but I shall be blind. 

Jf I can check my erring love, I will ; 

If not, to compass her I’ll use my skill. pExit. 

SH. I E 
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Scene V.—The Same. A Street. 
Enter SprED and Launce. 

SPEED. Launce! by mine honesty, welcome to 
Milan ! 

LAUNCE. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth, for I 
am not welcome. I reckon this always that a man is 
never undone till he be hanged; nor never welcome 
to a place till some certain shot be paid and the hostess 
say, ‘ Welcome!’ if 

SPEED. Come: on, you madcap, I'll to the alehouse 
with you presently ; where, for one shot of five pence, 
thou shalt have five thousand welcomes. But, sirrah, 

show did thy master part with Madam Julia ? 

LAUNCE. Marry, after they closed in earnest, they 
parted very fairly in jest. 13 

SPEED. But shall she marry him ? 

LAUNCE. No. 

SPEED. How then? Shall he marry her ? 16 

LAUNCE. No, neither. 

SPEED. What, are they broken ? 

LAUNCE. No, they are both as whole as a fish. 19 

SPEED. Why then, how stands the matter with 
them ? 

LAUNCE. Marry, thus; when it stands well with him, 
it stands well with her. 

SPEED. What an ass art thou! I understand thee 
not. 25 

LAUNCE. What a block art thou, that thou canst not! 
My staff understands me. 

SPEED. What thou sayest ? 28 

LAUNCE. Ay, and what Idotoo: look thee, Pll but 
lean, and my staff understands me. 

SPEED. It stands under thee, indeed. 

LAUNCE. Why, stand-under and under-stand is all 
one. 33 

SPEED. But tell me true, will’t be a match 2 

LAUNCE. Ask my dog: if he say ay, it will; if he 
say no, it will; if he shake his tail and say nothing, 
it will. 

SPEED. The conclusion is, then, ibis: it will. 

LAUNCE. Thou shalt never get Jase a shewes from 
me but by a parable. BLOOD « 40 
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SPEED. "Tis well that I get it so. But, Launce, 
how sayest thou, that my master is become a notable 
lover 2 

LAUNCH. I never knew him otherwise. 44 

SPEED. Than how ? 

so pime A notable lubber, as thou reportest him 
to be. 

SPEED. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mistakest 
me. 49 

LAUNCE. Why, fool, I meant not thee; I meant thy 
master. 

SPEED. | tell thee, my master is become a_ hot 
lover. 58 

LauncE. Why, I tell thee, I care not though he 
burn himself in love. If thou wilt go with me to the 
alehouse so; if not, thou art a Hebrew, a Jew, and 
not worth the name of a Christian. 5T 

SPEED. Why ? 

LAUNCE. Because thou hast not so much charity in 
thee as to go to the ale with a Christian. Wilt thou 
go ? 61 

SPEED. At thy service. [Exeunt. 


Scrnzr VI.—The Same. A Room in the Duxe’s Palace. 
Enter PRorevs. 

PROTEUS. To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn ; 
To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn ; 
To wrong my friend, I shall be much forsworn ; 
And even that power which gave me first my oath 4 
Provokes me to this threefold perjury : 
Love bade me swear, and. Love bids me forswear. 
O sweet-suggesting Love! if thou hast sinn’d, 
Teach me, thy tempted subject, to excuse it. 8 
At first I did adore a twinkling star, 
But now I worship a celestial sun. 
Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken ; 
And he wants wit that wants resolved will 12 
To learn his wit to exchange the bad for better. 
Fie, fie, unreverend tongue ! to call her bad, 
Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferr’d 
With twenty thousand soul-confirming oaths. r bt6 
I cannot leave to love, and yet. I do; i 
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But there I leave to love where I should love. 
Julia I lose and Valentine I lose : 

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself ; 

If I lose them, thus find I by their loss, 

For Valentine, myself; for Julia, Silvia. 

I to myself am dearer than a friend, 

For love is still most precious in itself ; 

And Silvia—witness heaven that made her fair !— 
Shows Julia but a swarthy Ethiope. 

I will forget that Julia is alive, 

Remembering that my love to her is dead ; 

And Valentine I'll hold an enemy, 

Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend. 

J cannot now prove constant to myself 
Without some treachery us’d to Valentine : 
This night he meaneth with a corded ladder 

To climb celestial Silvia’s chamber-window, 
Myself in counsel, his competitor. 

Now presently, P’ll give her father notice 

Of their disguising and pretended flight ; 

Who, all enrag’d, will banish Valentine ; 

For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his daughter ; 
But, Valentine being gone, I'll quickly cross, 
By some sly trick blunt Thurio’s dull proceeding. 
Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift, 
As thou hast lent me wit to plot this drift ! 


Scene VII.—Verona. A Room in Juuia’s House. 


Enter Jutta and Lucerra. 


20 


24 


28 


32 


36 


(Exit. 


JutIA. Counsel, Lucetta; gentle girl, assist me : 


And e’en in kind love I do conjure thee, 
Who art the table wherein all my thoughts 
Are visibly character’d and engrav’d, 

To lesson me and tell me some good mean 
How, with my honour, I may undertake 

A journey to my loving Proteus. 


LucETTA. Alas! the way is wearisome and long. 


JuLIA. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps ; 
Much less shall she that hath Love’s wings to fly, 
And when the flight is made to one so dear, 

Of such divine perfection, as Sir Proteus. 


12 
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LucETTA. Better forbear till Proteus make return. 
Jutta. O! know’st thou not his looks are my soul’s 
food 2 
Pity the dearth that I have pined in, 16 
By longing for that food so long a time. 
Didst thou but know the inly touch of love, 
Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow 
As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 20 
LuceTTa. Ido not seek to quench your love’s hot fire, 
But qualify the fire’s extreme rage, 
Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason. 
gutta. The more thou damm’st it up, the more it 
burns. 24 
The current that with gentle murmur glides, 
Thou know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth rage ; 
But when his fair course is not hindered, 
He makes sweet music with th’ enamell’d stones, 28 
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge 
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; 
And so by many winding nooks he strays 
With willing sport, to the wild ocean. 32 
Then let me go and hinder not my course : 
I'll be as patient as a gentle stream 
And make a pastime of each weary step, 
Till the last step have brought me to my love ; 36 
And there I'll rest, as after much turmoil 
A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 
LUCETTA. But in what habit will you go along ? 
gutia. Not like a woman; for 1 would prevent 40 
The loose encounters of lascivious men. 
Gentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds 
As may beseem some well-reputed page. 
LUCETTA. Why, then, your ladyship must cut your 
hair. 44 
guia. No, girl; Ill knit it up in silken strings 
With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots : 
To be fantastic may become a youth 


Of greater time than I shall show to be. 48 
LUCETTA. What fashion, madam, shall I make your 
breeches ? 


jJutIA. That fits as well as ‘ Tell me, good my lord, 
What compass will you wear your farthingale ¢’ 
Why, even what fashion thou best lik’st, Lucetta. 52 
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LucreTTA. You must needs have them with a cod- 
piece, madam. 
JULIA. Out, out, Lucetta! that will be ill-favour’d. 
Lucerra. A round hose, madam, now’s not worth 
a pin, 
Unless you have a cod-piece to stick pins on. 56 
JULIA. Lucetta, as thou lov’st me, let me have 
What thou think’st meet and is most mannerly. 
But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me 
For undertaking so unstaid a journey ? 60 
I fear me, it will make me scandaliz’d. 
LuceTTa. If you think so, then stay at home and 
~ go not. 
guia. Nay, that I will not. 
LUcETTA. Then never dream on infamy, but go. 64 
If Proteus like your journey when you come, 
No matter who ’s displeas’d when you are gone. 
I fear me, he will scarce be pleas’d withal. 
gJuuia. That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear : 68 
A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears, 
And instances of infinite of love 
Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. T1 
LucEeTTA. All these are servants to deceitful men. 
JULIA. Base men, that use them to so base effect ; 
But truer stars did govern Proteus’ birth : 
His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles, 
His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate, 16 
His tears pure messengers sent from his heart, 
His heart as far from fraud as heaven from earth. 
LUCETTA. Pray heaven he prove so when you come 


to him ! 
guia. Now, as thou lov’st me, do him not that wrong 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth : 81 


Only deserve my love by loving him, 

And presently go with me to my chamber, 

To take a note of what I stand in need of 84 
To furnish me upon my longing journey. 

All that is mine I leave at thy dispose, 

My goods, my lands, my reputation ; 

Only, in lieu thereof, dispatch me hence. 88 
Come, answer not, but to it presently ! 

I am impatient of my tarriance. » WM Bes [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 


Scene I.—Milan. An anteroom in the Duxr’s Palace. 
Enter Duke, Tuurio, and Proreus. 

DUKE. Sir Thurio, give us leave, I pray, awhile ; 
We have some secrets to confer about. [Exit Tauri0, 
Now tell me, Proteus, what ’s your will with me ? 

PROTEUS. My gracious lord, that which I would dis- 

cover 4 
The law of friendship bids me to conceal ; 
But when I call to mind your gracious favours 
Done to me, undeserving as I am, 
My duty pricks me on to utter that 8 
Which else no worldly good should draw from me. 
Know, worthy prince, Sir Valentine, my friend, 
This night intends to steal away your daughter : 
Myself am one made privy to the plot, 12 
I know you have determin’d to bestow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates ; 
And should she thus be stol’n away from you 
It would be much vexation to your age. 16 
Thus, for my duty’s sake, I rather chose 
To cross my friend in his intended drift, 
Than, by concealing it, heap on your head 
A pack of sorrows which would press you down, 20 
Being unprevented, to your timeless grave. 

DUKE. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest care, 
Which to requite, command me while f live. 

This love of theirs myself have often seen, 24 
Haply, when they have judg’d me fast asleep, 

And oftentimes have purpos’d to forbid 

Sir Valentine her company and my court ; 

But fearing lest my jealous aim might err 28 
And so unworthily disgrace the: man,— 

A rashness that I ever yet have shunn’d,— 

I gave him gentle looks, thereby to find 

That which thyself hast now disclos’d to me. 32 
And, that thou mayst perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested, 

I nightly lodge her in an upper tower, 

The key whereof myself have ever kept ; 36 
And thence she cannot be convey’d away- ; 
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prRoTEvs. Know, noble lord, they have devis’d a mean 
How he her chamber-window will ascend 
And with a corded ladder fetch her down ; 40 
For which the youthful lover now is gone 
And this way comes he with it presently ; 

Where, if it please you, you may intercept him. 

But, good my lord, do it so cunningly 44 
That my discovery be not aimed at ; 

For love of you, not hate unto my friend, 

Hath made me publisher of this pretence. 

DUKE. Upon mine honour, he shall never know — 48 
That I had any light from thee of this. 

proteus. Adieu, my lord: Sir Valentine is coming. 

[Exit. 
Enter VALENTINE. 

DUKE. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast ? 

VALENTINE. Please it your Grace, there is a messenger 
That stays to bear my letters to my friends, 53 
And I am going to deliver them. 

DUKE. Be they of much import ? 

VALENTINE. The tenour of them doth but signify 
My health and happy being at your court. 5T 

DUKE. Nay then, no matter: stay with me awhile ; 
T am to break with thee of some affairs 
That touch me near, wherein thou must be secret. 60 
*Tis not unknown to thee that I have sought 
To match my friend Sir Thurio to my daughter. 

VALENTINE. I know it well, my lord; and sure, the 

match 
Were rich and honourable ; besides, the gentleman 64 
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and qualities 
Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter. 
Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him ? 

DUKE. No, trust me: she is peevish, sullen, froward, 
Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty ; 69 
Neither regarding that she is my child, 

Nor fearing me as if I were her father : 

And, may I say to thee, this pride of hers, 72 
Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her ; 

And, where I thought the remnant of mine age 

Should have been cherish’d by her child-like duty, 

I now am full resolv’d to take a wife 16 
And turn her out to who will take her in : 
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Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower ; 

For me and my possessions she esteems not. 
VALENTINE. What would your Grace have me to do 

in this ? 80 

DUKE. ‘There is a lady of Verona here, 

Whom I affect ; but she is nice and coy 

And nought esteems my aged eloquence : 

Now therefore, would I have thee to my tutor, 84 

For long agone I have forgot to court ; 

Besides, the fashion of the time is chang’d, 

How and which way I may bestow myself 

To be regarded in her sun-bright eye. 88 
VALENTINE. Winher with gifts,ifshe respect not words: 

Dumb jewels often in their silent kind 

More than quick words do move a woman’s mind. 
DUKE. But she did scorn a present that I sent her. 
VALENTINE. A woman sometime scorns what best 

contents her. 93 

Send her another ; never give her o’er, 

For scorn at first makes after-love the more. 

If she do frown, *tis not in hate of you, 96 

But rather to beget more love in you ; 

If she do chide, ’tis not to have you gone ; 

For why the fools are mad if left alone. 

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say ; 100 

For, ‘ get you gone,’ she doth not mean, ‘ away !’ 

Flatter and praise, commend, extol their graces ; 

Though ne’er so black, say they have angels’ faces. 

That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man, 104 

If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 
DUKE. But she I mean is promis’d by her friends 

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth, 

And kept severely from resort of men, 108 

That no man hath access by day to her. 
VALENTINE. Why then, I would resort to her by night. 
DUKE. Ay, but the doors be lock’d and keys kept safe, 


That no man hath recourse to her by night. 112 
VALENTINE. What lets but one may enter at her 
window ? 


DUKE. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground, 
And built so shelving that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his life. 116 

VALENTINE. Why then, a ladder quaintly made of cords, 
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To cast up, with a pair of anchoring hooks, 
Would serve to scale another Hero’s tower, 
So bold Leander would adventure it. 120 
DUKE. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood, 
Advise me where I may have such a ladder. 
VALENTINE. When would you use it ? pray, sir, tell 


me that. 
DUKE. This very night ; for Love is like a child, 
That longs for every thing that he can come by. 125 


VALENTINE. By seven o’clock I'll get you such a 
ladder. 
DUKE. But hark thee; I will go to her alone: 


How shall I best convey the ladder thither ? 128 
VALENTINE. It will be light, my lord, that you may 
bear it 


Under a cloak that is of any length. 
puKE. A cloak as long as thine will serve the turn ? 
VALENTINE. Ay, my good lord. 


DUKE. Then let me see thy cloak : 
Tl get me one of such another length. 133 
VALENTINE. Why, any cloak will serve the turn, 
my lord. 
DUKE. How shall I fashion me to wear a cloak ? 
I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me. 136 


[Pulls open VALENTINE’s cloak. 
What letter is this same ? What ’s here ?—‘ To Silvia !’ 
And here an engine fit for my proceeding ! 
T’ll be so bold to break the seal for once. 


My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly ; 140 
And slaves they are to me that send them flying : 
O! could their master come and go as lightly, 
Himself would lodge where senseless they are lying ! 
My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest them; 144 
While I, their king, that thither them importune, 
Do curse the grace that with such grace hath bless’d them, 
Because myself do want my servants’ fortune : 
T curse myself, for they are sent by me, 148 
That they should harbour where their lord would be. 
What,’s here ? 
Silvia, this night I will enfranchise thee. 


Tis so; and here ’s the ladder for the purpose. 152 
Why,, Phaethon,—tor thou art Merops’ son,— 
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Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car 

And with thy daring folly burn the world 2 

Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee 2? 156 

Go, base intruder! overweening slave ! 

Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates, 

And think my patience, more than thy desert, 

Is privilege for thy departure hence. 160 

Thank me for this more than for all the favours 

Which all too much I have bestow’d on thee. 

But if thou linger in my territories 

Longer than swiftest expedition 164 

Will give thee time to leave our royal court, 

By heaven! my wrath shall far exceed the love 

IT ever bore my daughter or thyself. 

Be gone! I will not hear thy vain excuse ; 168 

But, as thou lov’st thy life, make speed from hence.  [Exit. 
VALENTINE. And why not death rather than living 


torment ?# 
To die is to be banish’d from myself ; 
And Silvia is myself : banish’d from her 172 


Is self from self,—a deadly banishment ! 

What light is light, if Silvia be not seen ? 

What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? 

Unless it be to think that she is by 176 
And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 

Except I be by Silvia in the night, 

There is no music in the nightingale ; 

Unless I look on Silvia in the day, 180 
There is no day for me to look upon. 

She is my essence ; and I leave to be, 

Tf I be not by her fair influence 

Foster’d, illumin’d, cherish’d, kept alive. 184 
I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom : 

Tarry I here, I but attend on death ; 

But, fly I hence, I fly away from life. 


Enter Proteus and LAuUNCE, 
protEus. Run, boy; run, run, and seek him out. 
LAUNCE. Soho! soho! 189 
PROTEUS. What seest thou ? 
LAUNCE. Him we go to find: there’s not a hair on’s 
head but ’tis a Valentine. 192 
PROTEUS. Valentine ? . 
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VALENTINE. No. 

prorEus. Who then ? his spirit ? 

VALENTINE. Neither. 196 

PROTEUS. What then ? 

VALENTINE. Nothing. 

LAUNCE. Can nothing speak? Master, shall I 
strike ? 200 

PROTEUS. Who would’st thou strike ? 

LAUNCE. . Nothing. 

PROTEUS. Villain, forbear. 

LAUNCE. Why, sir, [ll strike nothing: I pray you,— 

proteus. Sirrah, I say, forbear.—Friend Valentine, 


~a word. 205 
VALENTINE. My ears are stopp’d and cannot hear 
ood news, 


So much of bad already hath possess’d them. 

PROTEUS. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine, 
For they are harsh, untuneable and bad. 209 

VALENTINE. Is Silvia dead ? 

PROTEUS. No, Valentine. 

VALENTINE. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia ! 
Hath she forsworn me ? 213 

PROTEUS. No, Valentine. 

VALENTINE. No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn me ! 


What is your news ? 216 
LAUNCE. Sir, there is a proclamation that you are 
vanished. 


PROTEUS. That thou art banished, O, that ’s the news, 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend. 

VALENTINE. O, I have fed upon this woe already, 
And now excess of it will make me surfeit. 221 
Doth Silvia know that I am banished ? 

PROTEUS. Ay, ay; and she hath offer’d to the doom— 
Which, unrevers’d, stands in effectual force— 224 
A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears : 

Those at her father’s churlish feet she tender’d ; 

With them, upon her knees, her humble self ; 

Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became them 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe : 229 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 

Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears, 

Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire ; 232 
But Valentine, if he be ta’en, must die. 
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Besides, her intercession chaf’d him so, 

When she for thy repeal was suppliant, 

That to close prison he commanded her, 236 

With many bitter threats of biding there. 

VALENTINE. No more; unless the next word that 
thou speak’st 

Have some malignant power upon my life : 

If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear, 240 

As ending anthem of my endless dolour. 

PROTEUS. Cease to lament for that thou canst not help, 

And study help for that which thou lament’st. 

Time is the nurse and breeder of all good. 244 

Here if thou stay, thou canst not see thy love ; 

Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life. 

Hope is a lover’s staff ; walk hence with that 

And manage it against despairing thoughts. 248 

Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence ; 

Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver’d 

Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love. 

The time now serves not to expostulate : 252 

Come, I'll convey thee through the city-gate, 

And, ere I part with thee, confer at large 

Of all that may concern thy love-affairs. 

As thou lov’st Silvia, though not for thyself, 256 

Regard thy danger, and along with me ! 

VALENTINE. I pray thee, Launce, and if thou seest 
my boy, 

Bid him make haste and meet me at the North-gate. 
PROTEUS. Go, sirrah, find him out. Come, Valentine. 
VALENTINE. O my dear Silvia! hapless Valentine ! 

[Exeunt VALENTINE and PROTEUS. 

LAUNCE. I am but a fool, look you; and yet I have 
the wit to think my master is a kind of a knave: but 
that’s all one, if he be but one knave. He lives not 
now that knows me to be in love: yet I am in love; 
but a team of horse shall not pluck that from me, nor 
who ’tis I love; and yet ‘tis a woman; but what 
woman, I will not tell myself; and yet ’tis a milkmaid ; 
yet ’tis not a maid, for she hath had gossips; yet ’tis 

a maid, for she is her master’s maid, and serves for 

wages. She hath more qualities than a water-spaniel, 

—which is much in a bare Christian. [Pulling out a paper.] 

Here is the catelog of her condition. ‘Imprimis, She 
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can fetch and carry.’ Why, a horse can do no more : 
nay, a horse cannot fetch, but only carry; therefore, 
is she better than a jade. ‘Item, She can milk >s look 
you, a sweet virtue in a maid with clean hands. 277 


Enter SPEED. 

SPEED. How now, Signior Launce! what news with 
your mastership ? 

LAUNCE. With my master’s ship? why, it is at 
sea. 281 

SPEED. Well, your old vice still; mistake the word. 
What news, then, in your paper ? 

LAUNCE. © The blackest news that ever thou heardest. 

SPEED. Why, man, how black ? 285 

LAUNCE. Why, as black as ink. 

SPEED. Let me read them. 

LAUNCE. Fie on thee, jolthead!» thou canst not 
read. 289 

SPEED. Thou liest; I ean. 

LAUNCH. I will try thee. Tell me this: who begot 
thee ? 292 

SPEED. Marry, the son of my grandfather. 

LAUNCE. QO, illiterate loiterer! it was the son of 
thy grandmother. This proves that thou canst not 
read. 296 

SPEED. Come, fool, come: try me in thy paper. 

LAUNCE. There; and Saint Nicholas be thy speed ! 

SPEED. ‘ Imprimis, She can milk.’ 

LAUNCH. Ay, that she can. 300 

SPEED. ‘Item, She brews good ale.’ 

LAUNCE. And thereof comes the proverb, ‘ Blessing 
of your heart, you brew good ale.’ 

SPEED. ‘Item, She can sew.’ 304 

LAUNCE. That’s as much as to say, Can she so ? 

SPEED. ‘Item, She can knit.’ 

LAUNCE. What need a man care for a stock with 
a wench; when she can knit him a stock ? 308 
- SPEED. ‘ Item, She can wash and scour.’ 

LAUNCE. A special virtue; for then she need not be 
washed and scoured. | 

SPEED. ‘Item, She can spin.’ 312 
'auNCE. Then may I set the world on wheels, when 
she can spin for her living. 
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SPEED. ‘Item, She hath many nameless virtues.’ ) 

LAUNCE. That’s as much as to say, bastard virtues ; 
that, indeed, know not their fathers, and therefore have 
no names. 

SPEED. ‘ Here follow her vices.’ 

LAUNCE. Close at the heels of her virtues. 320 

SPEED. ‘Item, She is not to be kissed fasting, in 
respect of her breath.’ 

LAUNCH. Well, that fault may be mended with a 
breakfast. Read on. 324, 

SPEED. ‘Item, She hath a sweet mouth.’ 

LAUNCE. ‘That makes amends for her sour breath. 

SPEED. ‘Item, She doth talk in her sleep.’ 327 

LAUNCE. It’s no matter for that, so’ she sleep not 
in her talk. 

SPEED. ‘ Item, She is slow in words.’ Pp 

LAUNCE. © villain, that set this down among. her 
vices! To be slow in words is a woman’s only virtue: 
1 pray thee, out with ’t, and place it for her» chief 
virtue. 

SPEED. © ‘ Item, She is proud.’ 1 B35 

LAUNCE. Out with that too: it was Eve’s legacy, 
and cannot be ta’en from her. 

SPEED. ‘Item, She hath no teeth.’ 

LAUNCE. I care not for that neither, because I love 
crusts. 340 

SPEED. ‘Item, She is curst.’ 

LAUNCE. Well; the best is, sne hath no. teeth to 
bite. 

SPEED. ‘Item, She will often praise her liquor.’ 344 

LAUNCE. If her liquor be good, she shall: if she wall 
not, I will; for good things should be praised. 

SPEED. ‘ Item, She is too liberal.’ 347 

LAUNCE. Of her tongue she cannot, for that’s writ 
down she is slow of : of her purse she shall not, for that 
Tl keep shut: now, of another thing she may, and 
that cannot I help. Well, proceed. 351 

SPEED. ‘Item, She hath more hair than wit, and 
more faults than hairs, and more wealth than faults.’ . 

LAUNCE. Stop there; I'll have her: she was mine, 
and not mine, twice or thrice in that last article. 
Rehearse that once more. 356 
' spEED. ‘ Item, She hath more hair than wit.’— 
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LAUNCE. More hair than wit it may be; Ill prove 
it: the cover of the salt hides the salt, and therefore 
it is more than the salt; the hair, that covers the wit 
is more than the wit, for the greater hides the less. 
What ’s next ? 

sPpEED. ‘ And more faults than hairs.’— 363 

LAUNCE. That’s monstrous! O, that that were 
out ! 

SPEED. ‘And more wealth than faults.’ 

LAUNCE. Why, that word makes the faults gracious. 
Well, I'll have her; and if it be a match, as nothing 
is impossible, — 369 

SPEED. What then ? 

LAUNCE. Why, then will I tell thee,—that thy 
master stays for thee at the North-gate. 372 

SPEED. For me ? 

LAUNCE. For thee! ay; who art thou? he hath 
stayed for a better man than thee. 

SPEED. And must I go to him ? 376 

LAUNCE. Thou must run to him, for thou hast 
stayed so long that going will scarce serve the turn. 

SPEED. Why didst not tell me sooner ? pox of your 
love-letters ! (Exit. 

LAUNCE. Now will he be swing’d for reading my 
letter. An unmannerly slave, that will thrust himself 
into secrets. Ill after, to rejoice in the boy’s correction. 

[Exit. 
Scene II.—The Same. A Room in the Duxz’s Palace. 
Enter Duxke and Tuourto. 

DUKE. Sir Thurio, fear not but that she will love you, 
Now Valentine is banish’d from her sight. 

THURIO. Since his exile she hath despis’d me most, 
Forsworn my company and rail’d at me, 4 
That I am desperate of obtaining her. 

DUKE. This weak impress of love is as a figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an hour’s heat 
Dissolves to water and doth lose his form. 8 
A little time will melt her frozen thoughts, 

And worthless Valentine shall be forgot. 


Enter PRroreus. 
How now, Sir Proteus! Is your countryman 
According to our proclamation gone ? 12 
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PROTEUS. Gone, my good lord. 

DUKE. My daughter takes his going grievously. 

PROTEUS. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief. 

DUKE. Sol believe ; but Thurio thinks not so. 16 
Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee,— 

For thou hast shown some sign of good desert,— 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

PROTEUS. Longer than I prove loyal to your Grace 
Let me not live to look upon your Grace. 21 
DUKE. Thou know’st how willingly I would effect 

The match between Sir Thurio and my daughter. 

PROTEUS. I do, my lord. 24 

DUKE. And also, I think, thou art not ignorant 
How she opposes her against my will. 

PROTEUS. She did, my lord, when Valentine was here. 

DUKE. Ay, and perversely she persevers so. 28 
What might we do to make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine, and love Sir Thurio ? 

PROTEUS. The best way is to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent, 82 
Three things that women highly hold in hate. 

DUKE. Ay, but she’ll think that it is spoke in hate. 

PROTEUS. Ay, if his enemy deliver it : 

Therefore it must with circumstance be spoken 36 
By one whom she esteemeth as his friend. 

DUKE. Then you must undertake to slander him. 

PROTEUS. And that, my lord, I shall be loath to do: 
Tis an ill office for a gentleman, 40 
Especially against his very friend. 

DUKE. Where your good word cannot advantage him, 
Your slander never can endamage him : 

Therefore the office is indifferent, 44 
Being entreated to it by your friend. 

PROTEUS. You have prevail’d, my lord. If I can do it, 
By aught that I can speak in his dispraise, 

She shall not long continue love to him. 48 
But say this weed her love from Valentine, 
It follows not that she will love Sir Thurio. 

THURIO. Therefore, as you unwind her love from him, 
Lest it should ravel and be good to none, 52 
You must provide to bottom it on me ; 

Which must be done by praising me as much 
As you in worth dispraise Sir Valentine. 
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puKr. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in this kind, 
Because we know, on Valentine’s report, BT 
You are already Love’s firm votary 
And cannot soon revolt and change your mind. 

Upon this warrant shall you have access 60 
Where you with Silvia may confer at large ; 
For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy, 
And, for your friend’s sake, will be glad of you ; 
Where you may temper her, by your persuasion, 64 
To hate young Valentine and love my friend. 
protTEus. As much as I can do I will effect. 
But you, Sir Thurio, are not sharp enough ; 
You must lay lime to tangle her desires 68 
By wailful sonnets, whose composed rimes 
Should be full-fraught with serviceable vows. 
DUKE. Ay, 
Much is the force of heaven-bred poesy. 

PROTEUS. Say that upon the altar of her beauty 
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart. 
Write till your ink be dry, and with your tears 
Moist it again, and frame some feeling line 16 
That may discover such integrity : 

For Orpheus’ lute was strung with poets’ sinews, 

Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones, 

Make tigers tame and huge leviathans 80 
Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 

After your dire-lamenting elegies, 

Visit by night your lady’s chamber-window 

With some sweet consort: to their instruments 84 
Tune a deploring dump ; the night’s dead silence 

Will well become such sweet-complaining grievance. 
This, or else nothing, will inherit her. 

DUKE. ‘This discipline shows thou hast been in love. 

THURIO. And thy advice this night Ill put in practice. 
Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver, 

Let us into the city presently 

To sort some gentlemen well skill’d in music. 92 
I have a sonnet that will serve the turn 

To give the onset to thy good advice. 

DUKE. About it, gentlemen ! 

PROTEUS. We'll wait upon your grace till after-supper, 
And afterward determine our proceedings. 97 

DUKE. Even now about it! I will pardon you. [Exeunt. 


rT 
bo 
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ACT IV. 


Scene L—A Forest between Milan and Verona. 
Enter certain Outlaws. 
FIRST OUTLAW. Fellows, stand fast ; I see a passenger. 
SECOND ouTLAW. If there be ten, shrink not, but 
down with ’em. 


Enter VALENTINE and SPEeEp. 
THIRD OUTLAW. Stand, sir, and throw us that you 
have about ye ; 
If not, we'll make you sit and rifle you. 4 
SPEED. Sir, we are undone: these are the villains 
That all the travellers do fear so much. 
VALENTINE. My friends,— 
FIRST OUTLAW. That’s not so, sir; we are your 
enemies. 8 
SECOND OUTLAW. Peace! we'll hear him. 
THIRD OUTLAW. Ay, by my beard, will we, for he is 
a proper man. 
VALENTINE. Then know, that I have little wealth to 
lose. 
A man I am cross’d with adversity : 12 
My riches are these poor habiliments, 
Of which if you should here disfurnish me, 
You take the sum and substance that I have. 
SECOND ouTLAW. Whither travel you @ 16 
VALENTINE. ‘To Verona. 
FIRST OUTLAW. Whence came you ? 
VALENTINE. From Milan. 
THIRD OUTLAW. Have you long sojourn’d there ? 20 
VALENTINE. Some sixteen months; and. longer 
might have stay’d 
If crooked fortune had, not thwarted me. 
SECOND ouUTLAW. What! were you banish’d thence ? 
VALENTINE. , L was.) 24 
SECOND OUTLAW. For what offence ? 
VALENTINE. For that which now torments me» to 
rehearse. tf 
{ kill’d a man, whose death I much repent ; 
But yet I slew him manfully, in fight, || 28 
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Without false vantage or base treachery. 
FIRST OUTLAW. Why, ne’er repent it, if it were done so. 
But were you banish’d for so small a fault ? 
VALENTINE. I was, and held me glad of such a 
doom. 32 
SECOND OUTLAW. Have you the tongues ? 
VALENTINE. My youthful travel therein made me 
happy; : 
Or else I often had been miserable. 
THIRD OUTLAW. By the bare scalp of Robin Hood’s 
fat friar, 36 
This fellow were a king for our wild faction ! 
First ouTLAW. We'll have him : Sirs, a word. 
SPEED. Master, be one of them ; 
It is an honourable kind of thievery. 40 
VALENTINE. Peace, villain ! 
SECOND ouTLAW. Tell us this: have you anything 
to take to ? 
VALENTINE. Nothing, but my fortune. 
THIRD OUTLAW. Know then, that some of us are 
gentlemen, 44 
Such as the fury of ungovern’d youth 
Thrust from the company of awful men : 
Myself was from Verona banished 
For practising to steal away a lady, 48 
An heir, and near allied unto the duke. 
SECOND ouTLAW. And I from Mantua, for a gentle- 
man, - 
Who, in my mood, I stabb’d unto the heart. 
FIRST OUTLAW. And I for such like petty crimes as 
these. 52 
But to the purpose ; for we cite our faults, 
That they may hold excus’d our lawless lives ; 
And, partly, seeing you are beautified 
With goodly shape, and by your own report 56 
A linguist, and a man of such perfection 
As we do in our quality much want— 
SECOND OUTLAW. Indeed, because you are a banish’d 
man, 
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you. 60 
Are you content to be our general ? 
To make a virtue of necessity 
And live, as we do, in this wilderness ? 
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THIRD OUTLAW. What say’st thou ? wilt thou be of 
our consort ? 64 
Say ‘ay’, and be the captain of us all: 
We'll do thee homage and be rul’d by thee, 
Love thee as our commander and our king. 
FIRST OUTLAW. But if thou scorn our courtesy, thou 
diest. 68 
SECOND ouTLAW. Thou shalt not live to brag what 
we have offer’d. 
VALENTINE. I take your offer and will live with you, 
Provided that you do no outrages 


On silly women, or poor passengers. 72 
THIRD OUTLAW. No; we detest such vile, base 
practices. 


Come, go with us; we'll bring thee to our crews, 
And show thee all the treasure we have got, 
Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose.  [Exeunt. 


Scene II.—Milan. The Court of the Duxe’s Palace. 
Enter PRorevs. 
PROTEUS. Already have I been false to Valentine, 

«and now I must be as unjust to Thurio. 

Under the colour of commending him, 

I have access my own love to prefer : 4 

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy, 

To be corrupted with my worthless gifts. 

When I protest true loyalty to her, 

She twits me with my falsehood to my friend ; 8 

When to her beauty I commend my vows, 

She bids me think how I have been forsworn 

In breaking faith with Julia whom I lovw’d : 

And notwithstanding all her sudden quips, 12 

The least whereof would quell a lover’s hope, 

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love, 

The more it grows, and fawneth on her still. 

But here comes Thurio: now must we to her window, 

And give some evening music to her ear. 17 


Enter TuHurio, and Musicians. 
THURIO. How now, Sir Proteus! are you crept 


before us ? 
PROTEUS. Ay, gentle Thurio; for you know that love 
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Will creep in service where it cannot go. 20 
THuRIO. Ay; but I hope, sir, that you love not here. 
PROTEUS. Sir, but I do; or else I would be hence. 
THuURIO. Who ? Silvia ¢ 
proteus. Ay, Silvia, for your sake. 24 
THURIO. 1 thank you for your own. Now, gentlemen, 

Let ’s tune, and to it lustily a while. 

Enter Host and Juiia behind. Jut14 in boy’s clothes. 
nost. Now, my young guest, methinks you're 

allycholly : I pray you, why is it ? 28 
juLia. Marry, mine host, because L cannot be 

merry. 

Host. Come, we'll have you merry. Ill bring you 
where you shall hear music and see the gentleman that 
you asked for. 33 

gyurmiA. But shall I hear him speak ? 

Host. Ay, that you shall. 

ygouia. That will be music. (Music plays 

Host. Hark! hark! 3T 

guia. Is he among these ? 

Host. Ay; but peace! let ’s hear ’em. 


SONG. 


Who is Silvia ? what is she 2 40 
That all our swains commend her ? 

Holy, fair, and wise is she ; 
The heaven such grace did lend her, 

That she might admired be. 44 


Is she kind as she is fair ? 

For beauty lives with kindness : 
Love doth to her eyes repair, 

To help him of his blindness ; 48 
And, being help’d, inhabits, there. 


Then to Silvia let us sing, 
That Silvia is excelling ; 
She excels each mortal thing 52 
Upon the dull earth dwelling ; 
To her let us garlands bring. 


_Host. How now! are you sadder than you were 
before? How do you, man? the music. likes you 
not. wi wauge =p ST 
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JULIA. You mistake; the musician likes me not. 

Host. Why, my pretty youth ? 

JULIA. He plays false, father. 60 

Host. How ? out of tune on the strings 2 

JULIA. Not so; but yet so false that he grieves my 
very heart-strings. 

HOST. You have a quick ear. 64 

JuLiA. Ay; I would I were deaf; it makes me have 
a slow heart. 

Host. I perceive you delight not in music. 

JULIA. Not a whit,—when it jars so. 68 

Host. Hark! what fine change is in the music ! 

Juuia. Ay, that change is the spite. 

HosT. You would have them always play but one 
thing ? 72 

JULIA. I would always have one play but one thing. 
But, host, doth this Sir Proteus that we talk on 
Often resort unto this gentlewoman ? 

Host. I will tell you what Launce, his man, told 
me: he lov’d her out of all nick. tie 

gutIA. Where is Launce ? 

Host. Gone to seek his dog; which, to-morrow, by 
his master’s command, he must carry for a present to 
his lady. 81 

JuLIA. Peace! stand aside: the company parts. 

pRoTEuS. Sir Thurio, fear not you: I will so plead 
That you shall say my cunning drift excels. 84 

THURIO. Where meet we ? 

PROTEUS. At Saint Gregory’s well. 

THURIO. Farewell. {Exeunt THur1o and Musicians, 


Enter Sitv1a above, at her window. 

pRoTEUS. Madam, good even to your ladyship. 88 

sinviA. I thank you for your music, gentlemen: 
Who is that that spake ? 

PROTEUS. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart’s truth, 
You would quickly learn to know him by his voice. 

sinvia. Sir Proteus, as I take it. 93 

proteus. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant. 

sttvia. What is your will ? 

PROTEUS. That I may compass yours. 

sizviA. You have your wish; my will is even this : 
That presently you hie you home to bed. 9T 
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Thou subtle, perjur’d, false; disloyal man ! 
Think’st thou I am so shallow, so conceitless, 
To be seduced by thy flattery, 100 
That hast deceiv’d so many with thy vows ? 
Return, return, and make thy love amends. 
For me, by this pale queen of night I swear, 
I am so far from granting thy request 104 
That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit, 
And by and by intend to chide myself 
Even for this time I spend in talking to thee. 107 
PROTEUS. I grant, sweet love, that I did love a lady; 
But she is dead. 
JULIA. [Aside] "Twere false, if I should speak it ; 
For I am sure she is not buried. 
sitvia. Say that she be; yet Valentine thy friend 
Survives ; to whom, thyself art witness 112 
I am betroth’d: and art thou not asham’d 
To wrong him with thy importunacy ? 
proteus. I likewise hear that Valentine is dead. 
sitviA. And so suppose am I; for in his grave, 116 
Assure thyself my love is buried. 
PROTEUS. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth. 
sILvIA. Go to thy lady’s grave and call hers thence ; 
Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine. 120 
JULIA. [Aside] He heard not that. 
PROTEUS. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate, 
Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love, 
The picture that is hanging in your chamber : 124 
To that Vll speak, to that Pll sigh and weep ; 
For since the substance of your perfect self 
Is else devoted, I am but a shadow, 


And to your shadow will I make true love. 128 
JULIA. [Aside] If ’twere a substance, you would, sure, 
deceive it, 


And make it but a shadow, as I am. 
siuvia. I am very loath to be your idol, sir ; 

But, since your falsehood shall become you well 132 
To worship shadows and adore false shapes, 
Send to me in the morning and [ll send it. 

And so, good rest. 

‘ PROTEUS. As wretches have o’er night 
That wait for execution in the morn. 136 
‘ [Exeunt PROTEUS, and SinyiA, above. 
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JuLIa. Host, will you go ? 

Host. By my halidom, I was fast asleep. 

JuLIA. Pray you, where lies Sir Proteus 2 

Host. Marry, at my house. Trust me, I think ’tis 


almost day. 141 
JULIA. Not so; but it hath been the longest night 
That e’er I watch’d and the most heaviest. [Exeunt. 


Scene II].—The Same. 
Enter Ectamour. 
EGLAMOUR. This is the hour that Madam Silvia 
Entreated me to call, and know her mind : 


There ’s some great matter she’d employ me in. 
Madam, Madam ! 


Enter Strv1a above, at her window. 

SILVIA. Who calls ? 

EGLAMOUR. Your servant, and your friend; 4 
One that attends your ladyship’s command. 

SILVIA. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good morrow. 

EGLAMOUR. As many, worthy lady, to yourself. 
According to your ladyship’s impose, 8 
I am thus early come to know what service 
It is your pleasure to command me in. 

sitvia. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman— 
Think not I flatter, for I swear I do not— 12 
Valiant, wise, remorseful, well-accomplish’d. 
Thou art not ignorant what dear good will 
I bear unto the banish’d Valentine, 
Nor how my father would enforce me marry 16 
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhors. 
Thyself hast lov’d; and I have heard thee say 
No grief did ever come so near thy heart 
As when thy lady and thy true love died, 70) 
Upon whose grave thou vow’dst pure chastity. 
Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine, 
To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode ; 
And, for the ways are dangerous to pass, 24 
I do desire thy worthy company, 
Upon whose faith and honour I repose. 
Urge not my father’s anger, Eglamour, 
But think upon my grief, a lady’s grief, 28 
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And on the justice of my flying hence, 

To keep me from a most unholy match, 

Which heaven and fortune still rewards with plagues. 

I do desire thee, even from a heart 32 

As full of sorrows as the sea of sands, 

To bear me company and go with me : 

Tf not, to hide what I have said to thee, 

That I may venture to depart alone. 36 
EGLAMOUR. Madam, I pity much your grievances ; 

Which since I know they virtuously are plac’d, 

I give consent to go along with you. 

Recking as little what betideth me 40 

As much I wish all good befortune you. 

When will you go ? 


SILVIA. This evening coming. 

EGLAMOUR. Where shall I meet you ? 

SILVIA. At Friar Patrick’s cell, 
Where I intend holy confession. 44 


EGLAMOUR. I will not fail your ladyship. 
Good morrow, gentle lady. 

SILVIA. Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour. 

[Exeunt severally. 
Scene IV.—The Same. 
Enter Launce with his dog. 

LAUNCE. When a man’s servant shall play the cur 
with him, look you, it goes hard; one that I brought 
up of a puppy; one that I saved from drowning, when 
three or four of his blind brothers and sisters went to 
it. I have taught him, even as one would say precisely, 
‘Thus would I teach a dog.’ I was sent to deliver him 
as a present to Mistress Silvia from my master, and 
I came no sooner into the dining-chamber but he steps 
me to her trencher and steals her capon’s leg. O! ’tis 
a foul thing when a cur cannot keep himself in all com- 
panies. I would have, as one should say, one that 
takes upon him to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, 
a dog at all things. If I had not had more wit than 
he, to take a fault upon me that he did, I think verily 
he had been hanged for ’t : sure as I live, he had suffered 
fort: you shall judge. He thrusts me himself into 
the company of three or four gentleman-like dogs under 
the duke’s table: he had not been there—bless the 
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mark—a pissing-while, but all the chamber smelt him: 
“Out with the dog!’ says one; ‘What cur is that ?”’ 
says another ; ‘Whip him out,’ says the third; ‘ Hang 
him up,’ says the duke. I, having been acquainted 
with the smell before, knew it was Crab, and goes me 
to the fellow that whips the dogs: ‘ Friend,’ quoth I, 
“you mean to whip the dog?’ ‘Ay, marry, do J,’ 
quoth he. ‘You do him the more wrong,’ quoth I; 
‘*twas I did the thing you wot of.’ He makes me no 
more ado, but whips me out of the chamber. How 
many masters would do this for his servant? Nay, 
Dll be sworn, I have sat in the stocks for puddings he 
hath stolen, otherwise he had been executed; I have 
stood on the pillory for geese he hath killed, otherwise 
he had suffered for ’t; thou thinkest not of this now. 
Nay, I remember the trick you served me when I took 
my leave of Madam Silvia: did not I bid thee still 
mark me and do as I do? When didst thou see me 
heave up my leg and make water against a gentle- 
woman’s farthingale ? Didst thou ever see me do such 
a trick ? 
Enter Prorgus, and Juiia in boy’s clothes. 

PROTEUS. Sebastian is thy name? I like thee well 40 
And will employ thee in some service presently. 

JuLIA. In what you please: I will do what I can. 

PROTEUS. I hope thou wilt. [ToLavyce.] How now, 

you whoreson peasant ! 

Where have you been these two days loitering ? 44 

LAUNCE. Marry, sir, I carried Mistress Silvia the dog 
you bade me. 

PROTEUS. And what. says she to my little jewel ? 

LAUNCE. Marry, she says, your dog was a cur, and 
tells you, currish thanks is good enough for such a 
present. 50 

PROTEUS. But she received my dog ? 

LAUNCE. No, indeed, did she not: here have I 
brought him back again. 53 

PROTEUS. What! didst thou offer her this from me ? 

LAUNCE. Ay, sir: the other squirrel was stolen from 
me by the hangman boys in the market-place ; and then 
T offered her mine own, who is a dog as big as ten of yours, 
and therefore the gift the greater. 58 

PROTEUS. Go, get thee hence, and find my dog again, 


124 TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA [act Iv 


Or ne’er return again into my sight. 60 
Away, I say! Stay’st thou to vex me here ¢ 
A slave that still an end turns me to shame. [Exit Lavncz. 
Sebastian, I have entertained thee 
Partly, that I have need of such a youth, 64 
That can with some discretion do my business, 
For ’t is no trusting to yond foolish lout ; 
But chiefly for thy face and thy behaviour, 
Which, if my augury deceive me not, 68 
Witness good bringing up, fortune, and truth : 
Therefore, know thou, for this I entertain thee. 
Go presently, and take this ring with thee. 
Deliver it to Madam Silvia : 12 
Shelov’d me well deliver’d it to me. 

JuLIA. It seems, you lov’d not her, to leave her token. 
She ’s dead, belike ? 


PROTEUS. Not so: I think, she lives. 

guuia. Alas! 76 
PROTEUS. Why dost thou ery ‘alas’ ? 

JULIA. I cannot choose 


But pity her. 

PROTEUS. Wherefore should’st thou pity her ? 

guia. Because methinks that she lov’d you as well 
As you do love your lady Silvia. 80 
She dreams on him that has forgot her love ; 
You dote on her, that cares not for your love. 
Tis pity, love should be so contrary ; 


And thinking on it makes me cry, ‘alas!’ 84 
PROTEUS. Well, well, give her that ring and there- 
withal 


This letter: that ’s her chamber. Tell my lady 

I claim the promise for her heavenly picture. 

Your message done, hie home unto my chamber, 88 

Where thou shalt find me sad and solitary. [Exit. 
JULIA. How many women would do such a message ? 

Alas, poor Proteus! thou hast entertain’d 

A fox to be the shepherd of thy lambs. 92 

Alas, poor fool! why do I pity him 

That with his very heart despiseth me ? 

Because he loves her, he despiseth me ; 

Because I love him, I must pity him. 96 

This ring I gave him when he parted from me, 

To bind him to remember my good will ; 
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And now am I—unhappy messenger— 

To plead for that which I would not obtain, 100 
To carry that which I would have refus’d, 

To praise his faith which I would have disprais’d. 

I am my master’s true-confirmed love, 

But cannot be true servant to my master, 104 
Unless I prove false traitor to myself. 

Yet will I woo for him; but yet so coldly 

As heaven it knows, I would not have him speed. 


Enter Sriyia, attended. 
Gentlewoman, good day! I pray you, be my mean 

To bring me where to speak with Madam Silvia. 109 
sitvia. What would you with her, if that I be she ? 
Jutta. If you be she, I do entreat your patience 

To hear me speak the message I am sent on. 112 
sILviA. From whom ? 

JULIA. From my master, Sir Proteus, madam. 
sttv1A. QO! he sends you for a picture ? 
guua. Ay, madam. 116 
sttv1A. Ursula, bring my picture there. 

[A picture brought. 

Go, give your master this: tell him from me, 

One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget, 

Would better fit his chamber than this shadow. 120 
gutiA. Madam, please you peruse this letter.— 

Pardon me, madam, I have unadvis’d 

Delivered you a paper that I should not : 

This is the letter to your ladyship. 124 
sitvia. I pray thee, let me look on that again. 
gutta. It may not be: good madam, pardon me. 
sInv1A. ‘There, hold. 

I will not look upon your master’s lines : 128 

I know, they are stuff’'d with protestations 

And full of new-found oaths, which he will break 

As easily as I do tear his paper. 
guia. Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring. 132 
sitviA. The more shame for him that he sends it me ; 

For, I have heard him say a thousand times, 

His Julia gave it him at his departure. __ 

Though his false finger have profan’d the ring, 136 

Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong. 
guia. She thanks you. 
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sILvIA. What say’st thou ? 
yuuia. I thank you, madam, that you tender her. 140 
Poor gentlewoman! my master wrongs her much. 
sIviA. Dost thou know her 4 
gutta. Almost as well as Ido know myself : 
To think upon her woes, I do protest 144 
That I have wept a hundred several times. 
SILVIA. Belike, she thinks, that Proteus hath forsook 
her. 
guia. Ithinkshe doth,and that’s her cause of sorrow. 
sinviA. Is she not passing fair ? 148 
guLtia. She hath been fairer, madam, than she is. 
When she did think my master lov’d her well, 
She} in my judgment, was as fair as you ; 
But since she did neglect her looking-glass 152 
And threw her sun-expelling mask away, 
The air hath starv’d the roses in her cheeks 
And pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face, 
That now she is become as black as I. 156 
stuviA. How tall was she ? 
yJuuia. About my stature; for, at Pentecost, 
When all our pageants of delight were play’d, 
Our youth got me to play the woman’s part, 160 
And I was trimm’d in Madam Julia’s gown, 
Which served me as fit, by all men’s judgments, 
As if the garment had been made for me : 
Therefore | know she is about my height. 164 
And at that time I made her weep agood ; 
For I did play a lamentable part. 
Madam, ’twas Ariadne passioning 
For Theseus’ perjury and unjust flight ; 168 
Which I so lively acted with my tears 
That my poor mistress, mov’d therewithal 
Wept bitterly, and would I might be dead 
If 1 in thought felt not her very sorrow ! 172 
sItv1a. She is beholding to thee, gentle youth.— 
Alas, poor lady, desolate and left ! 
I weep myself to think upon thy words. 
Here, youth, there is my purse : I give thee this 176 
For thy sweet mistress’ sake, because thou lov’st her. 
Farewell. 
guna. And she shall thank you for ’t, if e’er you 
know her.— - [Exit Sizvr; with Attendants. 
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A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful. 180 
I hope my master’s suit will be but cold, 

Since she respects my mistress’ love so much. 

Alas, how love can trifle with itself ! ) 

Here is her picture : let me see ; I think, 184 
If I had such a tire, this face of mine 

Were full as lovely as is this of hers ; 

And yet the painter flatter’d her a little, 

Unless I flatter with myself too much. 188 
Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow : 

If that be all the difference in his love 

Pll get me such a colour’d periwig. 

Her eyes are grey as glass, and so are mine: 192 
Ay, but her forehead ’s low, and mine’s as high. 

What should it be that he respects in her 

But I can make respective in myself, 

If this fond Love were not a blinded god ? 196 
Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up, 

For ’tis thy rival. O thou senseless form ! 

Thou shalt be worshipp’d, kiss’d, lov’d, and ador’d, 
And, were there sense in his idolatry, 200 
My substance should be statue in thy stead. 

Ill use thee kindly for thy mistress’ sake, 

That us’d me so; or else, by Jove I vow, 


I should have seratch’d out your unseeing eyes, 204 
To make my master out of love with thee. (Exit. 
ACT V. 


Scene I.—Milan. An Abbey. 
Enter Earamour. 
EGLAMOUR. ‘The sun begins to gild the western sky, 
And now it is about the very hour 
That Silvia at Friar Patrick’s cell should meet me. 
She will not fail; for lovers break not hours, 4 
Unless it be to come before their time, 
So much they spur their expedition. 


See, where she comes. 
Enter SILvia. 


Lady, a happy evening ! 
sitviA. Amen, amen! go on, good Eglamour, 3 
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Out at the postern by the abbey-wall. 
I fear I am attended by some spies. 
EGLAMOUR. Fear not: the forest is not three leagues 
off ; 
Tf we recover that, we’re sure enough. [Exeunt. 


Scene Il.—The Same. A Room in the Duxe’s Palace. 
Enter Tuurio, Proteus, and JULta. 
THURIO. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my suit ? 
proteus. O, sir, I find her milder than she was ; 
And yet she takes exceptions at your person. 
THURIO. What! that my leg is too long ? 4 
proteus. No, that it is too little. 
THURIO. I'll weara boot to make it somewhat rounder. 
JULIA. [Aside] But love will not be spurr’d to what it 
loathes. 
THURIO. What says she to my face ? 8 
PROTEUS. She says it is a fair one. 
THURIO. Nay then, the wanton lies; my face is black. 
PROTEUS. But pearls are fair, and the old saying is, 


‘Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies’ eyes.’ 12 
JULIA. [Aside] "Tis true, such pearls as put out ladies’ 
eyes ; 


For I had rather wink than look on them. 
THURIO. How likes she my discourse ? 
proteus. Ill, when you talk of war. 16 
THURIO. But well, when I discourse of love and peace ? 
JULIA. [Aside] But better, indeed, when you hold your 


peace. 

THURIO. What says she to my valour ? 

PROTEUS. O, sir, she makes no doubt of that. 20 

JULIA. [Aside] She needs not, when she knows it 
cowardice. 


THURIO. What says she to my birth ? 

PROTEUS. That you are well deriv’d. 

JULIA. [Aside] True; from a gentleman toa fool. 24 
THURIO. Considers she my possessions ? 

proreus. O, ay; and pities them. 

THURIO. Wherefore ? 

JULIA. [Aside] That such an ass should owe them. 28 
PROTEUS. That they are out by lease. 

guia. Here comes the duke. 
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Enter DuKE. 
DUKE. How now, Sir Proteus! how now, Thurio ! 


Which of you saw Sir Eglamour of late ? 32 
THURIO. Not I. 
PROTEUS. Nor I. 
DUKE. Saw you my daughter ? 
PROTEUS. Neither. 


DUKE. Why then, 
She ’s fled unto that peasant Valentine, 
And Eglamour is in her company. 36 
Tis trae ° for Friar Laurence met them both, 
As he in penance wander’d through the forest ; 
Him he knew well, and guess’d that it was she, 
But, being mask’d, he was not sure of it ; 40 
Besides, she did intend confession 
At Patrick’s cell this even, and there she was not. 
These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therefore, | pray you, stand not to discourse, 44 
But mount you presently and meet with me 
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot, 
That leads towards Mantua, whither they are fled. 


Dispatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. [Exit. 
THURIO. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl, 

That flies her fortune when it follows her. 50 

Tl after, more to be reyeng’d on Eglamour 

Than for the love of reckless Silvia. (Exit. 
proteus. And I will follow, more for Silvia’s love 

Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. [Exit. 
gutta. And I will follow, more to cross that love 

Than hate for Silvia that is gone for love. [Exit. 


Scpenz III.—Frontiers of Mantua. The Forest. 
Enter Outlaws with Srvia. 
FIRST OUTLAW. Come, come, 
Be patient ; we must bring you to our captain. 
stnv1a. A thousand more mischances than this one 
Have learn’d me how to brook this patiently. 4 
SECOND OUTLAW. Come, bring her away. 
FIRST OUTLAW. Where is the gentleman that was 
with her ? 
THIRD OUTLAW. Being nimble-footed,. he hath out- 
run us ; 
SH. I F 
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But Moyses and Valerius follow him. 8 
Go thou with her to the west end of the wood ; 
There is our captain. We'll follow him that’s fled : 
The thicket is beset ; he cannot ’scape. 
[Exeunt all except the First Outlaw and SiLvia. 
FIRST OUTLAW. Come, I must bring you to our cap- 
tain’s cave. 12 
Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind, 
And will not use a woman lawlessly. 
sitvia. O Valentine! this I endure for thee. [Exeunt. 


Scene 1V.—Another Part of the Forest. 


= Enter VALENTINE. 

VALENTINE. How use doth breed a habit in a man! 

This shadowy desart, unfrequented woods, 

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns. 

Here can I sit alone, unseen of any, 4 

And to the nightingale’s complaining notes 

Tune my distresses and record my woes. 

O thou that dost mhabit in my breast, 

Leave not the mansion so long tenantless, 8 

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall 

And leave no memory of what it was! 

Repair me with thy presence, Silvia ! 

Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain ! [Noise within. 

What halloing and what stir is this to-day ? 13 

These are my mates, that make their wills their law, 

Have some unhappy passenger in chase. 

They love me well ; yet I have much to do 16 

To keep them from uncivil outrages. 

Withdraw thee, Valentine : who’s this comes here ? 

[Steps aside. 

Enter Proteus, Stzvia, and JuLtia. 

PROTEUS. Madam, this service I have done for you— 
Though you respect not aught your servant doth— 20 
To hazard life and rescue you from him 
That would have fore’d your honour and your love. 
Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look ; 

A smaller boon than this I cannot beg, 24 
And less than this, | am sure, you cannot give. 

fo aie [Aside-) How like a dream is this I see and 

ear ! 
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Love, lend me patience to forbear awhile. 
SILVIA. O, miserable, unhappy that I am ! 28 
proteus. Unhappy were you, madam, ere I came ; 
But by my coming I have made you happy. 
sttyia. By thy approach thou mak’st me most un- 
happy. 
JULIA. [Aside] And me, when he approacheth to your 
presence. 32 
sitvia. Had I been seized by a hungry lion, 
I would have been a breakfast to the beast, 
Rather than have false Proteus rescue me. 
O! heaven be judge how I love Valentine, 36 
Whose life ’s as tender to me as my soul, 
And full as much—for more there cannot be— 
I do detest false perjur’d Proteus. 


Therefore be gone, solicit me no more. 40 
PROTEUS. What dangerous action, stood it next to 
death, 


Would I not undergo for one calm look ! 

O, ‘tis the curse in love, and still approv’d, 

When women cannot love where they’re below’d ! 44 
sinviA. When Proteus cannot love where he’s 

belov’d. 

Read over Julia’s heart, thy first best love, 

For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy faith 

Into a thousand oaths; and all those oaths 48 

Descended into perjury to love me. 

Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou’dst two, 

And that ’s far worse than none: better have none 


Than plural faith which is too much by one. 52 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend ! 

PROTEUS. In love 
Who respects friend ? 

SILVIA. All men but Proteus. 

PROTEUS. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder form, ~ 56 


Tl woo you like a soldier, at arms’ end, 
And love you ’gainst the nature of love,—force ye. 
SILVIA. O heaven ! 
PROTEUS. I'll force thee yield to my desire. 
VALENTINE. [Coming forward.) Ruffian, let go that rude 
uncivil touch ; 60 
Thou friend of an ill fashion! . 
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PROTEUS. : Valentine ! 
VALENTINE. Thou common friend, that’s without faith 
or love— 


For such is a friend now—treacherous man ! 

Thou hast beguil’d my hopes: nought but mine eye 64 

Could have persuaded me. Now I dare not say 

I have one friend alive : thou wouldst disprove me. 

Who should be trusted now, when one’s right hand 

Is perjur’d to the bosom ? Proteus, 68 

I am sorry I must never trust thee more, 

But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 

The private wound is deep’st. O time most curst ! 
’Mongst all foes that a friend should be the worst ! 12 
“proteus. My shame and guilt confound me. 

Forgive me, Valentine. If hearty sorrow 

Be a sufficient ransom for offence, 


I tender ’t here: I do as truly suffer 76 
As e’er I did commit. 
VALENTINE. Then, I am paid ; 


And once again I do receive thee honest. 
Who by repentance is not satisfied 
Is nor of heaven, nor earth ; for these are pleas’d. 80 
By penitence the Eternal’s wrath ’s appeas’d : 
And, that my love may appear plain and free, 
All that was mine in Silvia I give thee. 
Junta. O me unhappy ! [Swoons. 
PROTEUS. Look to the boy. 85 
VALENTINE. Why, boy! why, wag! how now! 
what ’s the matter ? 
Look up; speak. 
JULIA. O good sir, my master charg’d me 88 
To deliver a ring to Madam Silvia, 
Which out of my neglect was never done. 
PROTEUS. Where is that ring, boy ? 
JULIA. Here ‘tis: this is it. [Gives ating. 
PROTEUS. How! let me see. 92 
Why this is the ring I gave to Julia. 
JULIA. O, cry you mercy, sir; I have mistook : 
This is the ring you sent to Silvia. [Shows another ring. 
PROTEUS. But how cam’st thou by this ring ? 96 
At my depart I gave this unto Julia. 
Juuia. And Julia herself did give it me ; 
And Julia herself hath brought it hither. 
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PROTEUS. How! Julia! 100 
gutta. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths, 
And entertain’d them deeply in her heart : 
How oft hast thou with perjury cleft the root ! 
O Proteus! let this habit make thee blush. 104 
Be thou asham’d that I have took upon me 
Such an immodest raiment ; if shame live 
In a disguise of love. 
It is the lesser blot, modesty finds, 108 
Women to change their shapes than men their minds. 
PROTEUS. Than men their minds! ’tis true. O 
heaven ! were man 
But constant, he were perfect : that one error 
Fills him with faults ; makes him run through all the sins : 
Inconstancy falls off ere it begins. 113 
What is in Silvia’s face, but I may spy 
More fresh in Julia’s with a constant eye ? 
VALENTINE. Come, come, a hand from either. 116 
Let me be blest to make this happy close : 
*T were pity two such friends should be long foes. 
PROTEUS. Bear witness, heaven, | have my wish, for 
ever. 
Jutia. And I mine. 120 


Enter Outlaws with DuKe and THuRIO. 
ouTLAW. A prize! a prize! a prize! 
VALENTINE. Forbear, forbear, I say; it is my lord 
the duke. 
Your Grace is welcome to a man disgrac’d, 
Banished Valentine. 
DUKE. Sir Valentine ! 124 
THURIO. Yonder is Silvia; and Silvia ’s mine. 
VALENTINE. Thurio, give back, or else embrace thy 
death ; 
Come not within the measure of my wrath ; 
Do not name Silvia thine ; if once again, 128 
Verona shall not hold thee. Here she stands ; 
Take but possession of her with a touch ; 
I dare thee but to breathe upon my love. 
THURIO. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I. 132 
T hold him but a fool that will endanger 
His body for a girl that loves him not : 
I claim her not, and therefore she is thine. 
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DUKE. The more degenerate and base art thou, 136 
To make such means for her as thou hast done, 

And leave her on such slight conditions. 

Now, by the honour of my ancestry, 

I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, 140 

And think thee worthy of an empress’ love. 

Know then, I here forget all former griefs, 

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again, 

Plead a new state in thy unrivall’d merit, 144 

To which I thus subscribe: Sir Valentine, 

Thou art a gentleman and well deriv d ; 

Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserv’d her. 
VALENTINE. I thank your Grace; the gift hath made 

me happy. 148 

I now beseech you, for your daughter’s sake, 

To grant one boon that I shall ask of you. 

DUKE. I grant it, for thine own, whate’er it be. 

VALENTINE. These banish’d men, that I have kept 

withal, 152 

Are men endu’d with worthy qualities : 

Forgive them what they have committed here, 

And let them be recall’d from their exile. 

They are reformed, civil, full of good, 156 

And fit for great employment, worthy lord. 

DUKE. Thou hast prevail’d; I pardon them, and thee: 
Dispose of them as thou know’st their deserts. 

Come, let us go: we will include all jars 160 

With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity. 

VALENTINE. And as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With our discourse to make your Grace to smile. 

What think you of this page, my lord ? 164 
DUKE. I think the boy hath grace in him : he blushes. 
VALENTINE. I warrant you, my lord, more grace 

than boy. 

DUKE. What mean you by that saying ? 

VALENTINE. Please you, I'll tell you as we pass along, 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned. 169 
Come, Proteus; ’tis your penance, but to hear 
The story of your loves discovered : 

That done, our day of marriage shall be yours ; 172 

One feast, one house, one mutual happiness. [Exeunt. 
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INTRODUCTION 


In 1602 was published a quarto edition of the 
Merry Wives, very much shorter than the play which 
appeared in the first folio (1623), and differing from it in 
many other particulars. Some critics have supposed that 
the text of 1602 represents imperfectly a first version 
of the play, which was afterwards recast as we find it 
in the text given by Shakespeare’s fellows, Heminge 
and Condell. The weight of authority, however, now 
inclines to the opinion that the earlier text is a mangled 
and imperfect rendering of the play as we are familiar 
with it; that we have here a pirated edition made up 
from notes taken in shorthand at the theatre, or from 
copy supplied by an actor, possibly the Host, with gaps 
filled in by another hand than that of the author. It 
can hardly be questioned, however, that certain altera- 
tions were made in the text, that the quarto sometimes 
represents more truly than the folio text what Shake- 
speare had originally written, and that certain omissions 
were made, probably for the purposes of acting, in the 
folio version, which at least to some slight extent can be 
supplied from the quarto. Mr. Greg argues that the 
play has not come down to us in its original shape, but 
in a revision shortly antedating the appearance of the 
first quarto. 

The date at which the Merry Wives was written 
cannot be determined with certainty, but there are good 
reasons for assigning it to the year 1598 or 1599. It is 
linked, of course, to the historical plays in which Falstaff 
appears in person or through narration, King Henry IV 
and King Henry V, and there can be little doubt that 
1599 is the date of the latter of these. Whether our play 
was written immediately after the second part of 
Henry 1V or immediately after Henry V we cannot be 
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sure ; nor indeed, except for those who are concerned 
about insoluble questions, does the answer to such a 
question as this greatly matter. Let us agree with those 
eritics who hold that it followed the second part of 
Henry IV and was hastily written in 1598, and let us not 
quarrel with those who place it a year later. 

The tradition that the Merry Wives was commanded 
by Queen Elizabeth, who desired to see Falstaff in love, 
and that Shakespeare accomplished his task in fourteen 
days, cannot be traced backwards beyond the years 
1702-9 ; but it may have descended through Davenant 
and Dryden to Dennis, Gildon, and Rowe, or may have 
been heard in Warwickshire by Betterton, in his wander- 
ings to gather information concerning Shakespeare. 
There is another tradition, which has a certain bearing 
on the date of the play, that which represents Sir Thomas 
Lucey as having treated the youthful Shakespeare with 
severity for having loved his bucks and does not wisely 
but too well. Here Justice Shallow is indignant with 
Falstaff for his audacities as a poacher. Shallow has no 
resemblance to the veritable Sir Thomas Lucy ; but the 
jest suggested by Shallow’s coat of arms—the white 
luces which Evans transforms to louses—may be a shaft 
flung more in sport than vengeance by Shakespeare at 
his early pursuer. Now this jest might pass well in 1598 
or 1599, but not in the second half of the following year, 
for then Sir Thomas was dead. 

The special characteristic of the play, as it stands 
among Shakespeare’s comedies, is that the scene and 
the persons are English; but the misadventures of 
Falstaff are in part suggested by the novella writers 
of Italy. It is not possible here to trace all the variants 
of the story in which a man professes love to two or 
three women and is beguiled by them. The Italian 
Straparola told such a tale (the suggestion for which 
he had found in Giovanni Fiorentino’s Jl Pecorone) 
in his Z'redici Praccevoli Notti, and this was translated 
into English in Painter’s Palace of Pleasure (i. 49). 
But here the aspirant lover is not a greybeard like 
Falstaff; he is a young student of Bologna, and in the 
end he has his revenge upon the three ladies who 
beguiled him. A story in which the lover confides his 
adventures and misadventures to the jealous husband, 
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as Falstaff does to Ford, is found in Jl Pecorone, and 
he is on one occasion hidden under a heap of clothes 
just come from the tub. The tale, with variations, is 
substantially repeated in Straparola’s Piaccevoli Nott 
(Iv. iv), and an English version of this form of the tale 
appeared at a date earlier by several years than Shake- 
speare’s play in Tarlton’s News out of Purgatorie. 
For the story of Anne Page and her three suitors some 
hints may have been derived from an old play—but 
unfortunately a play of umnascertained date—Wily 
Beguiled. The fairy scene, which redeems the Merry 
Wives from being wholly bourgeois and prosaic, is of 
Shakespeare’s own devising, with perhaps a recollection 
of the pinching of Corsites by fairies in Lyly’s Endymion. 

A visit of the prospective Duke of Wiirtemberg—then 
only Count Miimpelgart—to Windsor in 1592 gave the 
suggestion for the passage (IV. v) in which the Host of 
the Garter Inn is alarmed by the report—probably 
a hoax—that three ‘cozen-germans’, or as the quarto 
has it, ‘ cosen-garmombles, have made away with his 
horses. ‘Garmombles’ is an obvious turn given to the 
name Miimpelgart. The Count had received an order 
from the Court for post-horses, for which he was to pay 
nothing. As Duke he sought, in 1595, to obtain the 
Order of the Garter. His name would be well remem- 
bered at Windsor, and accordingly the allusion by no 
means implies that the date of the play is 1592. The 
order for horses printed in English is given in the 
second edition (1603) of the German record of this 
distinguished visitor's travels, composed by his secretary. 
It lies before me as I write. 

It is evident that Shakespeare—encouraged by the 
royal command—wrote the Merry Wives with spirit. 
Every scene gives proof of this. But he was not 
persuaded to exhibit Falstaff in love; he does not in 
fact exhibit his original Falstaff at all. The charac- 
teristic of his great humorous creation in the historical 
plays is that, however clearly detected and exposed, 
Falstaff saves himself with incomparable buoyancy, 
and is unsubduable ; but here he is the fatuous victim 
of two women, is subjected to physical outrage, and 
never for a moment is victorious through his readi- 
ness and his wit. And as for love, he is incapable of 
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loving anything except his own ease and self-interest ; 
the purses of Mrs. Page and Mrs. Ford are dearer to him 
than their hearts or their persons. Except for a mere 
external likeness we cannot identify the Falstaff of 
the Merry Wives with the fat knight of the historical 
plays. The farcical comedy would have run as merrily 
if the gulled hero, who is no hero, had borne any other 
name than that of Falstaff. Nor can we identify the 
Mrs. Quickly of the Merry Wives with the hostess of 
the Eastcheap Tavern. She is an excellent comedy 
figure, but she is a new one. 

We may regard the play in either of two ways. If 
we view it as an offshoot of the historical plays, we can 
only deplore the necessity under which Shakespeare 
lay of degrading his hero. But we may consider its 
merits as those of a substantially independent bourgeois 
comedy, for which hints were derived from King 
Henry IV, and then we can appreciate its rough merri- 
ment, its character of English realism, its familiar prose, 
so suitable to that realism, and the local colour of the 
Windsor scene. In that cheap fun derived from 
murdering the King’s English by the Welsh school- 
master and the French doctor it has something in 
common with King Henry V. Bardolph and Pistol 
supply the kind of diversion that was expected of them. 
Shallow is not the genial Shallow of the second part of 
Henry IV, but we have to thank him for his cousin 
Slender. Except Falstaff himself, no character in the 
Merry Wives has been more popular than this most 
incompetent of lovers. He hovers delightfully on the 
brink of nonentity, and needs the promptings of Shallow 
or the wise suggestions of his Book of Riddles to give 
him his full substance and force. We require no clown 
in this piece, for we have something more exquisite in 
the youth whom Anne cannot but surmise to be a fool, 
and who, when he has grown some years older, may 
walk arm-in-arm in our fancy with Sir Andrew Aguecheek. 

Let us then forget for a while the charm of Shake- 
speare’s romantic comedies, let us even forget his highest 
humour, which deals with the deeper incongruities of 
human nature and human life, and view the play with 
its broad effects of rough-and-tumble mirth as genially 
as we are able. Let us leave ill-temper to Master 
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Ford, and enjoy as frankly as in all probability did 
the Virgin Queen the triumphs of womanhood over 
the arts of a mercenary adventurer who assumes 
the name and the person of Sir Jolin, the immortal 
humorist. The victories are not all at his cost. 
Honest Master Page and his buxom wife are beguiled 
by that bright piece of English girlhood, sweet Anne 
Page. Sir Hugh Evans, lord of his grammar-school, 
is befooled by his terrors of the duel. Dr. Caius is 
mocked as a Frenchman on English soil of course ought 
to be. Mine Host of the Garter is not so wise as to guess 
that his horses never have in fact been stolen. Ford is 
for a time cheated out of his cherished jealousy. Slender 
finds that by his ingenious ‘mumbudget’ he has won 
a great lubberly boy. Sir John has his companions in 
misfortune, and ought to be able to smile at his past 
Sorrows. 
‘Good husband,’ cries Mrs. Page, 


“let us every one go home 
And laugh this sport o'er by a country fire ; 
Sir John and all.’ 


And meanwhile we are breathing the fresh English 
air. ‘We have,’ wrote Cowden Clarke, ‘the meeting 
of Shallow and Slender and Page in the streets of 
Windsor, who saunter on, chatting of the “fallow 
greyhound ”’, and of his being “ outrun at Cotsall” ... 
Anne brings wine out of doors to them; though her 
father, with the genuine feeling of old English hospi- 
tality, presses them to come into his house, and enjoy it 
“with a hot venison pasty to dinner”. And she after- 
wards comes out into the garden to bid Master Slender 
to table, where, we may imagine, he has been lounging 
about in the hope of the fresh air relieving his sheepish 
embarrassment. ... We hear of her being at a “ farm- 
house a-feasting”; and we have Mrs. Page leading 
her little boy William to school; and Sir Hugh Evans 
sees people coming “from Frogmore over the stile” 
this way; and. we find that Master Ford “is this. 
morning gone a-birding’’’ It is in the same genial 
spirit that Hartley Coleridge criticizes the play : “The 
merry wives are a delightful pair. Methinks I see 
them, with their comely middle-aged visages, their full 
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farthingales, their neat though not over-slim waists, 
their housewifely keys, their girdles, their sly laughing 
looks, their apple-red cheeks, their brows, the lines 
whereon look more like the work of mirth than years. 
And sweet Anne Page—she is a pretty little creature, 
whom one would like to take on one’s knee. And poor 
Slender, how pathetically he fancies himself into love ; 
how tearfully laughable he is in his disappointment, . . . 
how delightful is his valour! How finely he sets forth 
his achievement to pretty Anne !—‘‘I have seen Sacker- 
son loose.’ Othello could not brag more amorously.’ 

It is—with a full recognition of the fact that here we 
have almost farce and not romantic comedy—in this 
spirit that the play should be criticized. 

The duration of the action has caused much casting 
about of brains. A reader concerned about a matter 
in which Shakespeare was a juggler, who was satisfied 
if he begu’led his spectators into belief, may be advised 
to consult Mr. Daniel’s Time-analysis of Shakespeare’s 
plays in the New Shakspere Society’s publications, to- 
gether with the comments and corrections of this in 
H. B. Wheatley’s edition of J. F. Stanford’s notes on 
the play (1886) and those in the ‘ First Folio Edition’ 
of Charlotte Porter and Helen A. Clarke (New York). 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Siz JOHN FALstaFr. 
FENTON, a young Gentleman. 
SHALLOW, a Country Justice. 
SLENDER, Cousin to Shallow. 
Forp, 
PAGE, 
WILLIAM PaGE, a Boy, Son to Page. 

Sir Hucu Evans, a Welsh Parson. 

Docror Catus, a French Physician. 

Host of the Garter Inn. 

BARDOLPH, PistoL, NyM, Followers of Falstaff. 
Rosin, Page to Falstaff. 

SIMPLE, Servant to Slender. 

Ruapy, Servant to Doctor Caius. 


two Gentlemen dwelling at Windscr. 


Mistress Forp. 

MisTRESsS PacE. 

ANNE Pacs, her Daughter, in love with Fenton. 
Mistress QuicKLy, Servant to Doctor Caius. 
Servants to Page, Ford, &c. 


Scenge.—-Windsor; and the Neighbourhood. 


THE MERRY WIVES OF 
WINDSOR 


ACT I. 


Scene I.—Windsor. Before Pacr’s House. 
Enter Justice SHALLOW, SLENDER, and Sir Hucs Evans. 

SHALLOW. Sir Hugh, persuade me not; I will make 
a Star-chamber matter of it; if he were twenty Sir 
John Falstaffs he shall not abuse Robert Shallow, 
esquire. 4 

SLENDER. In the county of Gloster, justice of peace, 
and ‘ coram’. 

SHALLOW. Ay, cousin Slender, and ‘ cust-alorum ’. 

SLENDER. Ay, and ‘rato-lorum’ too; and a gentle- 
man born, Master Parson; who writes himself ‘ armi- 
gero’ in any bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation,— 
‘ armigero.’ 11 

SHALLOW. Ay, that I do; and have done any time 
these three hundred years. 

SLENDER. All his successors gone before him hath 
done ’t; and all his ancestors that come after him 
may: they may give the dozen white luces in their 
coat. 17 

SHALLOW. It is an old coat. 

EVANS. The dozen white louses do become an old 
coat well; it agrees well, passant ; it is a familiar beast 
to man, and signifies love. 21 

SHALLOW. ‘The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt fish is 
an old coat. 

SLENDER. I may quarter, coz ? 24 

SHALLOW. You may, by marrying. 

EVANS. It is marring indeed, if he quarter it. 

SHALLOW. Not a whit. 

EVANS. Yes, py ’r lady; if he has a quarter of your 
coat, there is but three skirts for yourself, in my simple 
conjectures’: but that is all one. If Sir John Falstaff 
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have committed disparagements unto you, I am of the 
Church, and will be glad to do my benevolence to 
make atonements and compremises between you. 33 

SHALLOW. The Council shall hear it; it is a riot. 

EVANS. i+ is not meet the Council hear a riot; 
there is no fear of Got in a riot. The Council, look 
you, shall desire to hear the fear of Got, and not to 
hear a riot ; take your vizaments in that. 

SHALLOW. Ha! o’ my life, if 1 were young again, 
the sword should end it. 40 

EVANS. It is petter that friends is the sword, and 
end it; and there is also another device in my prain, 
which, peradventure, prings goot discretions with it. 
There is Anne Page, which is daughter to Master Thomas 
Page, which is pretty virginity. 45 

SLENDER. Mistress Anne Page? She has brown 
hair, and speaks small like a woman. 

BVANS. It is that fery person for all the orld, as 
just as you will desire; and seven hundred pounds of 
moneys, and gold and silver, is her grandsire, upon his 
death’s-bed,—Got deliver to a joyful resurrections !— 
give, when she is able to overtake seventeen years old. 
It were a goot motion if we leave our pribbles and 
prabbles, and desire a marriage between Master Abraham 
and Mistress Anne Page. 55 

sHALLOW. Did her grandsire leave her seven hundred 
pound ? 

EVANS. Ay, and her father is make her a petter 
penny. 59 

SHALLOW. I know the young gentlewoman; she has 
good gifts. 

EVANS. Seven hundred pounds and _ possibilities is 
goot gifts. 63 

SHALLOW. Well, let us see honest Master Page. Is 
Falstaff there ? 

EVANS. Shall I tell you a lie? I do despise a liar 
as I do despise one that is false; or as I despise one 
that is not true. The knight, Sir John, is there; and, 
1 beseech you, be ruled by your well-willers. I will 
peat the door for Master Page. [Knocks.] What, hoa! 
Got pless your house here ! 

PAGE. [Within.) Who’s there 2 72 

EVANS. Here is Got’s plessing, and your friend, and 
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Justice Shallow; and here young Master Slender, that 
peradventures shall tell you another tale, if matters 
grow to your likings. 76 


Enter Pace. 

PAGE. Iam glad to see your worships well. I thank 
you for my venison, Master Shallow. 

SHALLOW. Master Page, I am glad to see you: much 
good do it your good heart! I wished your venison 
better; it was ill killed. How doth good Mistress 
Page ?—and I thank you always with my heart, la! 
with my heart. 

PAGE. Sir, I thank you. 84 

SHALLOW. Sir, I thank you; by yea and no, I do. 

PAGE. Iam glad to see you, good Master Slender. 

SLENDER. How does your fallow greyhound, sir ? 
I heard say he was outrun on Cotsall. 88 

PAGE. It could not be judged, sir. 

SLENDER. You'll not confess, you’ll not confess. 

SHALLOW. That he will not: ‘tis your fault, ’tis 
your fault. “Tis a good dog. 92 

PAGE. A cur, SIr. 

SHALLOW. Sir, he’s a good dog, and a fair dog; 
can there be more said ? he is good and fair. Is Sir 
John Falstaff here ? 96 

PAGE. Sir, he is within; and I would I could do 
a good office between you. 

EVANS. It is spoke as a Christians ought to speak. 

SHALLOW. He hath wronged me, Master Page. 100 

PAGE. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it. 

SHALLOW. If it be confessed, it is not redressed : is 
not that so, Master Page? He hath wronged me; 
indeed, he hath ;—at a word, he hath,—hbelieve me: 
Robert Shallow, esquire, saith, he is wronged. 105 

PAGE. . Here comes Sir John. 


Enter Siz Joun Fatstarr, Barpotpu, Ny, and PIsTou, 

FALSTAFF. Now, Master Shallow, you'll complain of 
me to the king ? 108 

SHALLOW. Knight, you have beaten my men, killed 
my deer, and broke open my lodge. 

FALSTAFF. But not kissed your keeper’s daughter ? 

SHALLOW. ‘Tut, a pin! this shall be answered. 112 


146 THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR [acti 


FALSTAFF. I will answer it straight : I have done all 
this. That is now answered. 
SHALLOW. The Council shall know this. 
FALSTAFF. “Twere better for you if it were known 
in counsel : you'll be laughed at. 117 
EVANS. Pauca verba, Sir John; goot worts. 
FALSTAFF. Good worts! good cabbage. Slender, 
I broke your head : what matter have you against me ? 
SLENDER. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head 
against you; and against your cony-catching rascals, 
Bardolph, Nym, and Pistol. They carried me to the 
tavern, and made me drunk, and afterwards picked 
my pocket. 125 
BARDOLPH. You Banbury cheese ! 
SLENDER. Ay, it is no matter. 
PIstoL. How now, Mephistophilus ! 128 
SLENDER. Ay, it is no matter. 
NyM. Slice, I say! pauca, pauca; slice! that’s 
my humour. 
SLENDER. Where’s Simple, my man? can you tell, 
cousin ? 133 
EVANS. Peace, I pray you. Now let us understand : 
there is three umpires in this matter, as I understand ; 
that is—Master Page, fidelicet, Master Page ; and there 
is myself, fidelicet, myself; and the three party is, 
lastly and finally, mine host of the Garter. 
PAGE. We three, to hear it and end it between 
them. 140 
EVANS. Fery goot: I will make a prief of it in my 
note-book ; and we will afterwards ork upon the cause 
with as great discreetly as we can. 
FALSTAFF. Pistol ! 144 
PISTOL. He hears with ears. 
EVANS. The tevil and his tam! what phrase is this, 
“He hears with ear’ ? Why, it is affectations. 
FALSTAFF. Pistol, did you pick Master Slender’s 
purse 4 149 
SLENDER. Ay, by these gloves, did he,—or I would 
T might never come in mine own great chainber again 
-else,—of ‘seven groats in mill-sixpences, and two 
Edward shovel-boards, that cost me two shilling and 
two pence a- piece of Yead Miller, we ye ek 
“| pansTarr (Is this true, Pistol? .: 
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EVANS. No; it is false, if it is a pick-purse. 156 
PISTOL. Ha, thou mountain foreigner !—Sir John 
and master mine, 
I combat challenge of this latten bilbo. 
Word of denial in thy labras here ! 
Word of denial : froth and scum, thou liest. 160 

SLENDER. By these gloves, then, ’twas he. 

NyM. Be avised, sir, and pass good humours. I will 
say, ‘marry trap,’ with you, if you run the nuthook’s 
humour on me: that is the very note of it. 164 

SLENDER. By this hat, then, he in the red face had 
it; for though I cannot remember what I did when 
you made me drunk, yet I am not altogether an ass. 

FALSTAFF. What say you, Scarlet and John ? 168 

BARDOLPH. Why, sir, for my part, I say, the gentle- 
man had drunk himself out of his five sentences. 

EVANS. It is his ‘five senses’; fie, what the 
ignorance is ! 172 

BARDOLPH. And being fap, sir, was, as they say, 
cashier’d ; and so conclusions pass’d the careires. 

SLENDER. Ay, you spake in Latin then too; but 
*tis no matter. I'll ne’er be drunk whilst I live again, 
but in honest, civil, godly company, for this trick: if 
I be drunk, [ll be drunk with those that have the fear 
of God, and not with drunken knaves. 179 

EVANS. So Got udge me, that is a virtuous mind. 

FALSTAFF. You hear all these matters denied, gentle- 
men; you hear it. 


Enter ANNE PaGE, with wine; Mssvress Forp and 
MIsTRESS PAGE, 


PAGE. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; we'll 


drink within. (Exit ANNE Paces. 
SLENDER. O heaven! this is Mistress Anne Page. 
PAGE. How now, Mistress Ford ! 186 
FALSTAFF. Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are very 

well met : by your leave, good mistress. [Kissing her. 


PAGE. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome. Come, 
we have a hot. venison pasty to dinner: come, gentle- 
~men, I hope we shall drink down all unkindness. 191 

[Exeunt all but SHattow, SLENDER, and Evans. 
SLENDER. I had rather than forty shillings I had 
~ my Book of Songs and Sonnets here. 
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Enter SIMPLE. 

How now, Simple! Where have you been? I must 
wait on myself, must I? You have not the Book of 
Riddles about you, have you ? 196 

stmpLE. Book of Riddles! why, did you not lend 
it to Alice Shortcake upon All-Hallowmas last, a fort- 
night afore Michaelmas ? 199 

SHALLOW. Come, coz; come, coz; we stay for you. 
A word with you, coz; marry, this, coz: there is, as 
’twere a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off by Sir 
Hugh here: do you understand me ? 203 
~ SLENDER. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable : 
if it be so, I shall do that that is reason. 

SHALLOW. Nay, but understand me. 

SLENDER. So I do, sir. 207 

EVANS. Give ear to his motions, Master Slender : 
I will description the matter to you, if you pe capacity 
of it. 

SLENDER. Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow says. 
I pray you pardon me; he’s a justice of peace in his 
country, simple though I stand here. 213 

EVANS. But that is not the question; the question 
is concerning your marriage. 
‘ SHALLOW. Ay, there ’s the point, sir. 216 

EVANS. Marry, is it, the very point of it; to Mistress 
Anne Page. 

SLENDER. Why, if it be so, I will marry her upon 
any reasonable demands. 220 

EVANS. But can you affection the ’?oman? Let us 
command to know that of your mouth or of your lips ; 
for divers philosophers hold that the lips is parcel of 
the mouth: therefore, precisely, can you carry your 
good will to the maid ? 225 
‘SHALLOW. Cousin Abraham Slender, can you love 
her ? 

SLENDER. I hope, sir, I will do as it shall become 
one that would do reason. 229 

EVANS. Nay, Got’s lords and his ladies! you must 
speak possitable, if you can carry her your desires 
towards her. 239 
SHALLOW. That you must. Will you, upon good 
dowry, marry her ? 
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SLENDER. I will do a greater thing than that, upon 
your request, cousin, in any reason. 236 

SHALLOW. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet 
coz: what I do, is to pleasure you, coz. Can you love 
the maid ? 239 

SLENDER. I will marry her, sir, at your request ; 
but if there be no great love in the beginning, yet heaven 
may decrease it upon better acquaintance, when we 
are married and have more occasion to know one 
another; I hope, upon familiarity will grow more 
contempt : but if you say, ‘ Marry her,’ I will marry 
her; that I am freely dissolved, and dissolutely. 

EVANS. It is a fery discretion answer; save, the 
faul is in the ort ‘ dissolutely’: the ort is, according to 
our meaning, ‘ resolutely.’ His meaning is goot. 249 

SHALLOW. Ay, I think my cousin meant well. 

SLENDER. Ay, or else I would I might be hanged, 
la ! 252 

SHALLOW. Here comes fair Mistress Anne. 


Re-enter ANNE Pace. 
Would I were young for your sake, Mistress Anne. 
ANNE. The dinner is on the table ; my father desires 
your worships’ company. 256 
SHALLOW. I will wait on him, fair Mistress Anne. 
EVANS. Od’s plessed will! I will not be absence at 
the grace. [Exeunt Saattow and Evans. 
ANNE. Will ’t please your worship to come in, sir ? 
SLENDER. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily; I 
am very well. 
ANNE. The dinner attends you, sir. 263 
SLENDER. I am not a-hungry, I thank you forsooth. 
Go, sirrah, for all you are my man, go wait upon my 
cousin Shallow. [Exit Snrrz.] A justice of peace some- 
time may be beholding to his friend fora man. I keep 
but three men and a boy yet. till my mother be dead ; 
but what though ? yet I live like a poor gentleman born. 
ANNE. I may not go in without your worship : they 
will not sit till you come. 271 
SLENDER. I’ faith, I’ll eat nothing; I thank you as 
much as though I did. 
ANNE. I pray you, sir, walk in. 274 
SLENDER. I had rather walk here, I thank you. I 
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bruised my shin th’ other day with playing at sword 
and dagger with a master of fence; three veneys, for 
a dish of stewed prunes ;—and, by my troth, I cannot 
abide the smell of hot meat since. Why do your dogs 
bark so ? be there bears 1’ the town ? 280 

ANNE. I think there are, sir; I heard them talked of. 

SLENDER. I love the sport well; but I shall as soon 
quarrel at it as any man in England. You are afraid 
if you see the bear loose, are you not ? 284 

ANNE. Ay, indeed, sir. 

SLENDER. That’s meat and drink to me, now: I have 
seen Sackerson loose twenty times, and have taken him 
by the chain; but, I warrant you, the women have 
so cried and shrieked at it, that it passed: but women, 
indeed, cannot abide ’em; they are very ill-favoured 
rough things. 291 

Re-enter Pace. 

PAGE. Come, gentle Master Slender, come; we stay 
for you. 

SLENDER. I'll eat nothing, I thank you, sir. 

PAGE. By cock and pie, you shall not choose, sir! 
come, come. 296 

SLENDER. Nay, pray you, lead the way. 

PAGE. Come on, sir. 

SLENDER. Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first. 

ANNE. NotI, sir; pray you, keep on. 300 

SLENDER. ‘Truly, I will not go first: truly, la! I 
will not do you that wrong. 


ANNE. I pray you, sir. 303 
SLENDER. I'll rather be unmannerly than trouble- 
some. You do yourself wrong, indeed, la ! [Exeunt- 


Scpene II.—The Same. 
Enter Sir Huau Evans and Sip ce. 

EVANS. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor Caius’ 
house, which is the way : and there dwells one Mistress 
Quickly, which is in the manner of his nurse, or his try 
nurse, or his cook, or his laundry, his washer, and his 
wringer. 5 

SIMPLE. Well, sir. 

EVANS. Nay, it is better yet. Give her this letter ; 
for it is a ’oman that altogether ’s acquaintance with 
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Mistress Anne Page: and the letter is, to desire and 
require her to solicit your master’s desires to Mistress 
Anne Page. I pray you, be gone: I will make an end 
of my dinner; there ’s pippins and seese to come. 12 
[Exeunt, 
ScENE III.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Fausrarr, Host, Barpo_eu, Nym, Pisrot, and Rosin. 

FALSTAFF. Mine host of the Garter ! 

Host. What says my bully-rook ? Speak scholarly 
and wisely. 

FALSTAFF. ‘Truly, mine host, I must turn away some 
of my followers. 5 

HOST. Discard, bully Hercules; cashier: let them 
wag; trot, trot. 

FALSTAFF. I sit at ten pounds a week. $ 

Host. Thou ’rt an emperor, Cesar, Keisar, and 
Pheezar. I will entertain Bardolph; he shall draw, 
he shall tap : said I well, bully Hector ? 


FALSTAFF. Do so, good mine host. 12 
HOST. I have spoke; let him follow. [To Barvotpw.] 
Let me see thee froth and lime: I am at a word; 
follow. [Exit 


FALSTAFF. Bardolph, follow him. A tapster is a 
good trade: an old cloak makes a new jerkin; a 
withered serving-man, a fresh tapster. Go; adieu. 

BARDOLPH. It is a life that I have desired. I will 


thrive. 20 
pIstoL. O base Hungarian wight! wilt thou the 
spigot wield ? [Exit BARDOLPH. 
NyM. He was gotten in drink; is not the humour 
conceited 2 24 


FALSTAFF. I am glad I am so acquit of this tinder- 
box; his thefts were too open; his fileching was like an 
unskilful singer ; he kept not time. 27 

NyM. The good humour is to steal at a minim’s 
rest. 

PIstoL. ‘Convey,’ the wise it call. ‘Steal!’ foh! 
a fico for the phrase ! 

FALSTAFF. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels. 32 

PIstoL. Why, then, let kibes ensue. 

FALSTAFF. There is no remedy; I must cony-catch, 
I must shift. 

PISTOL. Young ravens must have food. 36 
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FALSTAFF. Which of you know Ford of this town 4 

pistoL. I ken the wight: he is of substance good. 

FALSTAFF. My honest lads, I will tell you what 1 
am about. 40 
. PISTOL. Two yards, and more. 

FALSTAFF. No quips now,’ Pistol! Indeed, I am in 
the waist two yards about; but I am now about no 
waste; I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to make 
love to Ford’s wife: I spy entertainment in her; she 
discourses, she carves, she gives the leer of invitation : 
I can construe the action of her familiar style; and 
the hardest voice of her behaviour, to be Englished 
rightly, is, ‘ 1 am Sir John Falstaff’s.’ 49 

“‘pistoL. He hath studied her well, and translated 
her well, out of honesty into English. 

NyM. The anchor is deep: will that humour pass ? 
_-FaustaFr. Now, the report goes she has all the rule 
of her husband’s purse ; he hath a legion of:angels. 

PISTOL. As many devils entertain, and ‘To her, 
boy, say I. 56 
- Nym. The humour rises; it is good: humour me 
the angels. 

FALSTAFF. I have writ me here a letter to her; and 
here another to Page’s wife, who even now gave me 
good eyes too, examined my parts with most judicious 
cilliades: sometimes the beam of her view gilded my 
foot, sometimes my portly belly. 

pistoL. Then did the sun on dunghill shine. 64 

nym. I thank thee for that humour. 

- FALSTAFF. O! she did so course o’er’my exteriors 
with such a greedy intention, that the appetite of her 
eye did seem to scorch me up like a burning-glass. 
Here ’s another letter to her: she bears the purse too ; 
she is a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. I will 
be ’cheator to them both, and they shall be exchequers 
to me: they shall be my East and West Indies, and I 
will trade to them both... Go bear thou this letter to 
Mistress Page; and thou this to Mistress Ford. We 
will thrive, lads, we will thrive. 

PIstoL. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 76 
And by my side wear steel ? then, Lucifer take all ! 

nym. I will run no base humour: here, take the 
humour-letter. I will keep the haviour of reputation. 
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FALSTAFF. [To Rosrs.] Hold, sirrah, bear you these 
letters tightly : 80 
Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores. 
Rogues, hence! avaunt! vanish like hailstones, go ; 
Trudge, plod away o’ the hoof ; seek shelter, pack ! 
Falstaff will learn the humour of this age, 84 
French thrift, you rogues : myself and skirted page. 
([Exeunt Fatstarr and Rosin. 
PISTOL. Let vultures gripe thy guts! for gourd and 
fullam holds, 
And high and low beguile the rich and poor. 
Tester Ill have in pouch when thou shalt lack, 88 
Base Phrygian Turk ! 
NyM. I have operations in my head, which be 
humours of revenge. 
PIstoL. Wilt thou revenge ? 92 
NyM. By welkin and her star ! 
PISTOL. With wit or steel ? 
NymM. With both the humours, I: 
1 will diseuss the humour of this love to Page. 96 
pistoL. And I to Ford shall eke unfold 
How Falstaff, varlet vile, 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 
And his soft couch defile. 100 
nym. My humour shall not cool: I will incense 
Page to deal with poison; I will possess him with 
yellowness, for the revolt of mine is dangerous: that 


is my true humour. 104 
pistot. Thou art the Mars of malcontents: I 
second thee; troop on. [Exeunt. 


Scene IV.—A Room in Doctor Catus’s House. 
Enter Mistress QuIcKLY and SIMPLE. 


QuicKty. What, John Rugby !— 


Enter Ruasy. 
I pray thee, go to the casement, and see if you can see 
my master, Master Doctor Caius, coming : if he do, 
i’ faith, and find anybody in the house, here will be an 
old abusing of God’s patience and the king’s English. 
ruGcBy. Ill go watch. 6 
guickty. Go; and we'll have a posset for ’t soon 
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at night, in faith, at the latter end of a sea-coal fire. 
(Exit Rucsy.] An honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever 
servant shall come in house withal; and, I warrant 
you, no tell-tale, nor no breed-bate : his worst fault is, 
that he is given to prayer; he is something peevish 
that way, but nobody but has his fault; but let that 
pass. Peter Simple you say your name is ! 

simpLE. Ay, for fault of a better. 

QuicKLy. And Master Slender ’s your master ? 16 

SIMPLE. Ay, forsooth. 

QuICcKLY. Does he not wear a great round beard like 
a glover’s paring-knife ? 19 
SIMPLE. No, forsooth: he hath but a little whey- 
face, with a little yellow beard—a cane-coloured beard. 

quickLy. A softly-sprighted man, is he not ? 

SIMPLE. Ay, forsooth; but he is as tall a man of 
his hands as any is between this and his head: he hath 
fought with a warrener. 25 

QuicKLy. How say you ?—O! I should remember 
him: does he not hold up his head, as it were, and 
strut in his gait ? 28 

SIMPLE. Yes, indeed, does he. 

QuIcKLY. Well, heaven send Anne Page no worse 
fortune! Tell Master Parson Evans I will do what I 
can for your master: Anne is a good girl, and I wish— 


Re-enter RucBy. 
RUGBY. Out, alas! here comes my master. 33 
guicKLy. We shall all be shent. Run in here, good 
young man; go into this closet. [Shuts Smere in the 
closet.} He will not stay long. What, John Rugby! 
John, what, John, I say! Go, John, go inquire for my 
master; I doubt he be not well, that he comes not 
home. [Exit Ruepy. 
[Sings.] “ And down, down, adown-a,’ &c. 40 


Enter Doctor Catvs. 
calus. Vat is you sing? I do not like dese toys. 
Pray you, go and vetch me in my closet une boitine 
verde ; a box, a green-a box: do intend vat I speak ? 
a green-a box. 44 
QUICKLY. Ay, forsooth; I'll fetch it you. [Aside.] 
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IT am glad he went not in himself: if he had found the 
young man, he would have been horn-mad. 
carus. Fe, fe, fe, fe! ma foi, il fait fort chaud. Je 
m’en vais & la cour,—la grande affaire. 49 
QUICKLY. Is‘it this, sir ? 
catus. Oui; mettez le au mon pocket ; dépéchez, 
quickly.—Vere is dat knave Rugby ? 52 
QuIcKLY. What, John Rugby! John! 


Re-enter Ruasy. 

RUGBY. Here, sir. 

caius. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack 
Rugby: come, take-a your rapier, and come after my 
heel to de court. 51 

RUGBY. ‘Tis ready, sir, here in the porch. 

caius. By my trot, I tarry too long.—QOd’s me! 
Qu’ay joublié ? dere is some simples in my closet, dat 
I vill not for de varld I shall leave behind. 61 

QUICKLY. [Aside] Ay me! he'll find the young man 
there, and be mad. 

catus. O diable! diable! vat is in my closet ?— 
Villain! Jarron! [Pulling Sore out] Rugby, my 


rapier ! 
QUICKLY. Good master, be content. 
calus. Verefore shall I be content-a ? 68 


QuicKLy. The young man is an honest man. 

catus. Vat shall de honest man do in my closet ? 
dere is no honest man dat shall come in my closet. — 71 

QuickLy. I beseech you, be not so phlegmatic. 
Hear the truth of it: he came of an errand to me from 
Parson Hugh. 

carus. Vell. 

stimpLe. Ay, forsooth, to desire her to— 76 

QUICKLY. Peace, I pray you. 

catus. Peace-a your tongue !—Speak-a your tale. 

sIMPpLE. To desire this honest gentlewoman, your 
maid, to speak a good word to Mistress Anne Page for 
my master in the way of marriage. 81 

QUICKLY. This is all, indeed, la! but I'll ne’er put 
my finger in the fire, and need not. 

catus. Sir Hugh send-a you ?—Rugby, baillez me 
some paper: tarry you a little-a while. [Writes. 
- QUICKLY. I am glad he is so quiet: if he had been 
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throughly moved, you should have heard him so loud, 
and so melancholy. But, notwithstanding, man, Til 
do your master what good I can; and the very yea 
and the no is, the French doctor, my master,—I may 
call him my master, look you, for I keep his house ; 
and I wash, wring, brew, bake, scour, dress meat and 
drink, make the beds, and do all myself,— 93 
SIMPLE. "Tis a great charge to come under one 
body’s hand. 
quicKLy. Are you ayis’d o’ that ? you shall find it 
a great charge: and to be up early and down late ; 
but notwithstanding,—to tell you in your ear,—I would 
have no words of it,—my master himself is in love with 
Mistress Anne Page: but notwithstanding that, I know 
Anne’s mind, that ’s neither here nor there. 
calus. You jack’nape, give-a dis letter to Sir 
Hugh; by gar, it is a shallenge: I vill cut his troat in 
de Park; and [I vill teach a scurvy jack-a-nape priesb 
to meddle or make. You may be gone; it. is not 
good you tarry here: by gar, I vill cut all his two 
stones; by gar, he shall not have a stone to trow at 
his dog. [Exit SEmeLe. 
quickty. Alas! he speaks but for his friend. 109 
catus. It is no matter-a for dat :—do not you tell-a 
me dat I shall have Anne Page for myself? By gar, 
T vill kill de Jack priest; and I have appointed mine 
host. of de Jartiere to measure our weapon. By gar, 
I vill myself have Anne Page. 114 
QUICKLY. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be 
well. We must give folks leave to prate: what, the 
good-jer ! 117 
calus. Rugby, come to the court vit me. By gar, 
if I have not Anne Page, I shall turn your head out 
of my door. Follow my heels, Rugby. 120 
[Exeunt Carus and RucBy. 
QUICKLY. You shall have An fool’s-head of your 
own. No, I know; Anne’s mind for that: never 
a woman in Windsor knows more of Anne’s mind than 
I do; nor can do more than I do with her, I thank 
heaven. 125 
FENTON. [Within.] Who ’s within there ? ho! 
QuicKLY. Who’s there, I trow? Come near the 
house, I pray you. 128 
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Enter Fenton. 

FENTON. How now, good woman! how dost thou ? 

QuicKLy. The better, that it pleases your good 
worship to ask. 

FENTON. What news? how does pretty Mistress 
Anne ? 133 

QquickLy. In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and 
honest, and gentle; and one that is your friend, I can 
tell you that by the way; I praise heaven for it. 136 

FENTON. Shall I do any good, thinkest thou? Shall 
I not lose my suit ? 

QUICKLY. ‘Troth, sir, all is in his hands above; but 
notwithstanding, Master Fenton, [ll be sworn on 
a book, she loves you. Have not your worship a wart 
above your eye ? 

FENTON. Yes, marry have 1; what of that ? 143 

Quickly. Well, thereby hangs a tale. Good faith, 
it is such another Nan; but, I detest, an honest 
maid as ever broke bread: we had an hour’s talk of 
that wart. I shall never laugh but in that maid’s 
company ;—but, indeed, she is given too much to 
allicholy and musing. But for you—well, go to. 149 

FENTON. Well, I shall see her to-day. Hold, there ’s 
money for thee; let me have thy voice in my behalf : 
if thou seest her before me, commend me. 152 

guicKkLy. Will I? i faith, that we will: and I will 
tell your worship more of the wart the next time we 
have confidence ; and of other wooers. 155 

FENTON. Well, farewell; I am in great haste now. 

QUICKLY. Farewell to your worship.— [Exit Fenron.] 
Truly, an honest gentleman: but Anne loves him not ; 
for I know Anne’s mind as well as another does. Out 
upon *t ! what have I forgot ? [Exit. 


AGT 1. 


Scene I.—Before Pacx’s House. 
Enter Mistress Pack, with a Letter. 
MRS. PAGE. What! have I ’scaped love-letters in 
the holiday-time of my beauty, and am I now a subject 
for them? Let me see. 3 


‘ 
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Ask me no reason why I love you; for though 
Love use Reason for his physician, he admits him not 
for his counsellor. You are not young, no more am | 
go to then, there ’s sympathy; you are merry, so am 
I; ha! ha! then, there’s more sympathy; you love 
sack, and so do I; would you desire better sympathy 4 
Let it suffice thee, Mistress Page, at the least, if the 
love of a soldier can suffice, that I love thee. I will not 
say, pity me,—’tis not a soldier-like phrase ; but I 
say, love me. By me, 13 

Thine own true knight, 
By day or night, 
Or any kind of light, 16 

_ With all his might 

For thee to fight, 
JoHN FarstaFF. 19 


What a Herod of Jewry is this! O wicked, wicked 
world! one that is well-nigh worn to picces with age, 
to show himself a young gallant. What an unweighed 
behaviour hath this Flemish drunkard picked, with 
the devil’s name! out of my conversation, that he 
dares in this manner assay me? Why, he hath not 
been thrice in my company! What should I say to 
him ? I was then frugal of my mirth :—heaven fo->give 
me! Why, Pll exhibit a bill in the parliament for the 
putting down of men. How shall I be revenged on 
him? for revenged I will be, as sure as his guts are 
made of puddings. 31 
Enter Mistress Forp. 

MRS. FORD. Mistress Page! trust me, I was going 
to your house. 

MRS. PAGE. And, trust me, I was coming to you. 
You look very ill. 

MRS. FORD. Nay, I'll ne’er believe that: I have to 
show to the contrary. 3T 

MRS. PAGE. Faith, but you do, in my mind. 

MRS. FORD. Well, I do then; yct, I say I could 
show you to the contrary. O, Mistress Page! give me 
some counsel. 41 

MRS. PAGE. What’s the matter, woman 2 , 

MRS. FORD.. O woman, if it. were not for one trifling 
respect, I could come to such honour !, 1, 44 
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MRS. PAGE. Hang the trifle, woman; take the 
Les be What is it ?—dispense with  trifles ;—what 
is it ? 

MRS. FORD. If I would but go to hell for an eternal 
moment or so, I could be knighted. 49 

MRS. PAGE. What? thou liest. Sir Alice Ford! 
These knights will hack; and so thou shouldst not 
alter the article of thy gentry. 52 

MRS. FORD. We burn daylight: here, read, read; 
perceive how I might be knighted. I shall think the 
worse of fat men as long as I have an eye to make 
difference of men’s liking: and yet he would not swear ; 
praised women’s modesty ; and gave such orderly and 
well-behaved reproof to all uncomeliness, that I would 
have sworn his disposition would have gone to the truth 
of his words; but they do no more adhere and keep 
place together than the Hundredth Psalm to the tune of 
‘Green Sleeves’. What tempest, I trow, threw this whale, 
with so many tuns of oil in his belly, ashore at Windsor ? 
How shall I be revenged on him? I think, the best way 
were to entertain him with hope, till the wicked fire of 
lust have melted him in his own grease. Did you ever 
hear the like ? 67 

MRS. PAGE. Letter for letter, but that the name of 
Page and Ford differs! To thy great comfort in this 
mystery of ill opinions, here ’s the twin brother of thy 
letter: but let thine inherit first ; for, I protest, mine 
never shall. I warrant, he hath a thousand of these 
letters, writ with blank space for different names, sure 
more, and these are of the second edition. He will 
print them, out of doubt; for he cares not what he 
puts into the press, when he would put us two: I had 
rather be a giantess, and lie under Mount Pelion. 
Well, I will find you twenty lascivious turtles ere one 
chaste man. 9 

MRS. FORD. Why, this is the very same; the very 
hand, the very words. What doth he think of us ? 

MRS. PAGH. Nay, I know not: it makes me almost 
ready to wrangle with mine own honesty. I'll enter- 
tain myself like one that I am not acquainted withal ; 
for, sure, unless he know some strain in’ me; that I know 
not myself, he would: never have boarded me in this 


tury. 
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mRS. FORD. Boarding call youit ? Ill be sure to keep 
him above deck. 89 

MRS. PAGE. So will 1: if he come under my hatches, 
I'll never to sea again. Let’s be revenged on him: 
let’s appoint him a meeting; give him a show of 
comfort in his suit, and lead him on with a fine-baited 
delay, till he hath pawned his horses to mine host of 
the Garter. 95 

MRS. FORD. Nay, I will consent to act any villany 
against him, that may not sully the chariness of our 
honesty. O, that my husband saw this letter! it 
would give eternal food to his jealousy. 99 

MRS. PAGE. Why, look, where he comes; and my 
good man too: he’s as far from jealousy, as 1 am from 
giving him cause; and that, I hope, is an unmeasur- 
able distance. 


MRS. FORD. You are the happier woman. 104 
MRS. PAGE. Let’s consult together against this 
greasy knight. Come hither. [They retire. 


Enter Forp, Pistot, Pace, and Nym. 
FORD. Well, I hope it be not so. 
PISTOL. Hope is a curtal dog in some affairs : 108 

Sir John affects thy wife. 

FORD, Why, sir, my wife is not young. 
piston. He wooes both high and low, both rich and 
poor, 

Both young and old, one with another, Ford. 112 

He loves the galimaufry : Ford, perpend. 

FORD. Love my wife ! 
pistoL. With liver burning hot: prevent, or go thou, 

Like Sir Actzon he, with Ringwood at thy heels.— 

O! odious is the name ! 117 
FORD. What name, sir ? 
pistoL. The horn, I say. Farewell : 

Take heed; have open eye, for thieves do foot by 

night : 120 

Take heed, ere summer comes or cuckoo-birds do sing. 

Away, sir Corporal Nym ! 

Believe it, Page ; he speaks sense. [Exit. 
FORD. [Aside.] I will be patient: I will find out this. 
NYM. [To Pacs.] And this is true; I like not the humour 

of lying. He hath wronged me in some humours: 
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I should have borne the humoured letter to her, but 
{ have a sword and it shall bite upon my necessity. 
He loves your wife; there’s the short and the long. 
My name is Corporal Nym; I speak, and I avouch ’tis 
true: my name is Nym, and Falstaff loves your wife. 
Adieu. I love not the humour of bread and cheese ; 
and there ’s the humour of it. Adieu. (Exit. 

PAGE. [Aside] “The humour of it,’ quoth’a! here’s 
a fellow frights humour out of his wits. 

ForD. I will seek out Falstaff. 136 

PAGE. I never heard such a drawling, affecting rogue. 

FoRD. If I do find it : well. 

PAGE. I will not believe such a Cataian, though the 
priest o’ the town commended him for a true man. 140 

FORD. T'was a good sensible fellow: well. 

PAGE. How now, Meg! 

MRS. PAGE. Whither go you, George ?—Hark you. 

MRS. FORD. How now, sweet Frank! why art thou 


melancholy ? 145 
FORD. Imelancholy! Iam not melancholy. Get you 
home, go. 
MRS. FORD. Faith, thou hast some crotchets in thy 
head now. Will you go, Mistress Page ? 149 


MRS. PAGE. Have with you, you'll come to dinner, 
George ? [Aside to Mrs. Forv.] Look, who comes yonder : she 
shall be our messenger to this paltry knight. 152 

MRS. FORD. Trust me, I thought on her: she'll 
fit it. 


enter MISTRESS QUICKLY. 

MRS. PAGE. You are come to see my daughter Anne ? 

QuickLy. Ay, forsooth; and, I pray, how does 
good Mistress Anne ? 157 

MRS. PAGE. Go in with us, and see: we'd have an 
hour’s talk with you. 

[Exeunt Mistrmss Pacr, Mistress Forp, and Mistress QUICKLY. 

PAGE. How now, Master Ford ! 160 

FORD. You heard what this knave told me, did you 
not ? 

PaGH. Yes; and you heard what the other told me ? 

FORD. Do you think there is truth in them ? 164 

pace. Hang ’em, slaves! I do not think the knight 
would offer it: but these that accuse him in his intent 

SH. I a 
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towards our wives, area yoke of his discarded men; very 
rogues, now they be out of service. 168 

FORD. Were they his men 4 

PAGE. Marry, were they. 

FORD. Ilikeit never the better for that. Does he lie 
at the Garter ? 172 

PAGE. Ay, marry, does he. If he should intend this 
voyage towards my wife, I would turn her loose to him ; 
and what he gets more of her than sharp words, let it 
lie on my head. 176 

FORD. Idonotmisdoubt my wife, but I would be loth 
to turn them together. A man may be too confident: 
I would have nothing ‘lie on my head’: I cannot be 
thus satisfied. 180 

pace. Look, where my ranting host of the Garter 
comes. There is either liquor in his pate or money in 
his purse when he looks so merrily.— 


Enter Host and SHALLOw. 
How now, mine host ! 184 

Host. How now, bully-rook! thou’rt a gentleman. 
Cavaliero-justice, I say ! 

SHALLOW. I follow, mine host, I follow. Good even 
and twenty, good Master Page! Master Page, will you 
go with us ? we have sport in hand. 189 

Host. Tell him, cavaliero-justice; tell him, bully- 
rook. 

SHALLOW. Sir, there is a fray to be fought between 
Sir Hugh the Welsh priest and Caius the French doctor. 

FORD. Good mine host o? the Garter, a word with 
you. 195 

HOST. What sayest thou, my bully-rook ? [They go aside. 

SHALLOW. [ToPacz.] Will you go with us to behold 
it ? My merry host hath had the measuring of their 
weapons, and, | think, hath appointed them contrary 
places ; for, believe me, I hear the parson is no jester. 
Hark, I will tell you what our sport shall be. [They go aside. 

Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight, my 
guest-cavalier ? 203 

FORD. None, I protest: but I'll give you a pottle 
of burnt sack to give me recourse to him and tell him 
my name is Brook, only for a jest. 206 

Host. My hand, bully : thou shalt: have egress and 


so.1] THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR _ 163 


regress; said I well? and thy name shall be Brook. 
It isa merry knight. Will you go, mynheers ? 208 
SHALLOW. Have with you, mine host. 
PAGE. I have heard, the Frenchman hath good skill 
in his rapier. 212 
SHALLOW. Tut, sir! I could have told you more. In 
these times you stand on distance, your passes, stocca- 
does, and I know not what: ’tis the heart, Master 
Page; ‘tis here, ’tis here. I have seen the time with 
my long sword I would have made you four tall fellows 
skip like rats. 218 
HOST. Here, boys, here, here! shall we wag ? 
PAGE. Have with you. I had rather hear them scold 
than fight. [Exeunt Host, SHattow, and Paar. 
FORD. Though Page be a secure fool, and stands so 
firmly on his wife’s frailty, yet I cannot put off my 
opinion so easily. She was in his company at Page’s 
house, and what they made there, I know not. Well, 
I will look further into ’t; and I have a disguise to 
sound Falstaff. If I find her honest, I lose not my 
labour ; if she be otherwise, tis labour well bestowed. 
[Exit. 


Scene II.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Fatsta¥FF and PIsTOou. 

FALSTAFF. I will not lend thee a penny. 

pistoL. Why, then the world’s mine oyster, 
Which I with sword will open. 
I will retort the sum in equipage. 4 

FALSTAFF. Not a penny. I have been content, sir, 
you should lay my countenance to pawn: I have 
grated upon my good friends for three reprieves for you 
and your coach-fellow Nym; or else you had looked 
through the grate, like a geminy of baboons. Iam damned 
in hell for swearing to gentlemen my friends, you were 
good soldiers and tall fellows; and when Mistress 
Bridget lost the handle of her fan, I took’t upon mine 
honour thou hadst it not. 13 

pistou. Didst thou not share? hadst thou not 

fifteen pence ? 

FALSTAFF. Reason, you rogue, reason: thinkest 
thou, Pll endanger my soul gratis? At a word, hang 
no more about me; I am no gibbet for you: go: 
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a short knife and a throng !—to your manor of Picht- 
hatch! go. You'll not bear a letter for me, you 
rogue !—you stand upon your honour !—Why, thou 
unconfinable baseness, it is as much as I can do to 
keep the terms of mine honour precise. I, I, I, myself 
sometimes, leaving the fear of God on the left hand 
and hiding mine honour in my necessity, am fain to 
shuffle, to hedge and to lurch; and yet you, rogue, 
will ensconce your rags, your cat-a-mountain looks, 
your red-lattice phrases, and your bold-beating oaths, 
under the shelter of your honour! You will not do it, 
you ! 29 

pistou. Idorelent: what wouldst thou more of man ? 

Enter Rosin. 
ROBIN. Sir, here ’s a woman would speak with you. 
FALSTAFF. Let her approach. 32 


Enter Mistress QUICKLY. 

QUICKLY. Give your worship good morrow. 

FALSTAFF. Good morrow, good wife. 

QUICKLY. Not so, an’t please your worship. 

FALSTAFF. Good maid, then. 36 

QuickLy. Ill be sworn 
As my mother was, the first hour I was born. 

FALSTAFF. Ido believe the swearer. What with me ? 

QuIcKLY. Shall I vouchsafe your worship a word or 
two ?@ 41 

FALSTAFF. Two thousand, fair woman; and I'll vouch- 
safe thee the hearing. 

QuIcKLY. There is one Mistress Ford, sir,—I pray, 
come a little nearer this ways :—I myself dwell with 
Master Doctor Caius. 46 

FALSTAFF. Well, on: Mistress Ford, you say,— 

QUICKLY. Your worship says very true :—I pray 
your worship, come a little nearer this ways. 49 

FALSTAFF. J! warrant thee, nobody hears; mine own 
people, mine own people. 

QUICKLY. Are they so? God bless them, and make 
them his servants ! 53 

FALSTAFF. Well: Mistress Ford ; what of her ? 

QUICKLY. Why, sir, she’s a good creature. Lord, 
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Lord! your worship’s a wanton! Well, heaven for- 
give you, and all of us, I pray ! 57 
FALSTAFF. Mistress Ford; come, Mistress Ford,— 

QUICKLY. Marry, this is the short and the long of 
it. You have brought her into such a canaries as ’tis 
wonderful: the best courtier of them all, when the 
court lay at Windsor, could never have brought her to 
such a canary; yet there has been knights, and lords, 
and gentlemen, with their coaches, I warrant you, 
coach after coach, letter after letter, gift after gift ; 
smelling so sweetly—all musk, and so rushling, I war- 
rant you, in silk and gold; and in such alligant terms ; 
and in such wine and sugar of the best and the fairest, 
that would have won any woman’s heart; and, I 
warrant you, they could never get an eye-wink of her. 
I had myself twenty angels given me this morning ; 
but I defy all angels, in any such sort, as they say, 
but in the way of honesty: and, I warrant you, they 
could never get her so much as sip on a cup with the 
proudest of them all; and yet there has been earls, 
nay, which is more, pensioners; but, I warrant you, all 
is one with her. TT 

FALSTAFF. But what says she to me? be brief, my 
good she-Mercury. 

QUICKLY. Marry, she hath received your letter; for 
the which she thanks you a thousand times; and she 
gives you to notify that her husband will be absence 
from his house between ten and eleven. 

FALSTAFF. ‘Ten and eleven ? 84 

guicKkLy. Ay, forsooth; and then you may come 
and see the picture, she says, that you wot of: Master 
Ford, her husband, will be from home. Alas! the 
sweet woman leads an ill life with him; he’s a very 
jealousy man ; she leads a very frampold life with him, 


good heart. 
FALSTAFF. Tenandeleven. Woman, commend me to 
her ; I will not fail her. 92 


QUICKLY. Why, you say well. But I have another 
messenger to your worship: Mistress Page hath her 
hearty commendations to you too: and let me tell 
you in your ear, she’s as fartuous a civil modest wife, 
and one, I tell you, that will not miss you morning 
nor evening prayer, as any is in Windsor, whoe’er be 
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the other: and she bade me tell your worship that her 
husband is seldom from home; but, she hopes there 
will come a time. I never knew a woman so dote upon 
a man: surely, I think you have charms, la; yes, in 
truth. 103 

FALSTAFF. Not I, I assure thee: setting the attrac- 
tion of my good parts aside, I have no other charms. 

QUICKLY. Blessing on your heart for ’t ! 

FALSTAFF. But, I pray thee, tell me this: has Ford’s 
wife and Page’s wife acquainted each other how they 
love me ? 109 

QUICKLY. That were a jest indeed! they have not 
so little grace, I hope: that were a trick, indeed! 
But Mistress Page would desire you to send her your 
little page, of all loves: her husband has a marvellous 
infection to the little page; and, truly, Master Page 
is an honest man. Never a wife in Windsor leads 
a better life than she does: do what she will, say what 
she will, take all, pay all, go to bed when she list, rise 
when she list, all is as she will: and, truly she deserves 
it; for if there be a kind woman in Windsor, she is one. 
You must send her your page; no remedy. 120 

FALSTAFF. Why, I will. 

quickLy. Nay, but do so, then; and, look you, he 
may come and go between you both; and in any case 
have a nay-word, that you may know one another’s 
mind, and the boy never need to understand any thing ; 
for ’tis not good that children should know any wicked- 
ness: old folks, you know, have discretion, as they say, 
and know the world. 128 

FALSTAFF. Fare thee well: commend me to them 
both. There’s my purse; I am yet thy debtor.— 
Boy, go along with this woman.—[Exeunt Mistress QuICKLY 
and Rosry.] This news distracts me. 132 

pistoL. This punk is one of Cupid’s carriers. 

Clap on more sails ; pursue ; up with your fights ; 
Give fire! she is my prize, or ocean whelm them all! [Exit. 

FALSTAFF. Sayest thou so, old Jack? go thy ways ; 
Ill make more of thy old body than I have done. Wil) 
they yet look after thee ? Wilt thou, after the expense 
of so much money, be now a gainer ? Good body, I 
thank thee. Let them say “tis grossly done; so it be 
fairly done, no matter. 141 
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Enter Barpovrx, with a cup of Sack. 

BARDOLPH. Sir John, there’s one Master Brook 
below would fain speak with you, and be acquainted with 
you: and hath sent your worship a morning’s draught 
of sack. 145 

FALSTAFF. Brook is his name ? 

BARDOLPH, Ay, sir. 

FALSTAFF. Call him in. [Exit Barvotes.] Such Brooks 
are welcome to me, that o’erflow such liquor. Ah, ha! 
Mistress Ford and Mistress Page, have I encompassed 
you ? goto; via! 

Re-enter BarpoupHs, with Forp disguised. 
FORD. Bless you, sir! 152 


FALSTAFF. And you, sir; would you speak with me ? 
FoRD. I make bold to press with so little preparation 


upon you. 155 
FALSTAFF. You're weleome. What’s your will ?— 
Give us leave, drawer. [Exit BARDOLPH. 

FORD. Sir, | am a gentleman that have spent much : 
my name is Brook. 159 


FALSTAFF. Good Master Brook, I. desire more 
acquaintance of you. 

FORD. Good Sir John, I sue for yours: not to 
charge you; for I must let you understand I think 
myself in better plight for a lender than you are: the 
which hath something emboldened me to this unsea- 
soned intrusion ; for, they say, if money go before, all 
ways do lie open. 167 

FALSTAFF. Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on. 

FORD. Troth,andI have a bag of money here troubles 
me: if you will help to bear it, Sir John, take all, or half, 
for easing me of the carriage. 171 

FALSTAFF. Sir, I know not how I may deserve to be 
your porter. 

ForD. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me the 
hearing. 175 

FALSTAFF. Speak, good Master Brook; I shall be 
glad to be your servant. 

FORD. Sir, I hear you are a scholar,—I will be 
brief with you, and you have been a man long known 
to me, though I had never so good means, as desire, to 
make myself acquainted with you. I shall discover 
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a thing to you, wherein I must very much lay open 
mine own imperfection; but, good Sir John, as you 
have one eye upon my follies, as you hear them unfolded, 
turn another into the register of your own, that I may 
pass with a reproof the easier, sith you yourself know 
how easy it is to be such an offender. 

FALSTAFF. Very well, sir; proceed. 188 

FORD. There is a gentlewoman in this town, her 
husband’s name is Ford. 

FALSTAFF. Well, sir. 191 

ForD. I have long loved her, and, I protest to you, 
bestowed much on her; followed her with a doting 
observance; engrossed opportunities to meet her; 
feé’d every slight occasion that could but niggardly give 
me sight of her; not only bought many presents to give 
her, but have given largely to many to know what she 
would have given. Briefly, I have pursued her as love 
hath pursued me; which hath been on the wing of all 
occasions. But whatsoever I have merited, either in my 
mind or in my means, meed, I am sure, I have received 
none ; unless experience be a jewel that I have pur- 
chased at an infinite rate; and that hath taught me to 
say this, 204 


Love like a shadow flies when substance love pursues ; 
Pursuing that that flies, and flying what pursues. 


FALSTAFF. Have you received no promise of satisfaction 
at her hands ? 208 

FORD. Never. 

FALSTAFF. Have you importuned her to such a 
purpose ? 

FORD. Never. 212 

FALSTAFF. Of what quality was your love, then ? 

FoRD. Like a fair house built upon another man’s 
ground ; so that I have lost my edifice by mistaking 
the place where I erected it. 216 

FALSTAFF. To what purpose have you unfolded this 
to me ? 

FORD. When I have told you that, I have told you 
all. Some say, that though she appear honest to me, 
yet in other places she enlargeth her mirth so far that 
there is shrewd construction made of her. Now, Sir 
John, here is the heart of my purpose : you are a gentle- 


sc.u] THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR 169 


man of excellent breeding, admirable discourse, of great 
admittance, authentic in your place and person, gener- 
ally allowed for your many war-like, court-like, and 
learned preparations. 

FALSTAFF. OQ, sir! 228 

FORD. Believe it, for you know it. There is money ; 
spend it, spend it; spend more; spend all I have; 
only give me so much of your time in exchange of it, 
as to lay an amiable siege to the honesty of this Ford’s 
wife : use your art of wooing, win her to consent to you; 
if any man may, you may as soon as any. 234 

FALSTAFF. Would it apply well to the vehemency 
of your affection, that I should win what you would 
enjoy ? Methinks you prescribe to yourself very prepos- 
terously. 

FORD. O, understand my drift. She dwells so 
securely on the excellency of her honour, that the folly 
of my soul dares not present itself: she is too bright to 
be looked against. Now, could I come to her with 
any detection in my hand, my desires had instance and 
argument to commend themselves: I could drive her 
then from the ward of her purity, her reputation, her 
marriage-vow, and a thousand other her defences, which 
now are too-too strongly embattled against me. What say 
you to *t, Sir John ? 248 

FALSTAFF. Master Brook, I will first make bold with 
your money; next, give me your hand; and last, as 
I am a gentleman, you shall, if you will, enjoy Ford’s 
wife. 252 

FORD. O good sir! 

FALSTAFF. I say you shall. 

FORD. Want no money, Sir John; you shall want 
none. 256 

FALSTAFF. Want no Mistress Ford, Master Brook ; 
you shall want none. I shall be with her, I may tell 
you, by her own appointment; even as you came in 
to me, her assistant or go-between parted from me: 
I say I shall be with her between ten and eleven; for 
at that time the jealous rascally knave her husband 
will be forth. Come you to me at night; you shall 
know how I speed. 264 

ForD. I am blest in your acquaintance. Do you 
know Ford, sir ? 
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FALSTAFF, Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave! I 
know him not. YetI wrong him, to call him poor: they 
say the jealous wittolly knave hath masses of money ; 
for the which his wife seems to me well-favoured. I 
will use her as the key of the cuckoldly rogue’s coffer ; 
and there ’s my harvest-home. 272 

FoRD. I would you knew Ford, sir, that you might 
avoid him, if you saw him. 

FALSTAFF. Hang him, mechanical salt-butter rogue ! 
I will stare him out of his wits; I will awe him with 
my cudgel : it shall hang like a meteor o’er the cuckold’s 
horns. Master Brook, thou shalt know I will predominate 
over the peasant, and thou shalt lie with his wife. Come 
tome soon at night. Ford’s a knave, and I will aggra- 
vate his style; thou, Master Brook, shalt know him for 
knave and cuckold. Come to me soon at night. [Exit. 

FORD. What a damned Epicurean rascal is this! 
My heart is ready to crack with impatience. Who says 
this is improvident jealousy ? my wife hath sent to 
him, the hour is fixed, the match is made. Would any 
man have thought this ? See the hell of having a false 
woman! My bed shall be abused, my coffers ransacked, 
my reputation gnawn at; and I shall not only receive 
this villanous wrong, but stand under the adoption of 
abominable terms, and by him that does me this wrong. 
Terms! names! Amaimon sounds well; Lucifer, 
well; Barbason, well; yet they are devils’ additions, 
the names of fiends: but Cuckold! Wittol !—Cuckold ! 
the devil himself hath not such a name. Page is an 
ass, a secure ass: he will trust his wife; he will not 
be jealous. I will rather trust a Fleming with my 
butter, Parson Hugh the Welshman with my cheese, 
an Irishman with my aqua-vite bottle, or a thief to 
walk my ambling gelding, than my wife with herself : 
then she plots, then she ruminates, then she devises ; 
and what they think in their hearts they may effect, 
they will break their hearts but they will effect. God 
be praised for my jealousy ! Eleven o’clock the hour : 
I will prevent this, detect my wife, be revenged on 
Falstaff, and laugh at Page. I will about it; better 
three hours too soon than a minute too late. Fie, fie, 
fie! cuckold! cuckold! cuckold ! (Exit. 
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Scene III.—A Field near Windsor, 
Enter Caius and Ruasy. 


calus. Jack Rugby ! 

RUGBY. Sir? 

calus. Vat is de clock, Jack ? 

kuGBy. “Tis past the hour, sir, that Sir Hugh pro- 
mised to meet. 5 

catus. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is no 
come: he has pray his Pible vell, dat he is no come. 
By gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if he be come. 

RUGBY. He is wise, sir; he knew your worship 
would kill him, if he came. 

catus. By gar, de herring is no dead so as I vill kill 
him. Take your rapier, Jack; I vill tell you how I 
vill kill him. 13 

RUGBY. Alas, sir! I cannot fence. 

catus. Villany, take your rapier. 

RUGBY. Forbear; here ’s company. 16 


Enter Host, SHaLLow, SLENDER, and Pacr. 


HOST. Bless thee, bully doctor ! 

SHALLOW. Save you, Master Doctor Caius ! 

PAGE. Now, good Master doctor ! 

SLENDER. Give you good morrow, sir. 20 

calus. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come 
for ? 

Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin, to see thee 
traverse ; to see thee here, to see thee there; to see 
thee pass thy punto, thy stock, thy reverse, thy dis- 
tance, thy montant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian? is 
he dead, my Francisco? ha, bully! What says my 
Aisculapius ? my Galen? my heart of elder? ha! is 
he dead, bully stale ? is he dead ? 29 

calus. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of de 
vorld ; he is not show his face. 

Host. Thou art a Castilian King Urinal! Hector of 
Greece, my boy ! 

calus. I pray you, bear vitness that me have stay 
six or seven, two, tree hours for him, and he is no come. 

SHALLOW. He is the wiser man, Master doctor: he 
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is a curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies; if you 
should fight, you go against the hair of your professions. 
Is it not true, Master Page ? 39 

PAGE. Master Shallow, you have yourself been a 
great fighter, though now a man of peace. 

SHALLOW. Bodykins, Master Page, though I now 
be old and of the peace, if I see a sword out, my finger 
itches to make one. Though we are justices and doc- 
tors and churchmen, Master Page, we have some salt 
of our youth in us; we are the sons of women, Master 
Page. 

PAGE. Tis true, Master Shallow. 48 

SHALLOW. It will be found so, Master Page. Master 
Dactor Caius, I am come to fetch you home. I am 
sworn of the peace: you have showed yourself a wise 
physician, and Sir Hugh hath shown himself a wise and 
patient churchman. You must go with me, Master 
doctor. 

Host. Pardon, guest-justice—A word, Monsieur 
Mockwater. 56 

catus. Mock-vater! vat is dat ? 

Host. Mock-water, in our English tongue, is valour, 
bully. 59 

catus. By gar, den, I have as mush mock-vater as 
de Englishman.—Scurvy jack-dog priest! by gar, me 
vill cut his ears. 

Host. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 

catus. Clapper-de-claw ! vat is dat ? 64 

Host. That is, he will make thee amends. 

carus. By gar, me do look, he shall clapper-de-claw 
me ; for, by gar, me vill have it. 

Host. And I will provoke him to ’t, or let him wag. 

catus. Me tank you for dat. 69 

Host. And moreover, bully,—But first, Master guest, 
and Master Page, and eke Cavaliero Slender, go you 
through the town to Frogmore. [Aside to them. 

PAGE. Sir Hugh is there, is he ? 

Host. He is there: see what humour he is in; and 
I will bring the doctor about by the fields. Will it do 
well ? 16 

SHALLOW. We will do it. 

PAGE, SHALLOW, AND SLENDER. Adieu, good Master 
doctor. [Exeunt Pacr, SHALLow, and SLENDER. 
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calus. By gar, me vill kill de priest; for he speak 
for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page. 81 

Host. Let him die. Sheathe thy impatience ; throw 
cold water on thy choler: go about the fields with me 
through Frogmore: I will bring thee where Mistress 
Anne Page is, at a farmhouse a-feasting ; and thou shalt 
woo her. Cried I aim? said I well ? 86 

calus. By gar, me tank you for dat : by gar, I love 
you; and I shall procure-a you de good guest, de earl, 
de knight, de lords, de gentlemen, my patients. 89 

HOST. For the which I will be thy adversary 
toward Anne Page: said I well ? 


cAtus. By gar, ’tis good; vell said. 92 

HOST. Let us wag, then. 

calus. Come at my heels, Jack Rugby. [Exeunt. 
ACT III. 


Scene I.—A Field near Frogmore. 


Enter Str Hucu Evans and Simpcz. 

EVANS. I pray you now, good Master Slender’s 
serving-man, and friend Simple by your name, which 
way have you looked for Master Caius, that calls him- 
self doctor of physic ? 4 

SIMPLE. Marry, sir, the pittie-ward, the park-ward, 
every way; old Windsor way, and every way but the 
town way. 


EVANS. I most fehemently desire you you will also 
look that way. 9 
SIMPLE. I will, sir. [Exit. 


EVANS. Pless my soul! how full of chollors I am, 
and trempling of mind! I shall be glad if he have 
deceived me. How melancholies I am! I will knog 
his urinals about his knave’s costard when I have goot 
opportunities for the ’ork : pless my soul! [Sings. 


To shallow rivers, to whose falls 16 
Melodious birds sing madrigals ; 

There will we make our peds of roses, 

And a thousand fragrant posies. 


To shallow— 20 
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Mercy on me! I have a great dispositions to cry. (Sings. 
Melodious birds sing madrigals,— 
When as I sat in Pabylon,— 
And a thousand vagram posies. 24 
To shallow,— 
Re-enter SIMPLE. 
SIMPLE. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 
EVANS. He’s welcome. (Sings. 
To shallow rivers, to whose falls— 28 
Heaven prosper the right !—what weapons is he ? 
SIMPLE. No weapons, sir. There comes my master, 
Master Shallow, and another gentleman, from Frogmore, 


over the stile, this way. 32 
EVANS. Pray you, give me my gown; or else keep 
it in your arms. [Reads in a book. 


Enter Pacr, SHALLOW, and SLENDER. 

SHALLOW. How now, Master Parson! Good mor- 
row, good Sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the dice, 
and a good student from his book, and it is wonderful. 

SLENDER. [Aside] Ah, sweet Anne Page ! 

PAGE. Save you, good Sir Hugh ! 39 

EVANS. Pless you from His mercy sake, all of you ! 

SHALLOW. What, the sword and the word! do you 
study them both, Master Parson ? 

pace. And youthful still in your doublet and hose ! 
this raw rheumatic day ? 44 

EVANS. There is reasons and causes for it. 

PAGE. We are come to you to do a good office, 
Master Parson. 

EVANS. Fery well: what is it ? 48 

PAGE. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman, who, 
belike having received wrong by some person, is at 
most odds with his own gravity and patience that ever 
you saw. 52 

SHALLOW. I have lived fourscore years and upward ; 
I never heard a man of his place, gravity, and learning, 
so wide of his own respect. 

EVANS. What is he ? 56 

PAGE. I think you know him; Master Doctor Caius, 
the renowned French physician. 

EVANS. Got’s will, and his passion of my heart ! 
T had as lief you would tell me of a mess of porridge. 
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vAGE. Why ? 61 

EVANS. He has no more knowledge in Hibbocrates 
and Galen,—and he is a knave besides; a cowardly 
knave as you would desires to be acquainted withal. 64 

PAGE. I warrant you, he’s the man should fight with 
him. 

SLENDER. [Aside.] O, sweet Anne Page ! 

SHALLOW. It appears so, by his weapons. Keep them 
asunder : here comes Doctor Caius. 69 


Enter Host, Carus, and Ruasy. 

PAGE. Nay, good Master parson, keep in your 
weapon. 

SHALLOW. So do you, good Master doctor. 72 

HosT. Disarm them, and let them question : let them 
keep their limbs whole and hack our English. 

catus. I pray you, let-a me speak a word vit your 
ear: verefore vill you not meet-a me ? 76 

EVANS. [Aside to Caius.) Pray you, use your patience : 
in good time. 

calus. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog, 
John ape. 80 

EVANS. [Aside to Carus.) Pray you, let us not be 
laughing-stogs to other men’s humours; I desire you 
in friendship, and I will one way or other make you 
amends : [Aloud.] I will knog your urinals about your 
knave’s cogscomb for missing your meetings and 
appointments. 86 

catus. Diable !—Jack Rugby,—mine host de Jarre- 
tierre—have I not stay for him to kill him? have I not, 
at de place I did appoint ? 89 

EVANS. As I am a Christians soul, now, look you, 
this is the place appointed: Vll be judgment by mine 
host of the Garter. 92 

HosT. Peace, I say, Gallia and Guallia ; French and 
Welsh, soul-curer and body-curer ! 

caus. Ay, dat is very good ; excellent. 95 

Host. Peace, I say! hear mine host of the Garter. 
Am I politic ? am I subtle ? am I a Machiavel ?) Shall 
I lose my doctor? no; he gives me the potions and 
the motions. Shall I lose my parson, my priest, my 
Sir Hugh? no; he gives me the proverbs and the 
no-verbs. Give me thy hand, terrestrial ; so ;—give 
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me thy hand, celestial; so. Boys of art, I have 
deceived you both; I have directed you to wrong 
places: your hearts are mighty, your skins are whole, 
and let burnt sack be the issue. Come, lay their 
swords to pawn. Follow me, lads of peace; follow, 
follow, follow. 107 

SHALLOW. Trust me, a mad host !—Follow, gentlemen, 
follow. 

SLENDER. [Aside] O, sweet Anne Page ! 

(Exeunt SHattow, SLENDER, Pace, and Host. 

catus. Ha! doI perceive dat? have you make-a de 
sot of us, ha, ha ? 112 

EVANS. This is well; he has made us his vlouting- 
steg. I desire you that we may be friends and let us 
knog our prains together to be revenge on this same 
seall, scurvy, cogging companion, the host of the 
Garter. 117 

calus. By gar, vitall my heart. He promise to bring 
me vere is Anne Page: by gar, he deceive me too. 


EVANS. Well, I will smite his noddles. Pray you, 


follow. {Exeunt. 


Scene IJ.—A Street in Windsor. 
Enter Mistress Pace and Rosin. 

MRS. PAGE. Nay, keep your way, little gallant: you 
were wont to be a follower, but now you are a leader. 
Whether had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your 
master’s heels ? 

ROBIN. I had rather, forsooth, go before you like 
a man than follow him like a dwarf. 

MRS. PAGE. QO! you are a flattering boy: now I see 
you ll be a courtier. 8 
Enter Forp. 

FORD. Well met, Mistress Page. Whither go you ? 

MRS. PAGE. ‘Truly, sir, to see your wife: is she at 
home ? ll 

FORD. Ay; and as idle as she may hang together, 
for want of company. I think, if your husbands were 
dead, you two would marry. 

MRS. PAGE. Be sure of that,—two other hus- 
bands. 16 


FORD. Where had you this pretty weathercock ? 
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MRS. PAGE. 1 cannot tell what the dickens his name 
is my husband had him of. What do you call your 
knight’s name, sirrah ? 20 

ROBIN. Sir John Falstaff. 

FoRD. Sir John Falstaff ! 

MRS. PAGE. He, he; I can never hit on’s name. 
There is such a league between my good man and he! 
Is your wife at home indeed ? 25 

FORD. Indeed she is. 

MRS. PAGE. By your leave, sir: I am sick till I 
see her. {Exeunt Mistress Pace and Rosin. 

FORD. Has Page any brains? hath he any eyes? 
hath he any thinking ? Sure, they sleep; he hath no 
use of them. Why, this boy will carry a letter twenty 
mile, as easy as a cannon will shoot point-blank twelve 
score. He pieces out his wife’s inclination; he gives 
her folly motion and advantage: and now she’s going 
to my wife, and Falstaff’s boy with her. A man may 
hear this shower sing in the wind: and Falstafi’s boy 
with her! Good plots! they are laid; and our re- 
volted wives share damnation together. Well; I will take 
him, then torture my wife, pluck the borrowed veil. of 
modesty from the so, seeming Mistress Page, divulge 
Page himself for a secure and wilful Acteon; and to 
these violent proceedings all my neighbours shall cry 
aim. [Clock strikes.) The clock gives me my cue, and my 
assurance bids me search; there I shall find Falstaff. 
I shall be rather praised for this than mocked; for it 
is as positive as the earth is firm, that Falstaff is there : 
I will go. 


Enter Pacr, SHALLOW, SLENDER, Host, Sir Huan Evans, 
Catus, and Ruasy. 

PAGE, SHALLOW, &c. Well met, Master Ford 48 

FoRD. ‘Trust me, a good knot. I have good cheer at 
home ; and I pray you all go with me. 

SHALLOW. I must excuse myself, Master Ford. 51 

SLENDER. And so must I, sir: we have appointed 
to dine with Mistress Anne, and I would not break 
with her for more money than I'll speak of. 54 

SHALLOW. We have lingered about a match between 
Anne Page and my cousin Slender, and this day we 
shall have our answer. 
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SLENDER. I hope I-have your good will, father 
Page. 59 
PAGE. You have, Master Slender; I stand wholly 
for you: but my wife, Master doctor, is for you 


altogether. 
catus. Ay, by gar; and de maid is love-a me: my 
nursh-a Quickly tell me so mush. 64 


Host. What say you to young Master Fenton? he 
capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes 
verses, he speaks holiday, he smells April and May : 
he will carry ’t, he will carry’t; *tis in his buttons; he 
will carry ’t. 69 

pace. Not by my consent, 1 promise you. The 
gentleman is of no having: he kept company with the 
wild prince and Pointz; he is of too high a region; he 
knows too much. No, he shall not knit a knot in his 
fortunes with the finger of my substance: if he take her, 
let him take her simply ; the wealth I have waits on my 
consent, and my consent goes not that way. 76 

FORD. I beseech you heartily, some of you go home 
with me to dinner: besides your cheer, you shall have 
sport; I will show you a monster. Master doctor, you 
shall go; so shall you, Master’ Page; and you, Sir 
Hugh. 81 

SHALLOW. Well, fare you well: we shall have the freer 
wooing at Master Page’s. [Exeunt SHALLOW and SLENDER. 

calus. Go home, John Rugby; I come anon. 84 

[Exit RueBy, 

Host. Farewell, my hearts: I will to my honest 
knight Falstaff, and drink canary with him. _[Exit Host. 

FORD. [Aside.] I think I shall drink in pipe-wine first 
with him ; I'll make him dance. Will you go, gentles ? 

ALL. Have with you to see this monster. [Exeunt. 


Scene IIT.—A Room in Forn’s House. 
Enter Mistress Forp and Mistress Pace. 
MRS. FORD. What, John! what, Robert ! 
MRS. PAGE. Quickly, quickly :—Is the buck-basket— 
MRS. FORD. I warrant. What, Robin, I say ! 


Enter Servants with a Basket. 
MRS. PAGE. Come, come, come. 4 
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MRS. FORD. Here, set it down. 

MRS. PAGE. Give your men the charge; we must be 
brief. 7 
MRS. FORD. Marry, as I told you before, John, and 
Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-house ; and 
when I suddenly call you, come forth, and without 
any pause or staggering, take this basket on your 
shoulders : that done, trudge with it in all haste, and 
carry it among the whitsters in Datchet-mead, and 
“rare empty it in the muddy ditch, close by the Thames 
side. 

MRS. PAGE. You will do it ? 16 

MRS. FORD. I have told them over and over; they 
lack no direction. Be gone, and come when you are 


called. [Exeunt Servants. 
MRS. PAGE. Here comes little Robin. 20 
Enter Rosi. 
MRS. FORD. How now, my eyas-musket ! what news 
with you ? 


ROBIN. My master, Sir John, is come in at your back- 
door, Mistress Ford, and requests your company. 

MRS. PAGE. You little Jack-a-Lent, have you been true 
to us ? 26 

ROBIN. Ay, Ill be sworn. My master knows not 
of your being here, and hath threatened to put me into 
everlasting liberty if I tell you of it; for he swears he’ll 
turn me away. 30 

MRS. PAGE. Thou’rt a good boy; this secrecy of 
thine shall be a tailor to thee and shall make thee a new 
doublet and hose. Ill go hide me. 33 

MRS. FORD. Do so. Go tell thy master J am alone. 
[Exit Rorry.] Mistress Page, remember you your cue. 

MRS. PAGE. I warrant thee; if I do not act it, hiss 
me. [Exit. 

MRS. FORD. Goto, then: we'll use this unwholesome 
humidity, this gross watery pumpion; we'll teach him 
to know turtles from jays. 40 


Enter FastTaFrr. 
ratstarr. ‘Have I caught my heavenly jewel ?’ 
Why, now let me die, for I have lived long enough : this 
is the period of my ambition : O this blessed hour ! 
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MRS. FoRD. O, sweet Sir John! 44 
FALSTAFF. Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot 
prate, Mistress Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish: I 
would thy husband were dead. I'll speak it before the best 


lord, I would make thee my lady. 48 
MRS. FoRD. I your lady, Sir John! alas, Ishould be a 
pitiful lady. 


FALSTAFF. Let the court of France show me such 
another. I see how thine eye would emulate the 
diamond: thou hast the right arched beauty of the brow 
that becomes the ship-tire, the tire-valiant, or any tire 
of Venetian admittance. 55. 

cmrs. ForD. A plain kerchief, Sir John: my brows 
become nothing else ; nor that well neither. 

FALSTAFF. By the Lord, thou art a traitor to say 
so: thou wouldst make an absolute courtier; and 
the firm fixture of thy foot would give an excellent 
motion to thy gait ina semi-circled farthingale. I see what, 
thou wert, if Fortune thy foe were not, Nature thy friend. 
Come, thou canst not hide it. 63 

MRS. FORD. Believe me, there’s no such thing in 
me. 

FALSTAFF. What made me love thee? let that 
persuade thee there ’s something extraordinary in thee. 
Come, I cannot cog and say thou art this and that, like 
a many of these lisping hawthorn-buds, that come like 
women in men’s apparel, and smell like Bucklersbury 
in simple-time ; I cannot; but I love thee; none but 
thee; and thou deservest it. 12 

MRS. FORD. Do not betray me, sir. I fear you love 
Mistress Page. 

FALSTAFF. Thou mightst as well say, I love to walk 
by the Counter-gate, which is as hateful to me as the 
reek of a lime-kiln. 1 

MRS. FORD. Well, heaven knows how I love you; and 
you shall one day find it. 

FALSTAFF. Keep in that mind; I'll deserve it. 80 

MRS. FORD. Nay, I must tell you, so you do, or else 
I could not be in that mind. 

ROBIN. [Within.] Mistress Ford! Mistress Ford ! 
here ’s Mistress Page at the door, sweating and blowing 
and looking wildly, and would needs speak with you 
presently. 
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FALSTAFF. She shall not see me: I will ensconce me 


behind the arras. 88 
MRS. FORD. Pray you, do so: she’s a very tattling 
woman [FausrarF hides himseaf. 


Re-enter Mistress Pacr and Rosin. 
What ’s the matter ? how now! 91 

MRS, PAGE. O Mistress Ford! what have you done ? 
eee shamed, you are overthrown, you're undone for 
ever ! 

MRS. FORD. What’s the matter, good Mistress 
Page ? 96 

MRS. PAGE. O well-a-day, Mistress Ford! having an 
honest man to your husband, to give him such cause 
of suspicion ! 

MRS. FORD. What cause of suspicion ? 100 

MRS. PAGE. What cause of suspicion! Out upon you! 
how am I mistook in you ! 

MRS. FORD. Why, alas, what’s the matter ? 103 

MRS. PAGE. Your husband’s coming hither, woman, 
with all the officers of Windsor, to search for a gentle- 
man that he says is here now in the house by your 
consent, to take an ill advantage of his absence: you 
are undone. 108 

MRS. FORD. [Aside] Speak louder.—’Tis not so, I 
hope. 

MRS. PAGE. Pray heaven it be not so, that you have 
such a man here! but ’tis most certain your husband ’s 
coming with half Windsor at his heels, to search for 
such a one. I come before to tell you. If you know 
yourself clear, why, I am glad of it; but if you have a 
friend here, convey, convey him out. Be not amazed ; 
call all your senses to you: defend your reputation, or 
bid farewell to your good life for ever. 

MRS. FORD. What shall I do ?—There is a gentle- 
man, my dear friend; and I fear not mine own shame 
so much as his peril: I had rather than a thousand 
pound he were out of the house. 122 

MRS, PAGE. For shame! never stand ‘you had 
rather’ and ‘you had rather’: your husband ’s here 
at hand; bethink you of some conveyance: in the 
house you cannot hide him. O, how have you deceived 
me! Look, here is a basket: if he be of any reasonable 
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stature, he may creep in here; and throw foul linen 
upon him, as if it were going to bucking: or—it is 
whiting-time—send him by your two men to Datchet- 
mead. 131 

MRS. FORD. He’s too big to go in there. What 
shall I do ? 

FALSTAFF. [Coming forward.] Let me see ’t, let me see ’t, 
O, let me see’t! Ill in, Vl in. Follow your friend’s 
counsel. I'll in. 136 

MRS. PAGE. What, Sir John Falstaff! Are these your 
letters, knight ? 

FALSTAFF. I love thee, and none but thee; help me 
away : let me creep in here. Ill never— 140 

<= [He gets into the basket; they cover him with foul linen. 
mrs. PAGE. Help to cover your master, boy. Call 
your men, Mistress Ford. You dissembling knight ! 

MRS. FORD. What, John! Robert! John! [Exit Rosm. 


Re-enter Servants. 
Go, take up these clothes here quickly; where’s the 
cowl-staff ? look, how you drumble! carry them to the 
laundress in Datchet-mead ; quickly, come. 146 


Enter Forp, Pacn, Carus, and Sir Hucu Evans. 

FORD. Pray you, come near: if I suspect without 
cause, why then make sport at me; then let me be 
your jest; I deserve it. How now! what goes here ? 
whither bear you this ? 150 

SERVANTS. To the laundress, forsooth. 

MRS. FORD. Why, what have you to do whither they 
bear it ? You were best meddle with buck-washing. 

FORD. Buck! I would I could wash myself of the 
buck! Buck, buck, buck! Ay, buck; JI warrant 
you, buck; and of the season too, it shall appear. 
(Exeunt Servants with the basket.] Gentlemen, I have 
dreamed to-night; Ill tell you my dream. Here, 
here, here be my keys: ascend my chambers; search, 
seek, find out: Ill warrant we’ll unkennel the fox. 
Let me stop this way first. [Locking the door] So, now 
uncape. 

PAGE. Good Master Ford, be contented : you wrong 
yourself too much. ' 164 


so. 11] THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR 183 


FORD. ‘True, Master Page. Up, gentlemen; you shall 


see sport anon: follow me, gentlemen. (Exit. 
EVANS. This is fery fantastical humours and 
jealousies. 168 


calus. By gar, ’tis node fashion of France; it is not 
jealous in France. 

PAGE. Nay, follow him, gentlemen; see the issue of 
his search. [Exeunt Pacr, Carus, and Evans. 

MRS. PAGE. Is there not a double excellency in this ? 

MRS. FORD. I know not which pleases me better ; that 
my husband is deceived, or Sir John. 175 

MRS. PAGE. What a taking was he in when your 
husband asked who was in the basket ! 

MRS. FORD. I am half afraid he will have need of 
washing ; so throwing him into the water will do him 
a benefit. 180 

MRS. PAGE. Hang him, dishonestrascal! I would all 
of the same strain were in the same distress. 

MRS. FORD. I think my husband hath some special 
suspicion of Falstaff’s being here; for I never saw him 
so gross in his jealousy till now. 185 

MRS. PAGE. I will lay a plot to try that; and we 
will yet have more tricks with Falstaff: his dissolute 
disease will scarce obey this medicine. 188 

MRS. FORD. Shall we send that foolish carrion 
Mistress Quickly to him, and excuse his throwing into 
the water; and give him another hope, to betray him 
to another punishment ? 192 

MRS. PAGE. We will do it: let him be sent for to- 
morrow, eight o’clock, to have amends. 


Re-enter Forp, Paar, Caius, and Sir Huau Evans. 
FoRD. I cannot find him: may be the knave bragged 
of that he could not compass. 196 
MRS. PAGE. [Aside to Mrs. Forv.] Heard you that ? 
MRS. FORD. [Aside to Mrs. Paczr.] Ay, ay, peace.—You 
use me well, Master Ford, do you ? 


FoRD. Ay, Ido so. 200 
MRS. FORD. Heaven make you better than your 
thoughts ! 


FoRD. Amen! 
MRS. PAGE. You do yourself mighty wrong, Master 


¥ord. 205 
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ForpD. Ay, ay; I must bear it. ¥ 

nvans. If there pe any pody in the house, and in 
the chambers, and in the coffers, and in the presses, 
heaven forgive my sins at the day of judgment ! 209 

catus. By gar, nor I too, dere is no bodies. 

PAGE. Fie, fie, Master Ford: are you not ashamed ? 
What spirit, what devil suggests this imagination? I 
would not ha’ your distemper in this kind for the wealth 
of Windsor Castle. 214 

ForD. "Tis my fault, Master Page: I suffer for it. 

EVANS. You suffer for a pad conscience: your wife is 
as honest a ’omans as I will desires among five thousand, 
and five hundred too. 218 

‘varus. By gar, I see ’tis an honest woman. 

FoRD. Well; I promised you a dinner. Come, 
come, walk in the Park: I pray you, pardon me; I will 
hereafter make known to you why I have done this. 
Come, wife ; come, Mistress Page. I pray you, pardon 
me; pray heartily, pardon me. 224 

PAGE. Let’s go in, gentlemen; but, trust me, we'll 
mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning to my 
house to breakfast; after, well a-birding together: I 
have a fine hawk for the bush. Shall it be so ? 228 

FORD. Any thing. 

EVANS. If there is one, I shall make two in the 
company. 

caAlus. If dere be one or two, I shall make-a de turd. 

FORD. Pray you go, Master Page. 233 

EVANS. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow on 
the lousy knave, mine host. 

calus. Dat is good; by gar, vit all my heart. 236 


EVANS. A lousy knave! to have his gibes and his 


mockeries ! [Exeunt. 


Scene IV.—A Room in Pacz’s House. 
Enter Frnton, ANNE Pacn, and Mistress QUICKLY. 
MisTRESs QuICKLY stands apart. 
» FENTON. I see I cannot get thy father’s love ; 
Therefore no more turn me to him, sweet Nan. 
ANNE. Alas! how then ? 


FENTON. Why, thou must be thyself. 
4 


He doth object, I am too great of birth, 
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And that my state being gall’d with my expense, 

I seek to heal it only by his wealth. 

Besides these, other bars he lays before me, 

My riots past, my wild societies ; 8 
And tells me ’tis a thing impossible 

I should love thee but as a property. 

ANNE. May be he tells you true. 

FENTON. No, heaven so speed me in my time to come ! 
Albeit I will confess thy father’s wealth 13 
Was the first motive that I woo’d thee, Anne : 
Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold or sums in sealed bags ; 16 
And ’tis the very riches of thyself 
That now I aim at. 

ANNE. Gentle Master Fenton, 
Yet seek my father’s love ; still seek it, sir: 
If opportunity and humblest suit 20 
Cannot attain it, why, then,—hark you hither. 

[They converse apart. 
Enter SHALLOW and SLENDER. 

SHALLOW. Break their talk, Mistress Quickly :, my 
kinsman shall speak for himself. 

SLENDER. I'll makeashaft or a bolt on’t. ’Slid, ’tis 
but venturing. 25 

SHALLOW. Be not dismayed. 

SLENDER. No, she shall not dismay me: I care not 
for that, but that I am afeard. 28 

QUICKLY. Hark ye; Master Slender would speak a 
word with you. 

ANNE. Icometo him. [Aside.) This is my father’s choice. 
O, what a world of vile ill-favour’d faults 32 
Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a year ! 

QguickLy. And how does good Master Fenton ? Pray 
you, a word with you. 

SHALLOW. She’s coming; to her, coz. O boy, thou 
hadst a father ! 37 

SLENDER. I had a father, Mistress Anne; my uncle 
can tell you good jests of him. Pray you, uncle, tell 
Mistress Anne the jest, how my father stole two geese 
out of a pen, good uncle. 41 

SHALLOW. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you. 

SLENDER. Ay, that I do; as well as I love any 
woman in Glostershire. 44 
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sHaLLow. He will maintain you like a gentle- 
woman. 

SLENDER. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tail, under 
the degree of a squire. 48 

SHALLOW. He will make you a hundred and fifty 
pounds jointure. 

ANNE. Good Master Shallow, let him woo for 
himself. 52 

SHALLOW. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you 
for that good comfort. She calls you, coz: I'll leave 
ou. 
i ANNE. Now, Master Slender. 56 

SLENDER. Now, good Mistress Anne.— 

“ANNE. What is your will 4 

SLENDER. My will? od’s heartlings! that’s a 
pretty jest, indeed! I ne’er made my will yet, I thank 
heaven ; I am not such a sickly creature, I give heaven 
praise. 

ANNE. I mean, Master Slender, what would you 
with me ? 64 

SLENDER. Truly, for mine own part, I would little 
or nothing with you. Your father and my uncle have 
made motions: if it be my luck, so; if not, happy man 
be his dole! They can tell you how things go better 
than I can: you may ask your father; here he comes. 


Enter Pace and Mistress Pages. 
PAGE. Now, Master Slender: love him, daughter 


Anne. 
Why, how now! what does Master Fenton here ? 
You wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt my house : 12 


I told you, sir, my daughter is dispos’d of. 
FENTON. Nay, Master Page, be not impatient. 
MRS. PAGE. Good Master Fenton, come not to my child. 


PAGE. She is no match for you. 76 
FENTON. Sir, will you hear me ? 
PAGE. No, good Master Fenton. 


Come, Master Shallow ; come, son Slender, in. 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Master Fenton. 
[Exeunt PaGr, SHALLow, and SLENDER. 
QUICKLY. Speak to Mistress Page. 80 
FENTON. Good Mistress Page, for that I love your 
daughter 
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In such a rightous fashion as I do, 
Perforce, against all checks, rebukes and manners, 
I must advance the colours of my love 84 
And not retire : let me have your good will. 
ANNE. Good mother, do not marry me to yond fool. 
MRS. PAGE. I mean it not; I seek you a better 
husband. 
QuIcKLY. That ’s my master, Master doctor. 88 
ANNE. Alas! I had rather be set quick i’ the earth, 
And bowl’d to death with turnips. 
MRS. PAGE. Come, trouble not yourself. Good 
Master Fenton, 
I will not be your friend, nor enemy : 92 
My daughter will I question how she loves you, 
And as I find her, so am I affected. 
*Till then, farewell, sir: she must needs go in; 
Her father will be angry. 96 
FENTON. Farewell, gentle mistress. Farewell, Nan. 
[Exeunt Mistress PaGE and ANNE. 
QUICKLY. This is my doing, now: ‘ Nay,’ said I,‘ will 
you cast away your child on a fool, and a physician ? 
Look on Master Fenton.’ This is my doing. 
FENTON. I thank thee : and I pray thee, once to-night 
Give my sweet Nan this ring. There’s for thy pains. 
QUICKLY. Now heaven send thee good fortune! 
(Exit Feyron.} A kind heart he hath: a woman would 
run through fire and water for such a kind heart. But 
yet I would my master had Mistress Anne; or I would 
Master Slender had her; or, in sooth, I would Master 
Fenton had her. I will do what I can for them all 
three, for so I have promised, and I'll be as good as 
my word; but speciously for Master Fenton. Well, 
I must of another errand to Sir John Falstaff from my 
two mistresses : what a beast am I to slack it ! [Exit. 


Scene V.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Fatstarr and BARDOLPH. 
FALSTAFF. Bardolph, I say,— 
BARDOLPH. Here, sir. 
FALSTAFF. Go fetch me a quart of sack ; put a toast 
in’t. [Exit Barvoten.}] Have I lived to be carried in a 
basket, and to be thrown in the Thames like a barrow 
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of butcher’s offal 2 Well, if I be served such another 
trick, I'll have my brains ta’en out, and buttered, and 
give them to a dog for a new year’s gift. The rogues 
slighted me into the river with as little remorse as they 
would have drowned a blind bitch’s puppies, fifteen 
i’ the litter ; and you may know by my size that I have 
a kind of alacrity in sinking: if the bottom were as 
deep as hell, I should down. I had been drowned but 
that the shore was shelvy and shallow; a death that 
T abhor, for the water swells a man, and what a thing 
should I have been when I had been swelled! I should 
have been a mountain of mummy. 17 


~ Re-enter BaRDOLPH, with the sack. 

BARDOLPH. Here’s Mistress Quickly, sir, to speak 
with you. 

FALSTAFF. Come, let me pour in some sack to the 
Thames water, for my belly ’s as cold as if I had swal- 
lowed snowballs for pills to cool the reins. Call 
her in. 

BARDOLPH. Come in, woman. 24 


Enter Mistress QUICKLY. 

quickLy. By your leave. I cry you mercy: give 
your worship good morrow. 

FALSTAFF. 'ake away these chalices. Go brew me 
a pottle of sack finely. 28 

BARDOLPH. With eggs, sir ? 

FALSTAFF. Simple of itself; Ill no pullet-sperm in my 
brewage. [Exit Barvotpx.-—How now ! 

quicKkLy. Marry, sir, I come to your worship from 
Mistress Ford. 33 

FALSTAFF. Mistress Ford! I have had ford enough ; 
I was thrown into the ford; I have my belly full of 
ford. 36 

quickLy. Alasthe day! good heart, that was not her 
fault: she does so take on with her men; they mistook 
their erection. 

FALSTAFF. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish 
woman’s promise. 41 

QUICKLY. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it would 
yearn your heart to see it. Her husband goes this 
morning a-birding: she desires you once more to 
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come to her between eight and nine. I must earry 
her word quickly: she'll make you amends, I warrant 
you. 47 

FALSTAFF. Well, I will visit her: tell her so; and bid 
her think what a man is: let her consider his frailty, 
and then judge of my merit. 

QUICKLY. I will tell her. 

FALSTAFF. Do so. Between nine and ten, sayest 
thou ? 53 

QUICKLY. Eight and nine, sir. 

FALSTAFF. Well, be gone: I will not miss her. 

QUICKLY. Peace be with you, sir. [Exit. 

FALSTAFF. I marvel I hear not of Master Brook ; 
he sent me word to stay within. I like his money well. 
O! here he comes. 

Enter Forp. 

FORD. Bless you, sir ! 60 

FALSTAFF. Now, Master Brook, you come to know what 
hath passed between me and Ford’s wife ? 

FORD. ‘That, indeed, Sir John, is my business. 

FALSTAFF. Master Brook, I will not lie to you: I was 
at her house the hour she appointed me. 65 

FORD. And how sped you, sir ? 

FALSTAFF. Very ill-favouredly, Master Brook. 

FORD. How so, sir? did she change her determina- 
tion ? 69 

FALSTAFF. No, Master Brook; but the peaking 
cornuto her husband, Master Brook, dwelling in a con- 
tinual ’larum of jealousy, comes me in the instant of our 
encounter, after we had embraced, kissed, protested, 
and, as it were, spoke the prologue of our comedy ; 
and at his heels a rabble of his companions, thither pro- 
voked and instigated by his distemper, and, forsooth, to 
search his house for his wife’s love. 17 

FORD. What! while you were there ? 

FALSTAFF. While I was there. 

ForD. And did he search for you, and could not 
find you ? 81 

FALSTAFF. You shall hear. As good luck would 
have it, comes in one Mistress Page ; gives intelligence 
of Ford’s approach ; and in her invention, and Ford’s 
wife’s distraction, they conveyed me into a_buck- 
basket. 
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ForD. A buck-basket ! 87 
FALSTAFF. By the Lord, a buck-basket! rammed 
me in with foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul stockings, 
greasy napkins; that, Master Brook, there was the 
rankest compound of yillanous smell that ever offended 
nostril. 92 

FoRD. And how long lay you there ? 

FALSTAFF. Nay, you shall hear, Master Brook, what 
I have suffered to bring this woman to evil for your 
good. Being thus crammed in the basket, a couple of 
Ford’s knaves, his hinds, were called forth by their 
mistress to carry me in the name of foul clothes to 
Datchet-lane: they took me on their shoulders; met 
the jealous knave their master in the door, who asked 
them once or twice what they had in their basket. 
I quaked for fear lest the lunatic knave would have 
searched it; but Fate, ordaining he should be a cuck- 
old, held his hand. Well; on went he for a search, and 
away went I for foul clothes. But mark the sequel, 
Master Brook: I suffered the pangs of three several 
deaths: first, an intolerable fright, to be detected with a 
jealous rotten bell-wether; next, to be compassed, like a 
good bilbo, in the circumference of a peck, hilt to point, 
heel to head; and then, to be stopped in, like a strong 
distillation, with stinking clothes that fretted in their own 
grease: think of that, aman of my kidney, think of that, 
that am as subject to heat as butter; a man of con- 
tinual dissolution and thaw: it was a miracle to ’scape 
suffocation. Andinthe height of this bath, when I was 
more than half stewed in grease, like a Dutch dish, to be 
thrown into the Thames, and cooled, glowing hot, in that 
surge, like a horse-shoe; think of that, hissing hot, think 
of that, Master Brook ! 

FORD. In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that for 
my sake you have suffered all this. My suit then is 
desperate ; you'll undertake her no more ? 122 

FALSTAFF. Master Brook, I will be thrown into Etna, 
as I have been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus. 
Her husband is this morning gone a-birding: I have 
received from her another embassy of meeting ; *twixt 
eight and nine is the hour, Master Brook. 

FORD. Tis past eight already, sir. 128 

FALSTAFF. Is it? I will then address me to my 
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appointment. Come to me at your convenient leisure, 
and you shall know how I speed, and the conclusion 
shall be crowned with your enjoying her: adieu. You 
shall have her, Master Brook ; Master Brook, you shall 
cuckold Ford. [Exit. 

FORD. Hum! ha! is this a vision ? it this a dream ? 
do I sleep ? Master Ford, awake ! awake, Master Ford ! 
there ’s a hole made in your best coat, Master Ford. 
This *tis to be married : this ’tis to have linen and buck- 
baskets! Well, I will proclaim myself what Iam: I will 
now take the lecher; he is at my house; he cannot 
‘scape me; “tis impossible he should ; he cannot creep 
into a half-penny purse, nor into a pepper-box ; but, 
lest the devil that guides him should aid him, I will 
search impossible places. Though what I am I cannot 
avoid, yet to be what I would not, shall not make me 
tame: if I have horns to make me mad, let the proverb 
go with me; I'll be horn-mad. [Exit. 


ACT IV. 


Scene I.—The Street. 
Enter Mistress Pacr, Mistress QuicKLy, and WILLIAM. 

MRS. PAGE. Is he at Master Ford’s already, thinkest 
thou ? 

QUICKLY. Sure he is by this, or will be presently ; 
but truly, he is very courageous mad about his throwing 
into the water. Mistress Ford desires you to come 
suddenly. 6 

MRS. PAGE. I'll be with her by and by: ITIl but 
bring my young man here to school. Look, where his 
master comes; ‘tis a playing-day, I see. 9 


Enter Str Hucn Evans. 

How now, Sir Hugh ! no school to-day ? 

rvans. No; Master Slender is get the boys leave 
to play. 12 

QUICKLY. Blessing of his heart ! 

MRS. PAGE. Sir Hugh, my husband says my son 
profits nothing in the world at his book: I pray ycu, 
ask him some questions in his accidence. 16 
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EVANS. Come hither, ‘William; hold up your head ; 
come. 

MRS. PAGE. Come on, sirrah; hold up your head ; 
answer your master, be not afraid. 20 
EVANS. William, how many numbers is in nouns 4 

WILLIAM. ‘Two. 

quickLy. Truly, I thought there had been one number 
more, because they say * Od’s nouns.’ 24 

EVANS. Peace your tattlings! What is ‘fair’, Wil- 
liam ? 

WILLIAM. Pulcher. 

quickLy. Polecats! there are fairer things than pole- 
cats, sure. 29 

“EVANS. You are a very simplicity oman: I pray you 
peace. What is ‘lapis’, William ? 

WILLIAM. A stone. 32 

EVANS. And what is ‘a stone’, William ? 

WILLIAM. A pebble. 

EvANS. No, it is ‘lapis’: I pray you remember in 
your prain. 36 

WILLIAM. Lapis. 

EVANS. Thatisa good William. What is he, William, 
that does lend articles ? 39 

WILLIAM. Articles are borrowed of the pronoun, and 
be thus declined, Singulariter, nominativo, hic, hee, 
hoc. 

EVANS. Nominativo, hig, hag, hog; pray you, 
mark: genitivo, hujus. Well, what is your accusative 
case ? 45 

WILLIAM. Accusativo, hinc. 

EVANS. I pray you, have your remembrance, child ; 
accusativo, hung, hang, hog. 48 

QquickLy. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I warrant 
you. 

EVANS. Leave your prabbles, °oman. What is the 
focative case, William 2 52 

WILLIAM. O vocativo, O. 

EVANS. Remember, William ; focative is caret. 

QuickLy. And that’s a good root. 

EVANS. ’Oman, forbear 56 

MRS. PAGE. Peace ! 


EVANS. What is your genitive case plural, Wi!- 
iam ? 
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WILLIAM. Genitive case ? 60 

EVANS. Ay. 

WILLIAM. Genitive, horum, harum, horum. 

QUICKLY. Vengeance of Jenny’s case! fie on her! 
Never name her, child, if she be a whore. 64 

EVANS. For shame, oman! 

QUICKLY. You do ill to teach the child such words. 
He teaches him to hick and to hack, which they’ll do 
fast enough of themselves, and to call‘ horum’: fie upon 
you ! 69 

EVANS. ’Oman, art thou lunatics? hast thou no 
understandings for thy cases and the numbers and the 
genders ? Thou art as foolish Christian creatures as I 
would desires. 73 

MRS. PAGE. Prithee, hold thy peace. 

EVANS. Show me now, William, some declensions of 
your pronouns. 16 

WILLIAM. Forsooth, I have forgot. 

EVANS. Itis qui, que, quod; if you forget your ‘ quis’, 
your * ques’, and your ‘ quods’, you must be preeches. 
Go your ways and play; go. 80 

MRS. PAGE. He is a better scholar than I thought he 
was. 

EVANS. He is a good sprag memory. Farewell, 


Mistress Page. 84 
MRS. PAGE. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. [Exit Sir Hvcn. 
Get you home, boy. Come, we stay too long. [Exeunt. 


Scene IIJ.—A Room in Forp’s House. 
Enter FatstaFrr and Mistress Forp. 


FALSTAFF. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten 
up my sufferance. I see you are obsequious in your 
love, and I profess requital to a hair’s breadth ; not 
only, Mistress Ford, in the simple office of love, but 
in all the accoutrement, complement and ceremony of 
it. But are you sure of your husband now ? 

MRS. FORD. He’s a-birding, sweet Sir John. vf 

MRS. PAGE. [Within] What ho! gossip Ford! what 
ho! 

MRS. FORD. Step into the chamber, Sir John. 

[Exit FaLsTarr-. 

SH J H 
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Enter Mistress Pace. 

MRS. PAGE. How now, sweetheart! who’s at home 
besides yourself ? 12 

MRS. FORD. Why, none but mine own people. 

MRS. PAGE. Indeed ! 

MRS. FORD. No,  certainly.— [Aside to her.] Speak 
louder. 16 

MRS. PAGE. Truly, I am so glad you have nobody 
here. 

MRS. FORD. Why ? 

MRS, PAGE. Why, woman, your husband is in his 
ald lunes again: he so takes on yonder with my 
husband; so rails against all married mankind; so 
curses all Eve’s daughters, of what complexion soever ; 
and so buffets himself on the forehead, crying, * Peer 
out, peer out!’ that any madness I ever yet beheld 
seemed but tameness, civility and patience, to this his 
distemper he is in now. I am glad the fat knight is 
not here. 28 

MRS. FORD. Why, does he talk of him ? 

MRS. PAGE. Of none but him; and swears he was 
carried out, the last time he searched for him, in 
a basket : protests to my husband he is now here, and 
hath drawn him and the rest of their company from 
their sport, to make another experiment of his sus- 
picion. But I am glad the knight is not here ; now he 
shall see his own foolery. 36 

MRS. FORD. How near is he, Mistress Page ? 

MRS. PAGE. Hard by; at street end; he will be 
here anon. 

MRS. FORD. Iam undone! the knight is here. 40 

MRS. PAGE. Why then you are utterly shamed, and 
he’s but a dead man. What a woman are you! Away 
with him, away with him! better shame than murder. 

MRS. FORD. Which way should he go? how should 
I bestow him ?, Shall I put him into the basket again ? 


Re-enter FAusrarr. 
FALSTAFF. No, I'll come no more i ’ the basket. May 
I not go out ere he come 2 A 4T 
MRS. PAGE. Alas! three of Master Ford's brothers 
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watch the door with pistols, that none shall issue out ; 
otherwise you might slip away ere he came. But what 


make you here ? 51 
FALSTAFF. What shall I do? Ill creep up into the 
chimney. 


MRS. FORD. There they always use to discharge their 
birding-pieces. 

MRS. PAGE. Creep into the kiln-hole. 56 

FALSTAFF. Where is it 2 

MRS. FORD. He will seek there, on my word. Neither 
press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault, but he hath an 
abstract for the remembrance of such places, and goes 
to them by his note: there is no hiding you in the 
house. 

FALSTAFF. I'll go out, then. 63 

MRS. PAGE. If you go out in your own semblance, 
you die, Sir John. Unless you go out disguised,— 

MRS. FORD. How might we disguise him ? 66 

MRS. PAGE. Alas the day! I know not. There is 
no woman’s gown big enough for him; otherwise, he 
might put on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchief, and so 
escape. 

FALSTAFF. Good hearts, devise something: any ex- 
tremity rather than a mischief. 12 

MRS. FORD. My maid’s aunt, the fat woman of 
Brainford, has a gown above. 

MRS. PAGE. On my word, it will serve him; she’s as 
big as he is: and there’s her thrummed hat and her 
muffler too: Run up, Sir John. 11 

MRS. FORD. Go, go, sweet Sir John: Mistress Page 
and I will look some linen for your head. 

MRS. PAGE. Quick, quick! we'll come dress you, 
straight ; put on the gown the while. [Exit Parsrarr. 

MRS. FORD. I would my husband would: meet him 
in this shape: he cannot. abide the old woman of 
Brainford ; he swears she’s a witch; forbade her my 
house, and hath threatened to beat her. 85 

MRS. PAGE. Heaven guide him to thy husband’s 
cudgel, and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards ! 

MRS. FORD. But is my husband coming ? 88 

MRS. PAGE. Ay, in good sadness, is he; and talks of 
‘the basket too, howsoever he hath had intelligence. 

“MRS. FoRD. We'll try that; for PM appoint my men 
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to carry the basket again, to meet him at the door with 
it, as they did last time. 93 
mrs. PAGE. Nay, but he'll be here presently: let’s 
go dress him like the witch of Brainford. 
MRS. FORD. I'll first direct my men what they shall 
do with the basket. Go up; Ill bring linen for him 


straight. [Exit. 
MRS. PAGE. Hang him, dishonest varlet! we cannot 
misuse him enough. 100 


We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do, 

Wives may be merry, and yet honest too : 

We do not act that often jest and laugh ; 

"Tis old, but true, ‘Still swine eats all the draff.’ (Exit. 


Re-enter Mistress ForpD, with two Servants. 

MRS. FORD. Go, sirs, take the basket again on your 
shoulders : your master is hard at door; if he bid you 
set it down, obey him. Quickly; dispatch. [Exit. 

FIRST SERVANT. Come, come, take it up. 108 

SECOND SERVANT. Pray heaven, it be not full of 
knight again. 

FIRST SERVANT. I hope not; I had as lef bear so 
much lead. 112 


Enter Forp, Pacr, SHALLOW, Catus, and Sir Hucu Evans. 

ForD. Ay, but if it prove true, Master Page, have 

ou any way then to unfool me again? Set down the 

asket, villains. Somebody call my wife. Youth in 
a basket! O you panderly rascals! there’s a knot, 
a ging, a pack, a conspiracy against me: now shall 
the devil be shamed. What, wife, I say! Come, come 
forth! Behold what honest clothes you send forth to 
bleaching ! 120 

PAGE. Why, this passes! Master Ford, you are not 
to go loose any longer ; you must be pinioned. 

EVANS. Why, this is lunatics! this is mad as a mad 
dog ! 124 

SHALLOW. Indeed, Master Ford, this is not well, 
indeed. 


FORD. So say I too, sir.— 127 


Re-enter MisTRESS ForpD. 
Come hither, Mistress Ford, the honest woman, the 
modest wife, the virtuous creature, that hath the 
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jealous fool to her husband! I suspect without cause, 
mistress, do I 2 131 

MRS. FORD. Heaven be my witness, you do, if you 
suspect me in any dishonesty. 

FORD. Well said, brazen-face! hold it out. Come 
forth, sirrah ! [Pulls the clothes out of the basket. 

PAGE. This passes ! 136 

MRS. FORD. Are you not ashamed? let the clothes 
alone. 

FORD. I shall find you anon. 

EVANS. Tis unreasonable. Will you take up your 
wife’s clothes ? Come away. 141 

FORD. Empty the basket, I say ! 

MRS. FORD. Why, man, why ? 

FORD. Master Page, as I am an honest man, there 
was one conveyed out of my house yesterday in this 
basket : why may not he be there again? In my 
house I am sure he is; my intelligence is true; my 
jealousy is reasonable. Pluck me out all the linen. 148 

MRS. FORD. If you find a man there he shall die a 
flea’s death. 

PAGE. Here’s no man. 

SHALLOW. By my fidelity, this is not well, Master 
Ford ; this wrongs you. 153 

EVANS. Master Ford, you must pray, and not follow 
the imaginations of your own heart : this is jealousies. 

FORD. Well, he’s not here I seek for. 156 

paGE. No, nor nowhere else but in your brain. 

{Servants carry away the basket. 

FoRD. Help to search my house this one time: if 
I find not what I seek, show no colour for my extremity ; 
let me for ever be your table-sport; let them say of 
me, ‘ As jealous as Ford, that searched a hollow walnut 
for his wife’s leman. Satisfy me once more; once 
more search with me. 163 

MRS. FORD. What ho, Mistress Page! come you and 
the old woman down; my husband will come into the 
chamber. 

FORD. Old woman! What old woman’s that ? 

MRS. FORD. Why, it is my maid’s aunt of Brain- 
ford. 169 

ForD. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean! 
Have I not forbid her my house? She comes of 


‘ 
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errands, does she? We are simple men; we do not 
know what’s brought to pass under the profession of 
fortune-telling. She works by charms, by spells, by 
the figure, and such daubery as this is, beyond our 
element: we know nothing. Come down, you witch, 
you hag, you ; come down, I say ! 177 

MRS. FORD. Nay, good, sweet husband! good gentle- 
men, let him not strike the old woman. 


Enter FatsTaFF in women’s clothes, led by Mistress PaGE. 

MRS. PAGE. Come, Mother Prat; come, give me your 
hand. 181 

ForpD. I'll ‘ prat’ her.—{Beats him] Out of my door, 
you witch, you rag, you baggage, you polecat, you 
ronyon! out, out! Ill conjure you, Ill fortune-tell 
you. [Exit FaLstaFr. 

MRS. PAGE. Are you not ashamed? I think you have 
killed the poor woman. 

MRS. FORD. Nay, he will do it. “Tis a goodly credit 
for you. 189 

FoRD. Hang her, witch ! 

EVANS. By yea and no, I think the ’oman is a witch 
indeed: I like not when a ’oman has a great peard ; 
I spy a great peard under her muffler. 193 

FORD. Will you follow, gentlemen ? I beseech you, 
follow : see but the issue of my jealousy. If I ery out 
thus upon no trail, never trust me when I open again. 

PAGE. Let’s obey his humour a little further. Come, 
gentlemen. (Exeunt Forp, Pacr, SHALLow, Carus, and Evans. 

MRS. PAGE. ‘Trust me, he beat him most pitifully. 

MRS. FORD. Nay, by the mass, that he did not; he 
beat him most unpitifully methought. 201 

MRS. PAGE. I'll have the cudgel hallowed and hung 
o’er the altar: it hath done meritorious service. 

MRS. FORD. What think you? May we, with the 
warrant of womanhood and the witness of a good 
conscience, pursue him with any further revenge ? 

MRS. PAGE. The spirit of wantonness is, sure, scared 
out of him: if the devil have him not in fee-simple, 
with fine and recovery, he will never, I think, in the 
way of waste, attempt us again. 

MRS. FORD. Shall we tell our husbands how we have 
served him ? : 212 
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MRS. PAGE. Yes, by all means; if it) be but to 
scrape the figures out of your husband’s brains. If 
they can find in their hearts the poor unvirtuous fat 
knight shall be any further afflicted, we two. will still 
be the ministers. 217 

MRS. FORD. I'll warrant they'll have him publicly 
shamed, and methinks there would be no period to the 


jest, should he not be publicly shamed. 220 
MRS. PAGE. Come, to the forge with it then; shape 
it : I would not have things cool. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Host and BaRDOoLpn. 

BARDOLPH. Sir, the Germans desire to have three of 
your horses: the duke himself will be to-morrow at court, 
and they are going to meet him. 3 

Host. What duke should that be comes so secretly ? 
T hear not of him in the court. Let me speak with the 
gentlemen ; they speak English ? 

BARDOLPH. Ay, sir; I'll call them to you. T 

Host. They shall have my horses, but Pll make them 
pay; Ill sauce them: they have had my house a week 
at command; I have turned away my other guests: 
they must come off; I'll sauce them. Come. 8 

[Exeunt. 


Scene IV.—A Room in Forp’s House. 
Enter Paar, Forp, Mistress Pacsr, Mistress Forp, 
and Sir Huau Evans. 
EVANS. ‘Tis one of the pest discretions of a ’oman as 
ever I did look upon. 
pace. And did he send you both these letters at an 
instant ? 4 
MRS. PAGE. Within a quarter of an hour. 
FoRD. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what thou 
wilt ; 
I rather will suspect the sun with cold 
Than thee with wantonness : now doth thy honour stand, 


In him that was of late an heretic, 9 
_ As firm as faith. 
PAGE. Tis well, ’tis well; no more. 


Be not as extreme in submission 
- As in offence ; 12 
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But let our plot go forward : let our wives 

Yet once again, to make us public sport, 

Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 

Where we may take him and disgrace him for it. 16 
FORD. There is no better way than that they spoke of. 
PAGE. How? to send him word they’ll meet him 

in the park at midnight ? Fie, fie! he’ll never come. 
EVANS. You say he has been thrown into the rivers, 

and has been grievously peaten as an old ’oman: 
methinks there should be terrors in him that he should 
not come; methinks his fiesh is punished, he shall have 

no desires. 24 
PAGE. So think I too. 

~ MRS. FORD. Devise but how you'll use him when he 

comes, 

And let us two devise to bring him thither. 

MRS. PAGE. There is an old tale goes that Herne the 
hunter, 28 

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest, 

Doth all the winter-time, at still midnight, 

Walk round about an oak, with great ragg’d horns ; 

And there he blasts the tree, and takes the cattle, 32 

And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes a chain 

In a most hideous and dreadful manner : 

You have heard of such a spirit, and well you know 

The superstitious idle-headed eld 36 

Receiv’d and did deliver to our age 

This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth. 
pace. Why, yet there want not many that do fear 


In deep of night to walk by this Herne’s oak. 40 
But what of this ? 
MRS. FORD. Marry, this is our device ; 
That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us, 
Disguis’d like Herne with huge horns on his head. 43 


PAGE. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come, 
And in this shape when you have brought him thither, 
What shall be done with him ¢ what is your plot ? 

Mrs. PAGE. That likewise have we thought upon, 

and thus : 
Nan Page my daughter, and my little son, 48 
And three or four more of their growth, we’ll dress 
Like urchins, ouphs and fairies, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 
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And rattles in their hands. Upon a sudden, 52 
As Falstaff, she, and I, are newly met, 
Let them from forth a sawpit rush at once 
With some diffused song : upon their sight, 
We two in great amazedness will fly : 56 
Then let them all encircle him about, 
And, fairy-like, to pinch the unclean knight ; 
And ask him why, that hour of fairy revel, 
In their so sacred paths he dares to tread 60 
In shape profane. 
MRS. FORD. And till he tell the truth, 
Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound 
And burn him with their tapers. 

MRS. PAGE. The truth being known, 
We'll all present ourselves, dis-horn the spirit, 64 
And mock him home to Windsor. 

FORD. The children must 
Be practis’d well to this, or they’ll ne’er do ’t. 

EVANS. I will teach the children their behaviours; and 
I will be like a jack-an-apes also, to burn the knight 
with my taber. 69 

FORD. That will be excellent. Tll go buy them 
vizards. 

MRS. PAGE. My Nan shall be the queen of all the fairies, 


Finely attired in a robe of white. 73 

pace. That silk will I go buy :—{Aside] and in that 
time 

Shall Master Slender steal my Nan away, 75 


And marry her at Eton. Go, send to Falstaff straight. 
ForD. Nay, I'll to him again in name of Brook ; 
He’ll tell me all his purpose. Sure, he’ll come. 
MRS. PAGE. Fear not you that. Go, get us properties, 
And tricking for our fairies. 80 
EVANS. Let us about it: it is admirable pleasures 
and fery honest knaveries. [Exeunt Pace, Forp, and Evans. 
MRS. PAGE. Go, Mistress Ford, 
Send Quickly to Sir John, to know his mind. 84 
[Exit Mistress Forp, 
T’ll to the doctor: he hath my good will, 
- And none but he, to marry with Nan Page. 
That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot ; 
And him my husband best of all affects : 88 
The doctor is well money’d, and his friends 
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Potent at court.: he, none but he, shall have her, 
Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave her. 
[Exit. 


Scene V.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 


Enter Host and SIMPLe. 

HOST. What wouldst thou have, boor? what, thick- 
skin? speak, breathe, discuss; brief, short, quick, 
snap. 

annks Marry, sir, I come to speak with Sir John 
Falstaff from Master Slender. 5 

HosT. There’s his chamber, his house, his castle, his 
standing-bed and truckle-bed: *tis painted about with 
the story of the Prodigal, fresh and new. Go knock 
and call: he’ll speak like an Anthropophaginian unto 
thee : knock, I say. 10 

SIMPLE. There’s an old woman, a fat woman, gone 
up into his chamber: Ill. be so bold as stay, sir, till 
she come down ; I come to speak with her, indeed. 18 

Host. Ha! a fat woman! the knight may, be 
robbed: Tl call. Bully knight! Bully Sir John! 
speak from thy lungs military: art thou there? it is 
thine host, thine Ephesian, calls. 17 

FALSTAFF. [Above.] How now, mine host ! 

HOST. Here’s a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the coming 
down of thy fat woman. Let her descend, bully ; let 
her descend; my chambers are honourable: | fie! 
privacy ? fie! 

Enter FaistarFr. 

FALSTAFF. There was, mine host, an old fat woman 
even now with me, but she’s gone. 24 

SIMPLE. Pray you, sir, wast not the wise woman 
of Brainford ? 

FALSTAFF. Ay, marry, was it, muscle-shell: what 
would you with her ? 28 

SIMPLE. My Master, sir, Master Slender, sent to her, 
seeing her go thorough the streets, to know, sir, whether 
one Nyn, sir, that beguiled him of a chain, had the 
chain or no. 32 

FALSTAFF. I spake with the old woman about it. 

SIMPLE. And what says she, I pray, sir ? 

FALSTAFF. Marry, she says that the very same man 
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oe beguiled Master Slender of his chain cozened him 
of it. 37 

SIMPLE. I would I could have spoken with the 
woman herself: I had other things to have spoken with 
her too, from him. 40 

FALSTAFF. What are they ? let us know. 

HOST. Ay, come; quick. 

SIMPLE, I may not conceal them, sir. t 

HOST. Conceal them, or thou diest. 4 

simpLE. Why, sir, they were nothing but about 
Mistress Anne Page; to know if it were my master’s 
fortune to have her or no. 

FALSTAFF. ‘Tis, tis his fortune. 48 

SIMPLE. What, sir 2 

FALSTAFF. To have her, or no. Go; say the woman 
told me so. 

SIMPLE. May I be bold to say so, sir ? 52 

FALSTAFF. Ay, Sir Tike; who more bold ? 

SIMPLE. I thank your worship: I shall make my 


master glad with these tidings. [Exit. 
HOST. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, Sir John. 
Was there a wise woman with thee 2? 57 


FALSTAFF. Ay, that there was, mine host; one that 
hath taught me more wit than ever I learned before in 
my life: and I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid 
for my learning. ‘61 


Enter BARDOLPH. 

BARDOLPH. Out, alas, sir! cozenage, mere cozenage ! 

HOST. Where be my horses? speak well of them, 
varletto. 64 

BARDOLPH. Run away, with the cozeners; for so 
soon as I came beyond Eton, they threw me off, from 
behind one of them, in a slough of mire; and set spurs 
and away, like three German devils, three Doctor 
Faustuses. 69 

HosT. They are gone but to meet the duke, villain. 
Do not say they be fled ; Germans are honest men. 


Enter Str Hucu Evans. 
EVANS. Where is mine host ? 12 
HosT. What is the matter, sir ? 
EVANS. Have a care of your entertainments: there 


‘ 
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is a friend of mine come to town, tells me, there is three 
cozen-germans that has cozened all the hosts of Readins, 
of Maidenhead, of Colebrook, of horses and money. 
I tell you for good will, look you: you are wise and 
full of gibes and vlouting-stogs, and ’tis not convenient 
you should be cozened. Fare you well. (Exit. 


Enter Doctor Caius. 

catus. Vere is mine host de Jarteer 4 81 

Host. Here, Master doctor, in perplexity and doubt- 
ful dilemma. 

calus. I cannot tell vat is dat; but it is tell-a me 
dat you make grand preparation for a duke de Jamany : 
by my trot, dere is no duke dat de court is know to 
come. I tell you for good vill: adieu. [Exit. 

Host. Hue and cry, villain! go. Assist me, knight ; 
I am undone. Fly, run, hue and ery, villain! lam 
undone ! [Exeunt Host and BarpoLpx. 

FALSTAFF. I would all the world might be cozened, 
for I have been cozened and beaten too. If it should 
come to the ear of the court how I have been trans- 
formed, and how my transformation hath been washed 
and cudgelled, they would melt me out of my fat drop 
by drop, and liquor fishermen’s boots with me: I 
warrant they would whip me with their fine wits till 
I were as crest-fallen as a dried pear. I never pros- 
pered since I forswore myself at primero. Well, if my 
wind were but long enough to say my prayers, I would 
repent. 101 

Enter Mistress QUICKLY. 
Now, whence come you ? 

QUICKLY. From the two parties, forsooth. 

FALSTAFF. The devil take one party and his dam 
the other! and so they shall be both bestowed. I have 
suffered more for their sakes, more than the villanous 
inconstancy of man’s disposition is able to bear. 107 

QUICKLY. And have not they suffered? Yes, I 
warrant ; speciously one of them: Mistress Ford, good 
heart, is beaten black and blue, that you cannot see a 
white spot about her. 111 

FALSTAFF. What tellest thou me of black and blue ? 
I was beaten myself into all the colours of the rainbow ; 
and I was like to be apprehended for the witch of 
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Brainford: but that my admirable dexterity of wit, 
my counterfeiting the action of an old woman, de- 
livered me, the knave constable had set me i’ the stocks, 
i’ the common stocks, for a witch. 118 

QUICKLY. Sir, let me speak with you in your cham- 
ber ; you shall hear how things go, and, I warrant, to 
your content. Here is a letter will say somewhat. 
Good hearts! what ado here is to bring you together ! 
Sure, one of you does not serve heaven well, that you 
are so crossed. 124 

FALSTAFF. Come up into my chamber. [Exeunt. 


Scene VI.—Another Room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Fenton and Host. 


Host. Master Fenton, talk not to me: my mind is 
heavy ; I will give over all. 

FENTON. Yet hear mespeak. Assist mein my purpose, 
And, as I am a gentleman, I'll give thee 4 
A hundred pound in gold more than your loss. 

HosT. J will hear you, Master Fenton; and I will, 
at the least, keep your counsel. 

FENTON. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page ; 9 
Who, mutually hath answer’d my affection, 

So far forth as herself might be her chooser, 

Even to my wish. I have a letter from her 12 

Of such contents as you will wonder at ; 

The mirth whereof so larded with my matter, 

That neither singly can be manifested, 

Without the show of both; wherein fat Falstaff 16 

Hath a great scare: the image of the jest 

T’ll show you here at large. [Pointing to the Letter.] Hark, 
good mine host : 

To-night at Herne’s oak, just *twixt twelve and one, 

Must my sweet Nan present the Fairy Queen ; 20 

The purpose why, is here: in which disguise, 

While other jests are something rank on foot, 

Her father hath commanded her to slip 

Away with Slender, and with him at Eton 24 

Immediately to marry: she hath consented : 

Now, sir, 

Her mother, even strong against that match 
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And firm for Doctor Caius, hath appointed 28 
That he shall likewise shuffle her away, 
While other sports are tasking of their minds ; 
And at the deanery, where a priest attends, 
Straight marry her: to this her mother’s plot 32 
She, seemingly obedient, likewise hath 
Made promise to the doctor. Now, thus it rests : 
Her father means she shall be all in white, 
And in that habit, when Slender sees his time 36 
To take her by the hand and bid her £0, 

She shall go with him: her mother hath intended, 
The better to denote her to the doctor,— 
For they must all be mask’d and vizarded— 40 
Titat quaint in green she shall be loose enrob’d, 
With ribands pendent, flaring “bout her head ; 
And when the doctor spies his vantage ripe, 
To pinch her by the hand: and on that token 44 
The maid hath given consent to go with him. 

Host. Which means she to deceive, father or 
mother 2 

FENTON. Both, my good host, to go along with me: 
And here it rests, that you'll procure the vicar 49 
To stay for me at church ’twixt twelve and one, 
And, in the lawful name of marrying, 
To give our hearts united ceremony. 52 

HOST. Well, husband your device; I'll to the vicar. 
Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest. 

FENTON. So shall I evermore be bound to thee ; 
Besides, I'll make a present recompense. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


Scene I.—A Room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Fatstarr and MIsTRESS QUICKLY. 

FALSTAFF. Prithee, no more prattling; go: Ill 
hold. This is the third time; I hope good luck lies in 
odd numbers. Away! go... They say there is divinity 
in odd numbers, either in me lamitys chance or death. 
Away! - 5 

quickLy. Tl provide you a chain, and I'll do what 
I can to get you a:pair of horns.. 
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FALSTAFF. Away, I say ; time wears: hold up your 
head, and mince. [Exit Mistress QUICKLY. 
Enter Forp. 

How now, Master Brook! Master Brook, the matter 
will be known to-night, or never. Be you in the Park 
about midnight, at Herne’s oak, and you shall see 
wonders. 13 

FORD. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as you 
told me you had appointed ? 

FALSTAFF. I went to her, Master Brook, as you see, 
like a poor old man; but I came from her, Master 
Brook, like a poor old woman. That same knave Ford, 
her husband, hath the finest mad devil of jealousy 
in him, Master Brook, that ever governed frenzy. 1 
will tell you: he beat me grievously, in the shape of a 
woman; for in the shape of a man, Master Brook, I fear 
not Goliath with a weaver’s beam, because I know 
also life is a shuttle. I am in haste: go along with 
me; I'll tell you all, Master Brook. Since I plucked 
geese, played truant, and whipped top, I knew not what 
it was to be beaten till lately. Follow me: I'll tell you 
strange things of this knave Ford, on whom to-night 
I will be revenged, and I will deliver his wife into your 
hand. Follow. Strange things in hand, Master Brook ! 
Follow. [Exeunt. 


Scene IJ.—Windsor Park. 
Enter Pacr, SHALLow, and SLENDER. 

PAGE. Come, come ; we’ll couch i’ the castle-ditch till 
we see the light of our fairies. Remember, son Slender, 
my daughter. 3 

SLENDER. Ay, forsooth; I have spoke with her and 
we have a nay-word how to know one another. I come 
to her in white, and cry, ‘mum’; she cries, ‘ budget’ ; 
and by that we know one another. 7 

SHALLOW. That’s good too: but what needs either 
your ‘mum’, or her ‘ budget’ ? the white will decipher 
her well enough. It hath struck ten o’clock. 10 

PAGE. The night is dark; light and spirits will 
become it well. Heaven prosper our sport! No man 
means evil but the devil, and we shall know him by 
his horns: Let ’s away ; follow me. [Exeunt. 
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Scene III.—The Street in Windsor. 
Enter Mistress Pacs, Mistress Forp, and Dr. Carus. 

MRS. PAGH. Master Doctor, my daughter is in green: 
when you see your time, take her by the hand, away 
with her to the deanery, and dispatch it quickly. Go 
before into the Park : we two must go together. 4 

calus. I know vat I have to do. Adieu. 

MRS. PAGE. Fare you well, sir. [Exit Carvs.) My hus- 
band will not rejoice so much at the abuse of 
Falstaff, as he will chafe at the doctor’s marrying my 
daughter: but ’tis no matter; better a little chiding 
than a great deal of heart break. 

“MRS. FORD. Where is Nan now and her troop of 
fairies, and the Welsh devil, Hugh ? 12 

MRS. PAGE. They are all couched in a pit hard by 
Herne’s oak, with obscured lights; which, at the very 
instant of Falstaff’s and our meeting, they will at once 
display to the night. 16 

MRS. FORD. That cannot choose but amaze him. 

MRS. PAGH. If he be not amazed, he will be mocked ; 
if he be amazed, he will every way be mocked. 

MRS. FORD. We'll betray him finely. 20 

MRS. PAGE. Against such lewdsters and their lechery, 
Those that betray them do no treachery. 

MRS. FORD. The hour draws on: to the oak, to the 
oak ! [Exeunt. 


Screnz IV.—Windsor Park. 
Enter Str Hucu Evans, disguised, and others as Fairies. 
EVANS. ‘Trib, trib, fairies: come; and remember your 
parts. Be pold, I pray you; follow me-into the pit, 
and when I give the watch-ords, do as I pid you. Come, 
come ; trib, trib. [Exeunt. 


Scens V.—Another part of the Park. 
Enter Faustarr disguised as Herne, with a buck’s head on. 
FALSTAFF. The Windsor bell hath struck twelve ; 
the minute draws on.. Now, the hot-blooded gods 
assist me! Remember, Jove, thou wast a bull for thy 
Europa; love set. on thy horns. O powerful love! 
that, in some respects, makes a beast a man; in some 
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other, a man a beast. You were also, Jupiter, a swan 
for the love of Leda; O omnipotent love! how near 
the god drew to the complexion of a goose! A fault 
done first in the form of a beast; O Jove, a beastly 
fault! and then another fault in the semblance of 
a fowl: think on’t, Jove; a foul fault! When gods 
have hot backs, what shall poor men do? For me, 
I am here a Windsor stag; and the fattest, I think, 
i the forest: send me a cool rut-time, Jove, or who 
can blame me to piss my tallow ? Who comes here ? 
my doe ? 16 


Enter Mistress Forp and MIsTREss Pace. 

MRS. FORD. Sir John! art thou there, my deer ? 
my male deer ? 

FALSTAFF. My doe with the black scut! Let the 
sky rain potatoes ; let it thunder to the tune of * Green 
Sleeves’; hail kissing-comfits and snow eringoes ;_ let 
there come a tempest of provocation, I will shelter me 
here. [Embracing her. 

MRS. FORD. Mistress Page is come with me, sweet- 
heart. 25 

FALSTAFF. Divide me like a brib’d buck, each a 
haunch : I will keep my sides to myself, my shoulders 
for the fellow of this walk, and|my horns I bequeath 
your husbands. Am I a woodman, ha? Speak I like 
Herne the hunter? Why, now is Cupid a child of 
conscience ; he makes restitution. As I am a true 
spirit, welcome ! [Noise within. 

MRS. PAGE. Alas! what noise ? 33 

MRS. FORD. Heaven forgive our sins ! 

FALSTAFF. What should this be ¢ 

tees pare Away, away ! [They run off. 

rastaFF.- I think the devil will not have me damned, 
lest the oil that is in me should set hell on fire; he 
would never else cross me thus. 


Enter Sir Huan Evans, like a Satyr; Piston as Hobgoblin; ANNE 
Pacer, as the Fairy Queen, attended by her Brother and Others, 
as Fairies, with waxen tapers on their heads. 

ANNE. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white, 40 

You moonshine revellers, and shades of night, | 
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You orphan heirs of fixed destiny, 
Attend your office and your quality. 


Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy oyes. 44 
PISTOL. Elves, list your names: silence, you airy 
toys ! 


Cricket, to Windsor chimneys shalt thou leap : 
Where fires thou find’st unrak’d and hearths unswept, 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry : 48 
Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery. 
FALSTAFF. They are fairies; he that speaks to them 
shall die : 
T’ll wink and couch: no man their works must eye. 
[Lies down upon his face. 
-“pvans. Where’s Bede? Go you, and where you 
find a maid 52 
That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said, 
Rein up the organs of her fantasy, 
Sleep she as sound as careless infancy ; 


But those that sleep and think not on their sins, 56 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides, and 
shins. 


ANNE. About, about ! 
Search Windsor castle, elves, within and out : 
Strew good luck, ouphs, on every sacred room, 60 
That it may stand till the perpetual doom, 
In state as wholesome as in state ’tis fit, 
Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 
The several chairs of order look you scour 64 
With juice of balm and every precious flower : 
Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest, 
With loyal blazon, ever more be blest ! 
And nightly, meadow-fairies, look you sing, 68 
Like to the Garter’s compass, in a ring : 
The expressure that it bears, green let it be, 
More fertile-fresh than all the field to see ; 
And, * Honi soit qui mal y pense’ write 72 
In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and white ; 
Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery, 
‘Buckled below fair knighthood’s bending knee : 
“Fairies use flowers for their charactery. 76 
Away! disperse! ‘But, till ’tis one o’clock, 
Our dance of custom round about the oak 
Of Herné the hunter, let us not forget. 
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EVANS. Pray you, lock hand in hand; yourselves in 
order set ; 80 
And twenty glow-worms shall our lanthorns be, 
To guide our measure round about the tree. 
But, stay ; I smell a man of middle-earth. 
FALSTAFF. Heavens defend me from that Welsh 


fairy, lest he transform.me to a piece of cheese ! 85 
PISTOL. Vile worm, thou wast o’erlook’d even in thy 
birth. 
ANNE. With trial-fire touch me his finger-end : 
If he be chaste, the flame will back descend 88 


And turn him to no pain; but if he start, 
It is the flesh of a corrupted heart. 
PISTOL. A trial! come. 


EVANS. Come, will this wood take fire ? 
(They burn him with their tapers. 
FALSTAFF. Oh, oh, oh! 92 


ANNE. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire ! 
About him, fairies, sing a scornful rime ; 
And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time. 


SONG. 


Fie on sinful fantasy ! 96 
Fie on lust and luxury ! 

Lust is but a bloody fire, 

Kindled with unchaste desire, 

Fed in heart, whose flames aspire, 100 
As thoughts do blow them higher and higher. 

Pinch him, fairies, mutually ; 

Pinch him for his villany ; 

Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about, 104 
Till candles and star-light and moonshine be out. 


During this song, the Fairies pinch Fanstarr, Docror Carus comes 
one way, and steals away a Fairy in green; SLENDER another 
way, and takes off a Fairy in white; and Fenton comes, and 
steals away ANNE Pace. A noise of hunting is heard within. 
The Fairies run away. Faustarr pulls off his buck’s head, and 
rises. 


Enter Pacr, Forp, Mistress Pace and Mistress Forp. 
They lay hold on Fausrarr. 


PAGE. Nay, do not fly: I think we have watch’d yo 


now : . 
Will none but. Herne the hunter.serve your turn ? 
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MRS. PAGE. I pray you, come, hold up the jest no 
higher. 108 
Now, good Sir John, how like you Windsor wives ? 
See you these, husband ? do not these fair yokes 
Become the forest better than the town ? 111 
FoRD. Now sir, who’s a cuckold now? Master 
Brook, Falstaff’s a knave, a cuckoldly knave; here 
are his horns, Master Brook: and, Master Brook, he 
hath enjoyed nothing of Ford’s but his buck-basket, 
his cudgel, and twenty pounds of money, which must 
be paid too, Master Brook; his horses are arrested 
for it, Master Brook. 118 
MRS. FORD. Sir John, we have had ill luck; we could 
never meet. I will never take you for my love again, but 
I will always count you my deer. 121 
FALSTAFF. I do begin to perceive that I am made 
an ass. 
FoRD. Ay, and an ox too; both the proofs are 
extant. 125 
FALSTAFF. And these are not fairies? I was three 
or four times in the thought they were not fairies ; 
and yet the guiltiness of my mind, the sudden surprise 
of my powers, drove the grossness of the foppery into 
a received belief, in despite of the teeth of all rime 
and reason, that they were fairies. See now how wit 
may be made a Jack-a-Lent, when ’tis upon ill employ- 
ment ! 133 
EVANS. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got, and leave your 
desires, and fairies will not pinse you. 
FORD. Well said, fairy Hugh. 136 
EVANS. And leave you your jealousies too, I pray 
you. 
FORD. I will never mistrust my wife again, till 
thou art able to woo her in good English. 140 
FALSTAFF. Have I laid my brain in the sun and 
dried it, that it wants matter to prevent so gross 
o’er-reaching as this? Am I ridden with a Welsh 
goat too? shall I have a coxcomb of frize? ’Tis 
time I were choked with a piece of toasted cheese. 
EVANS. Seese is not goot to give putter: your pelly 
is all putter. 147 
FALSTAFF. ‘Seese’ and ‘putter’! have I lived to 
stand at the taunt of one that makes fritters of English ? 
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This is enough to be the decay of lust and late-walking 
through the realm. 151 

MRS. PAGE. Why, Sir John, do you think, though we 
would have thrust virtue out of our hearts by the head 
and shoulders, and have given ourselves without scruple 
to hell, that ever the devil could have made you our 
delight ? 156 

FORD. What, a hodge-pudding ? a bag of flax ? 

MRS. PAGE. A puffed man ? 

PAGE. Old, cold, withered, and of intolerable 
entrails ? 160 

FORD. And one that is as slanderous as Satan ? 

PAGE. And as poor as Job ? 

FORD. And as wicked as his wife ? 163 

EVANS. And given to fornications, and to taverns, and 
sack and wine and metheglins, and to drinkings and 
sWearings and starings, pribbles and prabbles ? 

FALSTAFF. Well, I am your theme: you have the 
start of me; I am dejected; I am not able to answer 
the Welsh flannel. Ignorance itself is a plummet. o’er 
me: use me as you will. 170 

FORD. Marry, sir, we'll bring you to Windsor, to 
one Master Brook, that you have cozened of money, 
to whom you should have been a pander: over and 
above that you have suffered, I think, to repay that 
money will be a biting affliction. 

MRS. FORD. Nay, husband, let that go to make 

amends ; 176 

Forgive that sum, and so we'll all be friends. 

FORD. Well, here ’s my hand: all is forgiven at last. 

PAGE. Yet be cheerful, knight: thou shalt eat a 
posset to-night at my house; where I will desire thee 
to laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee. Tell her, 
Master Slender hath married her daughter. 

MRS. PAGE. [Aside.] Doctors doubt that : if Anne Page 
be my daughter, she is, by this, Doctor Caius’ wife. 184 


Enter SLENDER. 
SLENDER. Whoa, ho! ho! father Page ! 
PAGE. Son, how now! how now, son! have you 
dispatched ? 187 
SLENDER. Dispatched! Tl make the best in 
Glostershire know on’t ; would I were hanged, la, else ! 
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PAGE. Of what, son? . 190 
SLENDER. I came yonder at Eton to marry Mistress 
Anne Page, and she’s a great lubberly boy: if it had 
not been i’ the church, I would have swinged him, or 
he should have swinged me. If I did not think it had 
been Anne Page, would I might never stir! and tis a 
postmaster’s boy. 196 
PAGE. Upon my life, then, you took the wrong. 
SLENDER. What need you tell me that? I think 
so, when I took a boy for a girl. If I had been married 
to him, for all he was in woman’s apparel, I would 
not have had him. 201 
PAGE. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell 
you how you should know my daughter by her gar- 
ments ? 204 
SLENDER. I went to her in white, and cried, ‘ mum,’ 
and she cried ‘ budget ’, as Anne and I had appointed ; 
and yet it was not Anne, but a postmaster’s boy. 
EVANS. Jeshu! Master Slender, cannot you see put 
marry poys ? 209 
PAGE. OI am vexed at heart: what shall I do ? 
MRS. PAGE. Good George, be not angry: I knew 
of your purpose; turned my daughter into green; 
and, indeed, she is now with the doctor at the deanery, 
and there married. 214 


Enter Doctor Catus. 


calus. Vere is Mistress Page? By gar, I am 
cozened: I ha’ married un garcon, a boy ; un paysan, 
by gar, a boy; it is not Anne Page: by gar, I am 
cozened. 218 

MRS. PAGE. Why, did you not take her in green ? 

catus. Ay, by gar, and ’tis a boy: by gar, I'll raise 


all Windsor. [Exit. 
FORD. This is strange. Who hath got the right 
Anne ? 223 


PAGE, My heart misgives me: here comes Master 
Fenton. 


Enter Fenton and ANNE Pace. 


How now, Master Fenton ! 
ANNE. Pardon, good father! good my mother, 
pardon ! 228 
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PAGE. Now, mistress, how chance you went not with 
Master Slender ? 

MRS. PAGE. Why went you not with Master Doctor, 
maid ? 232 
FENTON. You do amaze her: hear the truth of it. 

You would have married her most shamefully, 

Where there was no proportion held in love. 

The truth is, she and I, long since contracted, 236 

Are now so sure that nothing can dissolve us. 

The offence is holy that she hath committed, 

And this deceit loses the name of craft, 

Of disobedience, or unduteous title, 240 

Since therein she doth evitate and shun 

A thousand irreligious cursed hours, 

Which forced marriage would have brought upon her. 
FORD. Stand not amaz’d: here is no remedy: 244 

In love the heavens themselves do guide the state : 

Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate. 
FALSTAFF. I am glad, though you have ta’en a 

special stand to strike at me, that your arrow hath 


glanced. 249 
PAGE. Well, what remedy ?—Fenton, heaven give 
thee joy ! 


What cannot be eschew’d must be embrac’d. 
FALSTAFF. When night-dogs run all sorts of deer are 


chas’d. 252 
MRS. PAGE. Well, I will muse no further. Master 
Fenton, 


Heaven give you many, many merry days ! 
Good husband, let us every one go home, 


And laugh this sport o’er by a country fire ; 256 
Sir John and all. 
FORD. Let it be so. Sir John, 


To Master Brook you yet shall hold your word ; 
For he to-night shall lie with Mistress Ford {Exeunt. 
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MEASURE FOR MEASURE 


INTRODUCTION 


WE possess no text of Measure for Measure earlier than 
the folio of 1623, nor does it appear that it was printed 
before that year. 

The date at which the play was written cannot be 
precisely ascertained. Among Malone’s papers in the 
Bodleian Library is a record, based on an entry in the 
Book of Revels concerning plays enacted at Court in 
1604-5 ; for long it was supposed that the original entry 
was lost, and that a forgery had been substituted for it, 
but the supposed forgery is now proved to be genuine ; 
Measure for Measure is here stated to have been performed 
on December 26, 1604. It has been conjectured that 
two passages allude to the reluctance of James I, on his 
accession to the throne and his journey to London, 1603, 
to encounter crowds. In 1. i we read— 


I love the people, 
But do not like to stage me to their eyes, &c. ; 


and again in II. iv: 


The general, subject to a well-wish’d king, 
Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness 
Crowd to his presence. 


The latter of these passages is echoed in ‘Myrrha, the 
Mother of Adonis’, a poem by William Barksted of the 
year 1607. The date 1603 is commonly accepted as 
that of the composition of Measure for Measure. With 
this the general style of the play and the evidence 
derived from metrical characteristics agree. 

The original source of the plot is Italian. In his 
tragedy Hpitia, and again in his collection of prose 
tales, the Hecatommithi, Giraldi Cinthio tells the story, 
and it is possible that Shakespeare consulted the Italian, 
for his name ‘ Angelo’ may have been a variation on 
the name ‘ Angela’, which is found in Cinthio’s play. 
But it is certain that his immediate sources were 
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Whetstone’s English dramatic treatment of Cinthio’s 
tale, The Right Excellent and Famous Historye of 
Promos and Cassandra, 1578, and the prose version 
of the tale in the same author’s Heptameron of Civil 
Discourses, 1582. Whetstone’s dramatic work is crude 
and tedious. Shakespeare owes him no debt except 
- in the action of the play; and here he varies from his 
predecessor by refusing to subject his Isabella to the 
shame of yielding to Angelo’s desires, and by providing 
a Mariana of the moated grange to act as her lawful 
substitute. 

The play, if the date usually assigned be correct, was 
written at a time when Shakespeare had not wholly 
abandoned comedy for tragedy, but seems to have 
been unable to write comedy in the spirit of genuine 
gaiety. Troilus and Cressida is often bitter and 
ironical. Measure for Measure is grave and sombre. In 
these plays, whatever the cause may have been, Shake- 
speare had come to tolerate as dramatic material much 
that is morally revolting, and tried to wring from 
this material truths that are perhaps too deep for comedy 
to deal with. His mind seems, for some reason, to 
run much upon the consideration of the baser and 
the nobler relations of the sexes. Cressida is a 
wanton ; the. mother of Hamlet shocks and disgusts 
her son by her yielding to the ‘bloat king’s’ impor- 
tunity ; Bertram indulges his irregular passions ; Iago 
makes the idea of woman’s frailty a pivot needful for 
the operations of his dreadful machinery of torture. 
Perhaps Shakespeare was attracted to the tale of Promos 
and Cassandra because it gave him an opportunity of 
searching into certain problems of good and evil; 
perhaps the artist was further attracted by the oppor- 
tunities for great scenes of impassioned and eloquent 
pleading. We may add that perhaps he ought to have 
at once turned away from the subject, if it allowed of 
no better dénouement than that which pardons Angelo 
and calls forth congratulations from the Duke on the 
marriage of Mariana to one so base and cruel as the man 
who had deserted her in sorrow for lack of a sufficient 
dowry, who had designed the death of Claudio and the 
dishonour of Claudio’s sister. 

Coleridge described Measure for Measure as the only 
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painful play of Shakespeare. The background is singu- 
larly dark and repulsive. In Vienna corruption boils 
and bubbles. But Bacon in one of his Essays tells us 
that ‘it is more pleasing to have a lively work upon a 
sad and solemn ground than to have a dark and melan- 
choly work upon a lightsome ground’ ; and, though not 
much in this play can be called lively, it is undoubtedly 
true that the torchlike flame of Isabella’s purity shines 
whiter because of the surrounding darkness. It is true 
also that from the groundwork of such speech as that 
of Froth and Pompey, and the blundering Elbow, the 
incomparable energy of Isabella’s eloquence rises with 
a more radiant splendour. Indeed this gift of eloquent 
utterance is not confined to Isabella. Her brother’s 
recoil from the darkness and mystery of death is ex- 
pressed with a concentrated power of imagination. The 
wise Duke with his 


Spirits are not finely touch’d 
But to fine issues, 


can utter the deepest truths in the most inspired words. 
Even Lucio sometimes says things worth saying, and 
admirably well. Even poor Pompey argues for his dis- 
honest trade in the happiest way— Truly, sir, I am 
a poor fellow that would live.’ The play, as a whole, is, 
as Coleridge says, ‘painful’; but nowhere in Shake- 
speare’s dramatic work can greater speeches and scenes 
be found. The interviews of Isabella with Angelo, 
where she pleads for her brother’s life and defends her 
own purity, and the prison scene, where she pleads with 
Claudio for righteousness, are unsurpassed in dignity of 
passion. / 

The theme of the play is not merely that of the un- 
masking of a self-deceiver who is shrouded from even 
his own view by a hard self-righteousness. It is, in 
addition to this, a demonstration by examples of the 
truth that real justice to our fellows lies not in the appli- 
cation of arbitrary rules, but in the sympathy of an 
understanding heart. And to be just to others we must 
first know ourselves aright. It was ever the business 
of the wise Duke, who is the providence of the play, 
to know himself, while Angelo, who is constantly unjust 
to his fellows, has never learnt the infirmities of his own 
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nature. But knowledge must be allied to love if we 
would give true measure for measure. ‘ Love,’ declares 
the Duke in his reproof of Lucio, ‘ talks with better 
knowledge, and knowledge with dearer love ;’ the two 
should go to work hand in hand, and then we shall be 
able to render justice to an Angelo or a Claudio, to even 
a Pompey or a Mistress Overdone; then perhaps the 
fieree and noble indignation of an Isabella will undergo 
some qualification.!| The spirit of the play is not, as 
some have described it, pessimistic. The world is 
indeed no idyllic Arcadia ; it is dark as Claudio’s prison ; 
but even in Claudio’s prison there comes with a magical 
effect the word of the Duke—‘ Look, the unfolding 
star calls up the shepherd.’ Light arises in darkness 
through the prudence and experience of the Duke and 
through the virtue of his Isabella. The conventions of 
the fifth act of a comedy outrage nature here ; they do 
so no less in The Two Gentlemen of Verona, but that was 
a play of Shakespeare’s earlier years. A true woman 
who had loved Angelo or Proteus would surely turn from 
him indignantly when she discovered that he was other 
than she had supposed. Every age has its artistic 
conventions, and while we condemn the unnatural 
close of this drama, we must in the end bear with the 
dramatic fault and turn back to the play for the sake 
of the great things which it has given us in certain 
incomparable scenes. 

Measure for Measure had the good fortune to attract 
the special attention of Walter Pater as a critic. To 
quote some sentences from his essay will be to give 
the reader a motive for turning to study the whole 
in the volume entitled Appreciations. ‘The Duke,’ 
he writes, ‘ disguised as a friar, with his curious mora- 
lizing on life and death, and isabella in her first mood of 
renunciation, a thing “ ensky’d and sainted ”’, come with 
the quiet of the cloister as a relief to this lust and pride 
of life: like some grey monastic picture hung on the 
wall of a gaudy room, their presence cools the heated 
air of the piece. ... Not less precious for this relief in 
the general structure of the piece than for its own 
peculiar graces is the episode of Mariana, a creature 
wholly of Shakespeare’s invention, told, by way of 
interlude, in subdued prose. The moated grange, 
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with its dejected mistress, its long, listless, discontented 
days, where we hear only the voice of a boy broken off 
suddenly in the midst of one of the loveliest songs of 
Shakespeare, or of Shakespeare’s school, is the plea- 
santest of many glimpses we get here of pleasant places 
—the fields without the town, Angelo’s garden-house, 
the consecrated fountain. . . . Again it is a picture 
within a picture, but with fainter lines and a greyer 
atmosphere: we have here the same passions, the 
same wrongs, the same continuance of affection, the 
same crying out upon death, as in the nearer and larger 
piece, though softened, and reduced to the mood of 
a more dreamy scene.’ Pater sees the play charac- 
teristically as a thing appealing to the eye, and dwells 
upon the contrasts and harmonies of colours which it 
includes ; but he is also sensible of the ethical discipline 
which it enforces by its demand for justice through the 
whole wide range of characters, from the Duke to the 
embruted prisoner Barnardine, and from the ‘ sainted’ 
Isabella to Mistress Overdone. 

A curious misfortune befell the play when in Restora- 
tion days Sir William Davenant had the audacity to 
rehandle it and amalgamate it with Much Ado About 
Nothing in the base metal of his own manufacture. 
Benedick, of Much Ado, becomes the brother of Angelo ; 
Beatrice appears side by side with Isabella; Juliet 
is the cousin of Viola; the latter enters ‘ dancing 
a saraband, awhile with castanietos’, and the scene 
is transferred to Turin. There is no more striking 
example of the fine art of degrading Shakespeare. It 
was of this play that Pepys wrote in his Diary, Feb- 
ruary 18, 1661-2: ‘Saw The Law against Lovers, 
a good play and well performed, especially the little 
gir’s (whom I never saw act before) dancing and 
singing ; and were it not for her the loss of Roxalana 
would spoil the house.’ It was again rehandled by 
Gildon in 1700, ‘ with additions of several entertain- 
ments of Musick’; here Angelo begs Isabella to meet 
him ‘at the Opera’. Shakespeare’s play was not 
revived until the eighteenth century had well advanced. 
The late Mr. Frank Marshall, who relates the stage 
history of Measure for Measure in the Henry Irving 
Shakespeare, tells us of the tragic incident of Joseph 
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Peterson’s sudden death upon the stage, 1758, at the 
moment when he uttered the lines of the Duke— 
Reason thus with life: 


If I do lose thee, I do lose a thin 
That none but fools would keep: a breath thou art. 


The part of Isabella was played by Mrs. Siddons at 
intervals from 1779-80 to 1812. ‘It is said,’ writes 
Mr. Marshall, ‘that on June 26, 1812, she was so en- 
feebled by age that, when she knelt to the Duke, she 
was unable to rise without assistance.’ Hazlitt writes 
in severe terms of the rendering of Isabella by Miss 
O'Neil: ‘Her “ Oh fie, fie!” was the most spirited 
thing in her performance. . . . She seemed in complete 
possession of a certain conventicle twang. She whined 
and sang out her part in that querulous tone that has 
become unpleasant to us by ceaseless repetition.’ And 
certainly ‘the Magdalen style’, of which the critic 
speaks, is the reverse of the manner in which the con- 
fidently righteous part of Isabella should be presented. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


VINCENTIO, the Duke. 

ANGELO, Lord Deputy in the Duke’s absence. 

Escatus, an Ancient Lord, joined with Angelo in the 
deputation. 

CLAUDIO, a young Gentleman. 

Lucio, a Fantastic. 

Two other like Gentlemen. 

Varrius, a Gentleman attending on the Duke. 

Provost. 

THOMAS, 

PETER, 

A Justice. 

ELzBow, a simple Constable. 

Froru, a foolish Gentleman. 

Pompgy, Tapster to Mistress Overdone. 

ABHORSON, an Executioner. 

BaRNARDINE, a dissolute Prisoner. 


two Friars. 


ISABELLA, sister to Claudio. 
Mariana, betrothed to Angelo. 
JULIET, beloved of Claudio. 
Francisca, a Nun. 

Mistress OVERDONE, a Bawd. 


Lords, Officers, Citizens, Boy, and Attendants. 


ScrenE—Vienna. 
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Scene L—An Apartment in'the DuKe’s Palace. 
Enter Duxsr, Escatus, Lords, and Attendants. 


DUKE. Escalus. 
EsScALUS. My lord ? 


DUKE. Of government the properties to unfold, 


Would seem in me to affect speech and discourse, 
Since I am put to know that your own science 
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice 

My strength can give you: then no more remains, 


But that, to your sufficiency, as your worth is able, 


And let them work. The nature of our people, 
Our city’s institutions, and the terms 

For common justice, you’re as pregnant in, 

As art and practice hath enriched any 


12 


That we remember. There is our commission, | [Giving it. 
From which we would not have you warp. Call hither, 
I say, bid come before us Angelo. [Exit an Attendant. 


What figure of us think you he will bear ? 
For you must know, we have with special soul 
Elected him our absence to supply, 
Lent him our terror, drest him with our love, 
And given his deputation all the organs 
Of our own power: what think you of it ? 
EscaLus. If any in Vienna be of worth 
To undergo such ample grace and honour, 
It is Lord Angelo. 
DUKE. Look where he comes. 


Enter ANGELO. 
ANGELO. Always obedient to your Grace’s will 
I come to know your pleasure. 
DUKE. Angelo, 
There is a kind of character in thy life, 
_ That, to th’ observer doth thy history 


SH. I T 


16 


20 
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Fully unfold. Thy self and thy belongings 

Are not thine own so proper, as to waste 

Thyself upon thy virtues, they on thee. 

Heaven doth with us as we with torches do, 32 
Not light them for themselves ; for if our virtues 

Did not go forth of us, ’twere all alike 

As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch’d 
But to fine issues, nor Nature never lends 36 
The smallest scruple of her excellence, 

But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 

Herself the glory of a creditor, 

Both thanks and use. But I do bend my speech 40 
To one that can my part in him advertise ; 


Hold, therefore, Angelo : [Tendering his commission. 
In our remove be thou at full ourself ; 
Mortality and mercy in Vienna 44 


Live in thy tongue and heart. Old Escalus, 
Though first in question, 1s thy secondary. 


Take thy commission. [Giving it. 
ANGELO. Now, good my lord, 
Let there be some more test made of my metal, 48 


Before so noble and so great a figure 
Be stamp’d upon it. 


DUKE. No more evasion : 
We have with a leaven’d and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours. 52 


Our haste from hence is of so quick condition 
That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestion’d 
Matters of needful value. We shall write to you, 
As time and our concernings shall importune, 56 
How it goes with us: and do look to know 
What doth befall you here. So, fare you well : 
To the hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of your commissions. 
ANGELO. Yet, give leave, my lord, 60 
That we may bring you something on the way. 
DUKE. My haste may not admit it ; 
Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 
With any scruple : your scope is as mine own, 64 
So to enforce or qualify the laws 
As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand ; 
[ll privily away : I love the people, 
But do not like to stage me to their eyes. 68 
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Though it do well, I do not relish well 

Their loud applause and Aves vehement, 

Nor do I think the man of safe discretion 

That does affect it. Once more, fare you well. 72 
ANGELO. The heavens give safety to your purposes ! 
PS Lead. forth and bring you back in happi- 

ness ! 

DUKE. I thank you. Fare you well. [Exit. 
ESCALUS. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave 76 

To have free speech with you ; and it concerns me 

To look into the bottom of my place : 

A power I have, but of what strength and nature 

I am not yet instructed. 80 
ANGELO. “Tisso with me Let us withdraw together, 

And we may soon our satisfaction have 

Touching that point 
ESCALUS. Ill wait upon your honour. 

{Exeunt. 


Scene IJ.—A Street. 
Enter Lucto and two Gentlemen. 

Lucio. If the Duke with the other dukes come not 
to composition with the King of Hungary, why then, all 
the dukes fall upon the king. 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Heaven grant us its peace, but 
not the King of Hungary’s ! 5 

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Amen. 

Lucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimonious 
pirate, that went to sea with the Ten Commandments, 
but scraped one out of the table. 

SECOND GENTLEMAN. ‘Thou shalt not steal’ ? 

Lucio, Ay, that he razed. 11 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Why, ’twas a commandment to 
command the captain and all the rest from their func- 
tions ; they put forth to steal. There ’s not a soldier 
of us all, that, in the thanksgiving before meat, doth 


relish the petition well that prays for peace. ; 16 
SECOND GENTLEMAN. I never heard any soldier dis- 
like it. 


Lucio. I believe thee, for I think thou never wast 


where grace was said. 20 
SECOND GENTLEMAN. No? a dozen times at least. 
FIRST GENTLEMAN. What, in metre ? 
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Lucio. In any proportion or in any language. 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. I think, or in any religion. 24 

Lucio. Ay; why not? Grace is grace, despite of all 
controversy : as, for example, thou thyself art a wicked 
villain, despite of all grace. 27 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Well, there went but a pair of 
shears between us. 

Lucio. I grant; as there may between the lists and 
the velvet : thou art the list. 31 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. And thou the velvet: thou art 
good velvet; thou art a three-piled piece, I warrant 
thee. I had as lief be a list of an English kersey as be 
piled, as thou art piled, for a French velvet. Dol speak 
feelingly now ? 36 

Lucio. I think thou dost; and, indeed, with most 
painful feeling of thy speech: I will, out of thine own 
confession, learn to begin thy health; but, whilst I live, 
forget to drink after thee. 40 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. I think I have done myself wrong, 
have I not ? 

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Yes, that thou hast, whether 
thou art tainted or free. 44 

Lucio. Behold, behold, where Madam Mitigation 
comes! I have purchased as many diseases under her 
roof as come to— 

SECOND GENTLEMAN. To what, I pray ? 48 

Lucio. Judge. 

SECOND GENTLEMAN. To three thousand dolours a 
year. 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Ay, and more. 52 

Lucio. A French crown more. 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. ‘Thou art always figuring diseases 
in me; but thou art full of error: I am sound. 55 

Lucio. Nay, not as one would say, healthy; but so 
sound as things that are hollow: thy bones are hollow ; 
impiety has made a feast of thee. 


Enter MistRESS OVERDONE. 
FIRST GENTLEMAN. How now! which of your hips 
has the most profound sciatica ? 60 
MRS. OVERDONE. Well, well; there’s one yonder 
arrested and carried to prison was worth five thousand 
of you all. 
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SECOND GENTLEMAN, Who's that, I pray thee? | 64 

MRS. OVERDONE. Marry, sir, that’s Claudio, Signior 
Claudio. 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Claudio to prison! ’tis not so. 

MRS. OVERDONE. Nay, but I know ’tis so: I saw him 
arrested ; saw him carried away; and, which is more, 
within these three days his head to be chopped off. 

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not have 
it. so. Art thou sure of this ? 72 

MRS. OVERDONE. J am too sure of it; and it is for 
getting Madam Julietta with child. 

Lucio. Believe me, this may be: he promised to 
meet me two hours since, and he was ever precise in 
promise-keeping. 17 

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Besides, you know, it draws 
something near to the speech we had to such a purpose. 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. But most of all, agreeing with the 
proclamation. 81 

Lucio. Away! let’s go learn the truth of it. 

[Exeunt Lucio and Gentlemen. 

MRS. OVERDONE. Thus, what with the war, what 
with the sweat, what with the gallows and, what with 
poverty, 1 am custom-shrunk. 85 


Enter Pompey. 

How now! what.’s the news with you ? 

pompPEY. Yonder man is carried to prison. 

MRS. OVERDONE. Well: what has he done ? 88 

POMPEY. A woman. 

MRS. OVERDONE. But whats his offence 4 

POMPEY. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river 

MRS. OVERDONE. What, is there a maid with child by 
him ? 93 

pompry. No; but there’s a woman with maid by 
him. You have not heard of the proclamation, have 
you ? 96 

MRS. OVERDONE. What proclamation, man ? 

pomprEy. All houses of resort in the suburbs. of 
Vienna must be plucked down. 

MRS. OVERDONE. And what shall become of those in 
the city ? 101 

POMPEY. ‘They shall stand for seed: they had gone 
down too, but that a wise burgher put in for them. 
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MRS. OVERDONE. But-shall all our houses of resort int 
the suburbs be pulled down ? 105 
pomMpEY. To the ground, mistress. 
MRS. OVERDONE Why, here’s a change indeed in the 
commonwealth ! What shall become of me ? 108 
pompry. Come; fear not you: good counsellors 
lack no clients: though you change your place, you 
need not change your trade; I'll be your tapster still. 
Courage! there will be pity taken on you; you that 
have worn your eyes almost out in the service, you will 
be considered. 
MRS. OVERDONE. What’s to do here, Thomas tap- 
ster? Let’s withdraw. 116 
“pompry. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the 
provost to prison ; and there >s Madam Juliet. [Exeunt. 


Enter Provost, CLaupio, JuLieT, and Officers. 
cLaupIo. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to the 
world ? 
Bear me to prison where I am committed. 120 
provost. I do it not in evil disposition, 
But from Lord Angelo by special charge. 
cLaupIo. Thus can the demi-god Authority 
Make us pay down for our offence by weight. 124 
The words of heaven ; on whom it will, it will ; 
On whom it will not, so: yet still ’tis just. 


Re-enter Lucio and two Gentlemen. 
Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio! whence comes this 
restraint ? 127 

CLAUDIO. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty : 
As surfeit is the father of much fast, 
So every scope by the immoderate use 
Turns to restraint. Our natures do pursue— 
Like rats that ravin down their proper bane,— 132 
A thirsty evil, and when we drink we die. 

Lucio. If I could speak so wisely under an arrest, 
I would send for certain of my creditors. And yet, to 
say the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of freedom 
as the morality of imprisonment. .What’s thy offence, 
Claudio 2 

cLauDIO. What but to speak of would offend again. 

Lucio. What, is’t murder ? 140 
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cLAUDIO. No. 
Lucio. Lechery ? 
CLAUDIO. Call it so. 


Provost. Away, sir! you must go. 144 
CLAUDIO. One word, good friend. Lucio, a word 
with you. (Takes him aside. 


Lucio. A hundred, if they'll do you any good. 
Is lechery so looked after ? 
cLauDIO. Thus stands it with me: upon a true con- 
tract 148 
I got possession of Julietta’s bed : 
You know the lady ; she is fast my wife, 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order: this we came not to, 152 
Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends, 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances 156 
The stealth of our most mutual entertainment 
With character too gross is writ on Juliet. 

Lucio. With child, perhaps ? 

CLAUDIO. Unhappily, even so. 
And the new deputy now for the duke,— 160 
Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness, 

Or whether that the body public be 

A horse whereon the governor doth ride, 

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know 164 
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur ; 
Whether the tyranny be in his place, 

Or in his eminence that fills it up, 

I stagger in :—but this new governor 168 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties 

Which have, like unscour’d armour, hung by the wall 
So long that nineteen zodiacs have gone round, 

And none of them been worn; and, for a name, 172 
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act 

Freshly on me: ’tis surely for a name. 

Lucio. I warrant it is: and thy head stands so 
tickle on thy shoulders that a milkmaid, if she be in love, 
may sigh it off. Send after the duke and appeal to him. 

CLAUDIO. I have done so, but he’s not to be found. 
I prithee, Lucio, do me this kind service. 

This day my sister should the cloister enter, 180 
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And there receive her approbation : 

Acquaint her with the danger of my state ; 

Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends 

To the strict deputy ; bid herself assay him : 184 
I have great hope in that ; for in her youth 

There is a prone and speechless dialect, 

Such as move men; beside, she hath prosperous art 
When she will play with reason and discourse, 188 
And well she can persuade. 

Lucio. I pray she may: as well for the encourage- 
ment of the like, which else would stand under grievous 
imposition, as for the enjoying of thy life, who I would 
be sorry should be thus foolishly lost at a game of tick- 
tack. Ill to her. 

cLAuDIO. I thank you, good friend Lucio. 

Lucio. Within two hours. 

CLAUDIO. Come, officer, away! 196 

([Exeunt. 


Scene III.—A Monastery. 
Enter Duke and Friar THomas. 

DUKE. No, holy father; throw away that thought : 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom. Why I desire thee 
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose 4, 
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of burning youth. 

FRIAR THOMAS. May your Grace speak of it ? 

DUKE. My holy sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever lov’d the life remov’d, 8 
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies 
Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keeps. 

T have deliver’d to Lord Angelo— 

A man of stricture and firm abstinence— t uno! 12 
My absolute power and place here in Vienna, | 

And he supposes me travell’d to Poland ; 

For so I have strew’d it in the common ear, 

And so it is receiv’d. Now, pious sir, 16 
You will demand of me why I do this ? 

FRIAR THOMAS. Gladly, my lord. 

DUKE. Wehave strict statutes and most biting laws,— 
The needful bits and curbs to headstrong steeds,— 20 
Which for this fourteen years we have let sleep ; 
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Even like an o’ergrown lion in a cave, 
That goes not out to prey. Now, as fond fathers, 
Having bound up the threat’ning twigs of birch, 24 
Only to stick it in their children’s sight 
For terror, not to use, in time the rod 
Becomes more mock’d than fear’d ; so our decrees, 
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead, 28 
And liberty plucks justice by the nose ; 
The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

FRIAR THOMAS. It rested in your Grace 
T’ unloose this tied-up justice when you pleas’d ; 32 
And it in you more dreadful would have seem’d 
Than in Lord Angelo. 

DUKE. I do fear, too dreadful : 
Sith *twas my fault to give the people scope, 
*Twould be my tyranny to strike and gall them 36 
For what I bid them do: for we bid this be done, 
When evil deeds have their permissive pass 
And not the punishment. Therefore, indeed, my father, 
I have on Angelo impos’d the office, 40 
Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home, 
And yet my nature never in the sight 
To do it slander. And to behold his sway, 
I will, as *twere a brother of your order, 44 
Visit both prince and people : therefore, I prithee, 
Supply me with the habit,.and instruct me 
How I may formally in person bear me 
Like a true friar. Moe reasons for this action 48 
At our more leisure shall I render you ; 
Only, this one: Lord Angelo is precise ; 
Stands at a guard with envy; scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 52 
Is more to bread than stone : hence shall we see, . 
If power change purpose, what our seemers be.  [Exeunt. 


Scene I[V.—A Nunnery. 
Enter IsaBeLLa and FRANCISCA. 
ISABELLA. And have you nuns no further privileges ? 
FRANCISCA. Are not these large enough ? 
ISABELLA. Yes, truly; I speak not as desiring more, 
But rather wishing a more strict restraint 4 
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Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of Saint Clare. 
LUCIO. [Within] Ho! Peace be in this place ! 


ISABELLA. Who’s that which calls ? 
FRANCISCA. It is a man’s voice. Gentle Isabella, 
Turn you the key, and know his business of him : 8 


You may, I may not ; you are yet unsworn. 
When you have vow’d, you must not speak with men 
But in the presence of ‘the prioress : 


Then, if you speak, you must not show your face, 12 
Or, if you show your face, you must not speak. 
He calls again; I pray you, answer him. [Exit. 


ISABELLA. Peace and prosperity! Whois’t that calls? 


~ Enter Lucio. 
Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be, as those cheek-roses 
Proclaim you are no less! Can you so stead me 17 


As bring me to the sight of Isabella, 
A novice of this place, and the fair sister 
To her unhappy brother Claudio ? 20 
ISABELLA. Why ‘her unhappy brother’ ? let meask ; 
The rather for I now must make you know 
I am that Isabella and his sister. 
Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets 
you : 
Not to be weary with you, he’s in prison. 
ISABELLA. Woe me! for what ? 
Lucio. For that which, if myself might be his Iudge, 
He should receive his punishment i in thanks : 
He hath got his friend with child. 
ISABELLA. Sir, make me not your story. 
LUCIO. It is true. 
I would not, though tis my familiar sin 
With maids to seem the lapwing and to jest, 32 
Tongue far from heart, play with all virgins so : 
I hold you as a thing ensky’d and sainted ; 
By your renouncement an immortal spirit, 
And to be talk’d with in sincerity, 36 
As with a saint. 
ISABELLA. You do blaspheme the good in mocking me. 
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewness and truth, ’tis thus: 
Your brother and his lover have embrac’d : 40 
As those that feed grow full, as blossoming time 
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings 


SCENEIV] MEASURE FOR MEASURE 235 


To teeming foison, even so her plenteous womb 


Expresseth his full tilth and husbandry. 44 
NS Some one with child by him ? My cousin 
uliet ? 


Lucio. Is she your cousin ? 
ISABELLA. Adoptedly ; as school-maids change their 
names 
By vain, though apt affection. 


LUCIO. She it is 48 
ISABELLA. QO! let him marry her. 
LUCIO. This is the point. 


The duke is very strangely gone from hence ; 

Bore many gentlemen, myself being one, 

In hand and hope of action ; but we do learn 52 
By those that know the very nerves of state, 

His givings out were of an infinite distance 

From his true-meant design. Upon his place, 

And with full line of his authority, 56 
Governs Lord Angelo ; a man whose blood 

Is very snow-broth ; one who never feels 

The wanton stings and motions of the sense, 

But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 60 
With profits of the mind, study and fast. , 

He,—to give fear to use and liberty, 

Which have for long run by the hideous law, 

As mice by lions, hath pick’d out an act, 64 
Under whose heavy sense your brother’s life 

Falls into forfeit : he arrests him on it, 

And follows close the rigour of the statute, 

To make him an example. All hope is gone, 88 
Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer 

To soften Angelo; and that’s my pith of business 
Twixt you and your poor brother. 

ISABELLA. Doth he so seek his life ? 

LUCIO. He ’s censur’d him 
Already ; and, as IJ hear, the provost hath 13 
A warrant for his execution. 

“ISABELLA. Alas! what poor ability ’s in me 
To do him good ? 


LUCIO. Assay the power you have. 16 
ISABELLA. My power ? alas! I doubt— 
LUCIO. Our doubts are traitors, 


And make us lose the good we oft might win, 
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By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, when maidens sue, 80 
Men give like gods; but when they weep and kneel, 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe them. 
ISABELLA. I'll see what I can do. 
LUCIO. But speedily 84 
ISABELLA. I will about it straight ; 
No longer staying but to give the Mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you : 
Commend me to my brother; soon at night 88 
T’ll send him certain word of my success. 
xucto. I take my leave of you. 
ISABELLA. Good sir, adieu. 
[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 


Scene I.—A Hall in ANcELOo’s House. 
Enter ANGELO, EscaLus, a Justice, Provost, Officers, 
and other Attendants. 

ANGELO. We must not make a scarecrow of the law, 
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 
And let it keep one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch and not their terror. 

ESCALUS. Ay, but yet 4 
Let us be keen and rather cut a little, 
Than fall, and bruise to death. Alas! this gentleman, 
Whom I would save, had a most noble father. 
Let but your honour know,— 8 
Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue,— 
That, in the working of your own affections, 
Had time coher’d with place or place with wishing, 
Or that the resolute acting of your blood 12 
Could have attain’d the effect of your own purpose, 
Whether you had not, some time in your life, 
Err’d in this point which now you censure him, 
And pull’d the law upon you. 16 

ANGELO. ’Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 
Another thing to fall. I not deny, 
The jury, passing on the prisoner’s life, 
May in the sworn twelve have a thief or two 20 
Guiltier than him they try ; what’s open made to justice, 
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That justice seizes : what know the laws WKY 
That thieves do pass on thieves ? "Tis very pregnant, 
The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it 24 


Because we see it ; but what we do not see 

We tread upon, and never think of it. 

You may not so extenuate his offence 

For I have had such faults; but rather tell me, 28 

When I, that censure him, do so offend, 

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. 
EscALUS. Be it as your wisdom will. 


ANGELO. Where is the provost ? 

PROVOST. Here, if it like your honour. 

ANGELO. See that Claudio 
Be executed by nine to-morrow morning : 34 
Bring him his confessor, let him be prepar’d ; 

For that ’s the utmost of his pilgrimage. [Exit Provost. 


ESCALUS. Well, heaven forgive him, and forgive us all! 
Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall : 
Some run from brakes of ice, and answer none, 
And some condemned for a fault alone. 40 


Enter Evsow and Officers, with FrotH and Pompey. 

ELBOW. Come, bring them away: if these be good 
people in a common-weal that do nothing but use their 
abuses in common houses, I know no law: bring them 
away. 44 

ANGELO. How now, sir! What’s your name, and 
what ’s the matter ? 

ELBOW. If it please your honour, I am the poor 
duke’s constable, and my name is Elbow: I do lean 
upon justice, sir; and do bring in here before your good 
honour two notorious benefactors. 

ANGELO. Benefactors! Well; what benefactors are 
they ? are they not malefactors ? 52 

ELBOW. If it please your honour, I know not well 
what they are; but precise villains they are, that I am 
sure of, and void of all profanation in the world that 
good Christians ought to have. °' v 56 

ESCALUS. This comes off well: here ’s a wise officer. 

ANGELO. Go to: what quality are they of ? Elbow is 
your name ? why dost thou not speak, Elbow ? 

POMPEY. He cannot, sir: he’s out at elbow. 60 
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ANGELO. What are you, sir ? 

ELBOW. He, sir! a tapster, sir; parcel-bawd; one 
that serves a bad woman, whose house, sir, was, as 
they say, plucked down in the suburbs; and now she 
professes a hot-house, which, I think, is a very ill house 
too. 66 

EScCALUS. How know you that ? 

ELBow. My wife, sir, whom I detest, before heaven 
and your honour,— 69 

EscALUS. How! thy wife ? 

ELBOW. Ay, sir; whom, I thank heaven, is an honest 
woman,— 72 

EscaLus. Dost thou detest her therefore ? 

ELBOW. I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as well 
as she, that this house, if it be not a bawd’s house, it is 
pity of her life, for it is a naughty house. 76 

EscaLus. How dost thou know that, constable ? 

ELBOW. Marry, sir, by my wife; who, if she had 
been a woman cardinally given, might have been ac- 
cused in fornication, adultery, and all uncleanliness 
there. 81 

ESCALUS. By the woman’s means ? 

ELBOW. Ay, sir, by Mistress Overdone’s means ; but 
as she spit in his face, so she defied him. 84 
POMPEY. Sir, if it please your honour, this is not so. 

ELBOW. Prove it before these varlets here, thou 
honourable man, prove it. 87 

ESCALUS. [To Anceto.] Do you hear how he misplaces ? 

POMPEY. Sir, she came in, great with child, and 
longing,—saving your honour’s reverence,—for stewed 
prunes, Sir, we had but two in the house, which at 
that very distant time stood, as it, were, in a fruit-dish, 
a dish of some three-pence; your honours have seen 
such dishes; they are not China dishes, but very good 
dishes. 95 

ESCALUS, Go to, go to: no matter for the dish, sir. 

POMPEY. No, indeed, sir, not of a. pin; you are 
therein in the right: but to the point. As I say, this 
Mistress Elbow, being, as I say, with child, and being 
great-bellied, and longing, as I said, for prunes, and 
having but two in the dish, as I said, Master Froth here, 
this very man, having eaten the rest, as I said, and, 
as I say, paying for them. very honestly; for, as you 
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know, Master Froth, I could not give you three-pence 
again. 105 

FROTH. No, indeed. 

POMPEY. Very well: you being then, if you be 
remembered, cracking the stones of the foresaid 
prunes,— 109 

FROTH. Ay, so I did, indeed. 

POMPEY. Why, very well: I telling you then, if you 
be remembered, that such a one and such a one were 
past cure of the thing you wot of, unless they kept very 
zood diet, as L told you,— 

FROTH. All this is true. 

POMPEY. Why, very well then.— 116 

ESCALUS. Come, you are a tedious fool: to the 
purpose. What was done to Elbow’s wife, that he hath 
cause to complain of ? Come me to what was done to 
her. 120 

POMPEY. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. 

EscALuS. No, sir, nor I mean it not. 

POMPEY. Sir, but you shall come to it, by your 
honour’s leave. And, I beseech you, look into Master 
Froth here, sir; a man of fourscore pound a year, whose 
father died at Hallowmas. Was’t not at Hallowmas, 
Master Froth ? 

FROTH. All-hallownd eve. 128 

POMPEY. Why, very well: I hope here be truths. 
He, sir, sitting, as I say, in a lower chair, sir; “twas in 
the Bunch of Grapes, where indeed, you have a delight 
to sit, have you not ? 132 

FROTH. I have so, because it is an open room and 
good for winter. 

PoMPEY. Why, very well then: I hope here be 
truths. 136 

ANGELO. This will last out a night in Russia, 

When nights are longest there: I'll take my leave, 
And leave you to the hearing of the cause, 
Hoping you'll find good cause to whip them all. 140 
gscaLus. I think no less. Good morrow to your 
lordship. [Exit ANGELO, 
Now, sir, come on: what was done to Elbow’s wife, 
once more ? 143 

POMPEY. Once, sir? there was nothing done to her 

once. 
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ELBOw. I beseech you, sir, ask him what this man did 
to my wife. 

POMPEY. I beseech your honour, ask me. 148 

ESCALUS. Well, sir, what did this gentleman to her ? 

PoMPEY. I beseech you, sir, look in this gentleman’s 
face. Good Master Froth, look upon his honour; ’tis for 
a good purpose. Doth your honour mark his face ¢ 

ESCALUS. Ay, sir, very well. 153 

pomprEy. Nay, I beseech you, mark it well. 

EscALuS. Well, I do so. 

poMPEY. Doth your honour see any harm in his 
face ? 157 

EscaLus. Why, no. 

pompPeEy. I'll be supposed upon a book, his face is 
the worst thing about him. Good, then; if his face 
be the worst thing about him, how could Master Froth 
do the constable’s wife any harm ? I would know that 
of your honour. 163 

EscaLus. He’sintheright. Constable, what say you 
to it ? 

ELBOW. First, an’ it like you, the house is a respected 
house ; next, this is a respected fellow, and his mistress 
is a respected woman. 168 

POMPEY. By this hand, sir, his wife is a more respected. 
person than any of us all. 

ELBOW. Varlet, thou liest : thou liest, wicked varlet. 
The time is yet to come that she was ever respected 
with man, woman, or child. 173 

POMPEY. Sir, she was respected with him before he 
married with her. 

ESCALUS. Which is the wiser here? Justice, or 
Iniquity ? Is this true ? 177 

ELBOW. O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O thou 
wicked Hannibal! I respected with her before I was 
married to her? If ever I was respected with her, or 
she with me, let not your worship think me the poor 
duke’s officer. Prove this, thou wicked Hannibal. or 
[ll have mine action of battery on thee. 183 

ESCALUS. If he took you a box o’ th’ ear, you might 
have your action of slander too. 

ELBOW. Marry, I thank your good worship for it. 
What ist your worship’s pleasure I shall do with this 
wicked caitiff ? 188 
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ESCALUS. ‘Truly, officer, because he hath some 
offences in him that thou wouldst discover if thou 
couldst, let him continue in his courses till thou knowest 
what they are. 192 

ELBOW. Marry, I thank your worship for it. Thou 
seest, thou wicked varlet, now, what’s come’ tpon 
thee : thou art to continue now, thou varlet, thou art 
to continue. 196 

ESCALUS. Where were you born, friend ? 

FROTH. Here in Vienna, sir. 

ESCALUS. Are you of fourscore pounds a year ? 

FROTH. Yes, an ’t please you, sir. 200 

ESCALUS. So. [To Pomery.] What trade are you of, sir? 

POMPEY. A tapster; a poor widow’s tapster. 

ESCALUS. Your mistress’ name ? 

POMPEY. Mistress Overdone. 204 

ESCALUS. Hath she had any more than one husband ? 

POMPEY. Nine, sir; Overdone by the last. 

ESCALUS. Nine ! —Come hither to me, Master Froth. 
Master Froth, I would not have you acquainted with 
tapsters ; they will draw you, Master Froth, and you 
will hang them. Get you gone, and let me hear no 
more of you. 211 

FROTH. I thank your worship. For mine own part, 
I never come into any room in a taphouse, but I am 
drawn in. 

ESCALUS. Well: no more of it, Master Froth: fare- 
well. [Exit Frora.]—Come you hither to me, Master 
tapster. What ’s your name, Master tapster ? 217 

POMPEY. Pompey. 

EScALUS. What else ? 

POMPEY. Bum, sir. 220 

EscaLus. Troth, and your bum is the greatest thing 
about you, so that, in the beastliest sense, you are 
Pompey the Great. Pompey, you are partly a bawd, 
Pompey, howsoever you colour it in being a tapster, are 
you,not ? come, tell me true: it shall be the better for 


you. 
pompEY. ‘Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow that would 
live. 228 


ESCALUS. How would you live, Pompey ? by being 
a bawd ? What do you think of the trade, Pompey ? is 
it a lawful trade ? 
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POMPEY. If the law would allow it, sir. 232 

ESCALUS. But the law will not allow it, Pompey ; 
nor it shall not be allowed in Vienna. 

POMPEY. Does your worship mean to geld and splay 
all the youth of the city @ 236 

EscaLus. No, Pompey. 

POMPEY. Truly, sir, in my humble opinion, they 
will to ’t then. If your worship will take order for the 
drabs and the knaves, you need not to fear the bawds. 

ESCALUS. There are pretty orders beginning, I can 
tell you: it is but heading and hanging. 242 

POMPEY. If you head and hang all that offend that 
way but for ten year together, you'll be glad to give out 
a. commission for more heads. If this law hold in 
Vienna ten year, I'll rent the fairest house in it after 
threepence a bay. If you live to see this come to pass, 
say, Pompey told you so. 248 

EscALUS. Thank you, good Pompey; and, in re- 
quital of your prophecy, hark you: I advise you, let 
me not find you before me again upon any complaint 
whatsoever ; no, not for dwelling where you do; if I do, 
Pompey, I shall beat you to your tent, and prove a 
shrewd Cesar to you. In plain dealing, Pompey, I shall 
have you whipt. So, for this time, Pompey, fare you 
well. 256 

pomMPEY. I thank your worship for your good 
counsel ;—{[Aside] but I shall follow it as the flesh and 
fortune shall better determine. 

Whip me! No, no; let carman whip his jade ; 260 
The valiant heart ’s not whipt out of his trade. [Exit. 

ESCALUS. Come hither to me, Master Elbow ; come 
hither, Master constable. How long have you been in this 
place of constable ? 264 

ELBOW. Seven year and a half, sir. 

EscALus. I thought, by your readiness in the office, 
you had continued in it some time.» You say, seven 
years together ? 268 

ELBOW. And a half, sir. 

EscaLus. Alas! it; hath been great pains to you ! 
They do you wrong to put you so oft upon ’t. Are there 
not men in your ward sufficient to serve it ? 272 

ELBOW. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such matters. 
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As they are chosen, they are glad to choose me for them : 
I do it for some piece of money, and go through with all. 
ESCALUS. Look you bring me in the names of some 
Six or seven, the most sufficient of your parish. 277 
ELBOW. To your worship’s house, sir ? 
EscaLuS. To my house. Fare you well. [Exit Exzow. 
What ’s o’clock, think you ? 280 
JUSTICE. Eleven, sir. 
EScALUS. I pray you home to dinner with me. 
Justice. I humbly thank you. 
ESCALUS. It grieves me for the death of Claudio ; 


But there is no remedy. 285 
JusTICE. Lord Angelo is severe. 
ESCALUS. It is but needful : 
Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so ; 
Pardon is still the nurse of second woe. 288 
But yet, poor Claudio! There ’s no remedy. 
Come, sir. {Exeunt. 


Scene I].—Another Room in the Same, 
Enter Provost and a Servant. 
SERVANT. He’s hearing of a cause: he will come 


straight : 
Tl tell him of you. 
PROVOST. Pray you, do. [Exit Servant.) Pll know 
His pleasure ; may be he will relent. Alas ! 
He hath but as offended in a dream : 4 


All sects, all ages smack of this vice, and he 
To die for i! 
Enter ANGELO, 
ANGELO. Now, what ’s the matter, provost ¢ 
provost. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow 4 
ANGELO. Did I not tell thee, yea? hadst thou not 
order ? 8 
Why dost thou ask again ? 
PROVOST. Lest I might, be too rash. 
Under your good correction, I have seen, 
When, after execution, Judgment hath 
Repented o’er his doom. 
ANGELO. Go to; let that be mine: 12 
Do you your office, or give up your place, 
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‘And you shall well be spar’d. 

PROVOST. I crave your honour’s pardon. 
What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet ? 
She ’s very near her hour. 

ANGELO. Dispose of her 16 
To some more fitter place ; and that with speed. 


Re-enter Servant. 

SERVANT. Here is the sister of the man condemn’d 
Desires access to you. 

ANGELO. Hath he a sister ? 

provost. Ay, my good lord; a very virtuous maid, 
And to be shortly of a sisterhood, 21 
If not already. 

ANGELO. Well, let her be admitted. [Exit Servant. 
See you the fornicatress be remov’d : 
Let her have needful, but not lavish, means ; 24 
There shall be order for ’t. 


Enter IsaBELLA and Lucio. 
PROVOST. God save your honour ! 
(Offering to retire. 
ANGELO. Stay a little while.—{ToIsasexra.] You're 
welcome : what ’s your will ? 
ISABELLA. Iam a woful suitor to your honour, 27 
Please but your honour hear me. 
ANGELO. Well ; what ’s your suit ? 
ISABELLA. ‘There is a vice that most I do abhor, 
And most desire should meet the blow of justice, 
For which I would not plead, but that I must ; 


For which I must not plead, but that I am 32 
At war ’twixt will and will not. 
ANGELO. Well; the matter ? 
ISABELLA. I have a brother is condemn’d to die : 
I do beseech you, let it be his fault, 35 
And not my brother. 
PROVOST. _ [Aside.] Heaven give thee moving graces ! 


ANGELO. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it ? 
Why, every fault ’s condemn’d ere it be done. 
Mine were the very cipher of a function, 
To fine the faults whose fine stands in record, 40 
And let go by the actor. 

ISABELLA. O just, but severe law ! 
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I had a brother, then Heaven keep your honour ! 
({Retiring. 
LUCIO. [AsidetoIsanetta.] Give ’t not o’er so: to him 
again, entreat him ; 
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown ; 44 
You are too cold; if you should need a pin, 
You could not with more tame a tongue desire it. 


To him, I say ! 
ISABELLA. Must he needs die ? 
ANGELO. Maiden, no remedy. 
ISABELLA. Yes; I do thnk that you might pardon 
him, 49 


And neither heaven nor man grieve at the mercy. 
ANGELO. I will not do’t. 
ISABELLA, But can you, if you would ? 
ANGELO. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do. 
ISABELLA. But might you do ’t, and do the world no 

wrong, 53 
If so your heart were touch’d with that remorse 
As mine is to him ? 


ANGELO. He’s sentene’d: ’tis too late. 

LUCIO. [Aside to Isapetta.] You are too cold. 56 

ISABELLA. ‘Too late? why, no; I, that do speak a 
word, 


May call it back again. Well, believe this, 

No ceremony that to great ones “longs, 

Not the king’s crown, nor the deputed sword, 60 
The marshal’s truncheon, nor the judge’s robe, 

Become them with one half so good a grace 

As mercy does. 

If he had been as you, and you.as he, 64 
You would have slipt like him; but he, like you, 
Would not have been so stern. 


ANGELO. Pray you, be gone. 
ISABELLA. I would to heaven I had your potency, 
And you were Isabel! should it then be thus ? 68 


No; I would tell what ’twere to be a judge, 
And what a prisoner. 
LUCIO. [Aside to Isasetza.] Ay, touch him; there ’s the 
vein. 
ANGELO. Your brother is a forfeit of the law 
And you but waste your words. 
ISABELLA. Alas! alas! 12 


246 MEASURE FOR MEASURE [acT D 


Why, all the souls that were were forfeit once ; 
And He that might the vantage best have took, 
Found out the remedy. How would you be, 
If He, which is the top of judgment, should 76 
But judge you as you are? Q! think on that, 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made. 
ANGELO. Be you content, fair maid ; 
It is the law, not I, condemn your brother : 86 
Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 
It should be thus with him: he must die to-morrow. 
ISABELLA. To-morrow! O! that’s sudden! Spare 
him, spare him ! 
He’s not prepar’d for death. Even for our kitchens 
We kill the fowl of season: shall we serve heaven 85 
With less respect than we do minister 
To our gross selves ? Good, good my lord, bethink you : 
Who is it that hath died for this offence ? 88 
There ’s many have committed it. 
LUCIO. [Aside to Isapetta.] Ay, well said. 
ANGELO. The law hath not been dead, though it hath 
slept : 
Those many had not dar’d to do that evil, 
If that the first that did th’ edict infringe 92 
Had answer’d for his deed : now ’tis awake, 
Takes note of what is done, and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass; that shows what future evils, 
Either new, or by remissness new-conceiv’d, 96 
And so in progress to be hatch’d and born, 
Are now to have no successive degrees, 
But, ere they live, to end. 

ISABELLA. Yet show some pity. 
ANGELO. I show it most of all when I show justice ; 
For then I pity those I do not know, 101 

Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall, 
And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong, 
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied : 104 
Your brother dies to-morrow : be content. 

ISABELLA. So you must be the first that gives this 


sentence, 
And he that suffers. O! it is excellent 
To have a giant’s strength, but it is tyrannous 108 


To use it like a giant. 
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LUCIO. [Aside to Isapetra.] That ’s well said. 

ISABELLA. Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne’er be quiet, 
For every pelting, petty officer 112 
Would use his heaven for thunder ; not hing but thunder, 
Merciful heaven ! 
Thou rather with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt 
Split’st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak 116 
Than the soft myrtle; but man, proud man, 
Drest in a little brief authority, 
Most ignorant of what he ’s most assur’d, 
His glassy essence, like an angry ape, 120 
Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 
As make the angels weep ; who, with our spleens, 
Would all themselves laugh mortal. 

LUCIO. [Aside to Isapetza.] O, to him, to him, wench! 


He will relent : 124 
He ’s coming: I perceive ’t. 
PROVOST. [Aside.] Pray heaven she win him ! 


as We cannot weigh our brother with our- 
self : 
Great men may jest with saints; ’tis wit in them, 
But, in the less foul profanation. 128 
LUCIO. [AsidetoIsanetra.] Thou’rt in the right, girl: 
more 0° that. 
ISABELLA. That in the captain ’s but a choleric word, 
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 
LUCIO. [Aside toIsasetia.] Art advis’d o’ that? more 
on ’t. 132 
ANGELO. Why do you put these sayings upon me ? 
ISABELLA. Because authority, though it err like 
others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself, 
That skins the vice o’ the top. Go to your bosom ; 
Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth know 137 
That ’s like my brother’s fault : if it confess 
A natural guiltiness such as is his, 


Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 140 
Against my brother’s life. 
ANGELO. She speaks, and ’tis 


Such sense that my sense breeds with it. Fare you well. 
ISABELLA. Gentle my lord, turn back. 
ANGELO. I will bethink me. Come again to-morrow. 
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ISABELLA. Hark how Ill bribe you. Good my lord, 
turn back. 145 
ANGELO. How! bribe me? 
ISABELLA. Ay, with such gifts that heaven shall share 
with you. 
LUCIO. [Aside to Isanerza.] You had marr’d all else. 148 
ISABELLA. Not with fond sicles of the tested gold, 
Or stones whose rates are either rich or poor 
As fancy values them; but with true prayers 
That shall be up at heaven and enter there 152 
Ere sun-rise : prayers from preserved souls, 
From fasting maids whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 
ANGELO. Well; come to me to-morrow. 
LUCIO. [Aside to Isapetza.] Go to; “tis well: away! 
ISABELLA. Heaven keep your honour safe ! 
ANGELO. [Aside] Amen : 
For I am that way going to temptation, 
Where prayers cross. 


ISABELLA. At what hour to-morrow 
Shall I attend your lordship ? 
ANGELO. At any time “fore noon. 160 


ISABELLA. Save your honour ! 
[Exeunt IsABELLA, Lucio, and Provost. 
ANGELO. From thee; even from thy virtue ! 

What ’s this? what ’s this? Is this her fault or mine ? 
The tempter or the tempted, who sins most ? 
Ha! 164 
Not she ; nor doth she tempt: but it is I, 
That, lying by the violet in the sun, 
Do as the carrion does, not as the flower, 
Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be 168 
That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman’s lightness ?’ Having waste ground enough, 
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary, 
And pitch our evils there ? O, fie, fie, fie! 172 
What dost thou, or what art choke: Angelo 2 
Dost thou desire her foully for those things 
That make her good? O, let her brother live! 
Thieves for their robbery, have authority 176 
When judges steal themselves. What! do I love her, 
That I desire to hear her speak again, 
And feast upon her eyes ?. What is ’t I dream on ? 
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O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint, 180 
With saints dost bait thy hook! Most dangerous 

Is that temptation that doth goad us on 

To sin in loving virtue: never could the strumpet, 
With all her double vigour, art and nature, 184 
Once stir my temper ; but this virtuous maid 

Subdues me quite. Ever till now, 

When men were fond, I smil’d and wonder’d how. [Exit. 


Scene III.—A Room in a Prison. 
Enter Duxn, disguised as a Friar, and Provost. 
DUKE. Hail to you, provost! so I think you are. 
Provost. lam the provost. What’s your will, good 
friar ? 

DUKE. Bound by my charity and my bless’d order, 
I come to visit the afflicted spirits 4 
Here in the prison : do me the common right 
To let me see them and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister 


To them accordingly. 8 
PROVOST. I would do more than that, if more were 
needful. 


Look, here comes one : a gentlewoman of mine, 
Who, falling in the flaws of her own youth, 
Hath blister’d her report. She is with child, 12 
And he that got it, sentenc’d; a young man 
More fit to do another such offence, 
Than die for this. 
Enter JULIET. 

DUKE. When must he die ? 

PROVOST. As I do think, to-morrow. 
(To Juurer.] I have provided for you: stay a while, 17 
And you shall be conducted. 

DUKE. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry ? 

guuieT. Ido, and bear the shame most patiently. 

DUKE. I'll teach you how you shall arraign your 

conscience, 21 
And try your penitence, if it be sound, 
Or hollowly put on. 

JULIET. Tl gladly learn. 

DUKE. Love you the man that wrong’d you ? 24 

JuLIET. Yes, asI love the woman that wrong’d him. 
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DUKE. So then it seenis your most offenceful act 
Was mutually committed 4 


JULIET. Mutually. 

DUKE. Then was your sin of heavier kind than his. 

gjutietT. I do confess it, and repent it, father. 29 

DUKE. "Tis meet so, daughter: but lest you do 
repent, 


As that the sin hath brought you to this shame, 
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, not heaven, 
Showing we would not spare heaven as we love it, 33 
But as we stand in fear,— 

JuLieT. I do repent me, as it is an evil, 
And take the shame with joy. 

DUKE. There rest. 36 
Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow, 
And I am going with instruction to him. 


God’s grace go with you! Benedicite ! [Exit. 
JuLIET. Must die to-morrow! O injurious love, 
That respites me a life, whose very comfort 41 
Is still a dying horror ! 
PROVOST. Tis pity of him. [Exeunt. 


Scene IV.—A Room in ANGELO’s House. 


Enter ANGELO. 
ANGELO. When I would pray and think, I think and 
pray 

To several subjects : heaven hath my empty words, 
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Isabel : heaven in my mouth, 4 
As if I did but only chew his name, 
And in my heart the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception. The state, whereon I studied, 
Is like a good thing, being often read, 8 
Grown fear’d and tedious ; yea, my gravity, 
Wherein, let no man hear me, I take pride, 
Could I with boot change for an idle plume, 
Which the air beats for vain. O place! O form ! 12 
How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit, 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls 
To thy false seeming ! Blood, thou art blood : 
Let ’s write good angel on the devil’s horn, 16 
*Tis not the devil’s crest. 
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Enter a Servant. 
How now ! who’s there 2? 


SERVANT. One Isabel, a sister, 
Desires access to you. 

ANGELO. Teach her the way. [Exit Servant. 
O heavens ! 20 


Why does my blood thus muster to my heart, 

Making both it unable for itself, 

And dispossessing all my other parts 

Of necessary fitness ? 24 
So play the foolish throngs with one that swounds ; 
Come all to help him, and so stop the air 

By which he should revive : and even so 

The general, subject to a well-wish’d king, 28 
Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness 

Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love 

Must needs appear offence. 


Enter ISaRELLA. 
How now, fair maid ! 

ISABELLA. I am come to know your pleasure. 32 

ANGELO. That you might know it, would much 

better please me, 

Than to demand what ’tis. -Your brother cannot live. 
ISABELLA. Even so. Heaven keep your honour ! 
ANGELO. Yet may he live awhile; and, it may be, 

As long as you or I: yet he must die. 37 
ISABELLA. Under your sentence ? 

ANGELO. Yea. 

ISABELLA. When, I beseech you ? that in his reprieve, 
Longer or shorter, he may be so fitted 41 
That his soul sicken not. 

ANGELO. Ha! fie, these filthy vices! It were as good 
To pardon him that hath from nature stolen _ 44 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their saucy sweetness that do coin heaven’s image 
In stamps that are forbid : ’tis all as easy 
Falsely to take away a life true made, 48 
As to put metal in restrained means 
To make a false one. 

ISABELLA. Tis set down so in heaven, but not in earth. 

ANGELO. Say you so? then I shall pose you quickly. 
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Which had you rather, that the most just law 53 
Now took your brother’s life ; or, to redeem him, 
Give up your body to such sweet uncleanness 
As she that he hath stain’d ? 

ISABELLA. Sir, believe this, 56 
I had rather give my body than my soul. 

ANGELO. I talk not of your soul. Our compell’d sins 
Stand more for number than for accompt. 


ISABELLA. How say you ¢ 
ANGELO. Nay, I'll not warrant that ; for I can speak 
Against the thing I say. Answer to this : 61 


I, now the voice of the recorded law, 
Pronounce a sentence on your brother’s life : 


Mizht there not be a charity in sin 64 
To save this brother’s life ? 
ISABELLA. Please you to do’t, 


T'll take it as a peril to my soul ; 
It is no sin at all, but charity. 
ANGELO. Pleas’d you to do’t, at peril of your soul, 
Were equal poise of sin and charity. 69 
ISABELLA. That I do beg his life, if it be sin, 
Heaven let me bear it! you granting of my suit, 
If that be sin, [ll make it my morn prayer 72 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of your answer. 


ANGELO. Nay, but hear me. 
Your sense pursues not mine: either you are ignorant, 
Or seem so craftily ; and that ’s not good. 76 


ISABELLA. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But graciously to know I am no better. 

ANGELO. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright 
When it doth tax itself; as these black masks 80 
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could, display’d. But mark me ; 

To be received plain, Pll speak more gross : 
Your brother is to die. 84 

ISABELLA. So. 

ANGELO. And his offence is so, as it appears, 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 

ISABELLA. True. 88 

ANGELO. Admit no other way to save his life,— 

As I subscribe not that, nor any other, 
But in the loss of question,—that you, his sister, 
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Finding yourself desir’d of such a person, 92 
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place, 

Could fetch your brother from the manacles 

Of the all-building law ; and that there were 

No earthly mean to save him, but that either 96 
You must lay down the treasures of your body 

To this suppos’d, or else to let him suffer ; 

What would you do ? 

ISABELLA. As much for my poor brother as myself : 
That is, were I under the terms of death, 101 
Th’ impression of keen whips I’d wear as rubies, 

And strip myself to death, as to a bed 
That, longing, have been sick for, ere I'd yield 104 
My body up to shame. 
ANGELO. Then must your brother die. 
ISABELLA. And ’twere the cheaper way : 
Better it were a brother died at once, 
Than that a sister, by redeeming him, 108 
Should die for ever. 

ANGELO. Were not you then as cruel as the sentence 
That you have slander’d so ? 

ISABELLA. Ignomy in ransom and free pardon 112 
Are of two houses: lawful mercy 
Is nothing kin to foul redemption. 

ANGELO. You seem’d of late to make the law a 

tyrant ; 
And rather prov’d the sliding of your brother 116 
A merriment than a vice. 
ISABELLA. O, pardon me, my lord! it oft falls out, 
To have what we would have, we speak not what we 
mean. 
I something do excuse the thing I hate, 120 
For his advantage that I dearly love. 
ANGELO. We are all frail. 
ISABELLA. Else let my brother die, 
If not a feodary, but only he 
Owe and succeed thy weakness. 124 
ANGELO. Nay, women are frail too. 
ISABELLA. Ay, as the glasses where they view them- 


selves, 
Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 
Women! Help heaven! men their creation mar 128 


In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail, 
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For we are soft as our complexions are, 
And credulous to false prints. 
ANGELO. I think it well: 
And from this testimony cf your own sex,— 132 
Since I suppose we are made to be no stronger 
Than faults may shake our frames,—let me be bold ; 
I do arrest your words. Be that you are, 
That is, a woman; if you be more, you’re none ; 136 
If you be one, as you are well express’d 
By all external warrants, show it now, 
By putting on the destin’d livery. 
ISABELLA. I have no tongue but one: gentle my lord, 
Let me entreat you speak the former language. 141 
ANGELO. Plainly conceive, I love you. 
ISABELLA. My brother did love Juliet; and you 
tell me 
That he shall die for ’t. 144 
ANGELO. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love. 
ISABELLA. I know your virtue hath a licence in ’t, 
Which seems a little fouler than it is, 
To pluck on others. 
ANGELO. Believe me, on mine honour, 148 
My words express my purpose. 
ISABELLA. Ha! little honour to be much beliew’d, 
And most pernicious purpose! Seeming, seeming ! 
I will proclaim thee, Angelo; look for ’t : 152 
Sign me a present pardon for my brother, 
Or with an outstretch’d throat Pll tell the world aloud 
What man thou art. 
ANGELO. Who will believe thee, Isabel ? 
My unsoil’d name, the austereness of my life, 156 
My vouch against you, and my place i’ the state, 
Will so your accusation overweigh, 
That you shall stifle in your own report 
And smell of calumny. I have begun ; 160 
And now I give my sensual race the rein : 
Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite ; 
Lay by all nicety and prolixious blushes, ) 
That banish what they sue for; redeem thy, brother 
By yielding up thy body to my will, 165 
Or else he must not only die the death, 
But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 
To lingering sufferance. Answer me to-morrow, 168 
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Or, by the affection that now guides me most, 

Pll prove a tyrant to him. As for you, 

Say what you can, my false o’erweighs your true. [Exit. 
ISABELLA. To whom should I complain ? Did I tell 

this, 172 

Who would believe me? O perilous mouths ! 

That bear in them one and the self-same tongue, 

Either of condemnation or approof, 

Bidding the law make curt’sy to their will ; 176 

Hooking both right and wrong to th’ appetite, 

To follow as it draws. Tl to my brother : 

Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood, 

Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour, 186 

That, had he twenty heads to tender down 

On twenty bloody blocks, he’d yield them up, 

Before his sister should her body stoop 

To such abhorr’d pollution. 184 

Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die : 

More than our brother is our chastity. 

Tl tell him yet of Angelo’s request, 

And fit his mind to death, for his soul’s rest. (Exit. 


ACT III. 
Scrnze I.—A Room in the Prison. 
Enter Duxg, as a friar, CLAUDIO, and PRovoSsT. 

DUKE. Sothen you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo ¢ 

cLAuDIO. The miserable have no other medicine 
But only hope : 
I have hope to live, and am prepar’d to die. 4 

DUKE. Be absolute for death ; either death or life 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with life : 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep: a breath thou art, 8 
Servile to all the skyey influences, 
That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st, 
Hourly afflict. Merely, thou art death’s fool ; 
For him thou labour’st by thy flight to shun, 12 
And yet run’st toward him still. Thou art not noble : 
For all th’ accommodations that thou, bear’st . 
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Are nurs’d by baseness. Thou art by no means valiant ; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 16 
Of a poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep, 

And that thou oft provok’st ; yet grossly fear’st 

Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyself ; 
For thou exist’st on many a thousand grains 20 
That issue out of dust. Happy thou art not ; 

For what thou hast not, still thou striv’st to get, 

And what thou hast, forget’st. Thou art not certain ; 
For thy complexion shifts to strange effects, 24 
After the moon. If thou art rich, thou’rt poor ; 

For, like an ass whose back with ingots bows, 

Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey, 

And death unloads thee. Friend hast thou none ; 28 
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire, 

The mere effusion of thy proper loins, 

Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum, 

For ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor youth nor age ; 
But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep, 33 
Dreaming on both ; for all thy blessed youth — 

Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 

Of palsied eld ; and when thou art old and rich, 36 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty, 

To make thy riches pleasant. What ’s yet in this 

That bears the name of life? Yet in this life 


Lie hid moe thousand deaths : yet death we fear, 40 
That makes these odds all even. 
CLAUDIO. I humbly thank you. 


To sue to live, I find I seek to die, 
And, seeking death, find life : let it come on. 
ISABELLA. [Within] What ho! Peace here; grace 
and good company ! 44 
PROVOST. Who’s there? come in: the wish deserves 
a welcome. 
DUKE. Dear sir, ere long I'll visit you again. 
CLAUDIO. Most holy sir, I thank you. 4T 


Enter IsaBELLA. 
ISABELLA, My business is a word or two with Claudio. 
provost. And very welcome. Look, signior; here ’s 
your sister. 
DUKE. Provost, a word with you. 
Provost. As many as you please. 
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DUKE. Bring me to hear them speak, where I may 
be conceal’d. [Exeunt Duxr and Provost. 
cLAUDIO. Now, sister, what ’s the comfort 2 53 
ISABELLA. Why, as all comforts are; most good, 
most good indeed. 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven, 
Intends you for his swift ambassador, 56 
Where you shall be an everlasting leiger : 
Therefore, your best appointment make with speed ; 
To-morrow you set on. 
CLAUDIO. Is there no remedy ? 
ISABELLA. None, but such remedy, as to save a head 
To cleave a heart in twain. 
CLAUDIO. But is there any ? 61 
ISABELLA. Yes, brother, you may live : 
There is a devilish mercy in the judge, 


If you'll implore it, that will free your life, 64 
But fetter you till death. 
CLAUDIO. Perpetual durance ? 


ISABELLA. Ay, just; perpetual durance, a restraint, 
Though all the world’s vastidity you had, 
To a determin’d scope. 

CLAUDIO. But in what nature ? 68 

ISABELLA. In such a one as, you consenting to ’t, 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear, 
And leave you naked. 


CLAUDIO. Let me know the point. 
ISABELLA. O, I do fear thee, Claudio; and I quake, 
Lest thou a feverous life shouldst entertain, 13 


And six or seven winters more respect 

Than a perpetual honour. Dar’st thou die ? 

The sense of death is most in apprehension, 16 
And the poor beetle, that we tread upon, 

In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 

As when a giant dies. 

CLAUDIO. Why give you me this shame ? 
Think you I can a resolution fetch 80 
From flowery tenderness ?. If I must die, 

{ will encounter darkness as a bride, 
And hug it in mine arms. 
ISABELLA. There spake my brother: there my 
father’s grave 84 
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou must die : 


SH. I K 
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Thou art too noble to conserve a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy, 
Whose settled visage and deliberate word 88 
Nips youth i’ the head, and follies doth enmew 
As falcon doth the fowl, is yet a devil ; 
His filth within being cast, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 
CLAUDIO. The prenzie Angelo ? 92 
ISABELLA. O, ’tis the cunning livery of hell, 
The damned’st body to invest and cover 
In prenzie guards! Dost thou think, Claudio ? 


If I would yield him my virginity, 96 
Thou mightst be freed. 
“CLAUDIO. O heavens! it cannot be. 
ISABELLA. Yes, he would give ’t thee, from this rank 
offence, 

So to offend him still. This night ’s the time 
That I should do what I abhor to name, 100 
Or else thou diest to-morrow. 

CLAUDIO. Thou shalt not do ’t. 


ISABELLA. O! were it but my life, 
I'd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. 


CLAUDIO. Thanks, dear Isabel. 104 
ISABELLA. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to- 
Morrow. 


cLAUDIO. Yes. Has he affections in him, 

That thus can make him bite the law by the nose, 
When he would force it ? Sure, it is no sin ; 108 
Or of the deadly seven it is the least. 

ISABELLA. Which is the least ? 

cLaubIo. If it were damnable, he being so wise, 
Why would he for the momentary trick 112 
Be perdurably fin’d ? O Isabel ! 

ISABELLA. What says my brother ? 

CLAUDIO. Death is a fearful thing. 

ISABELLA. And shamed life a hateful. 

CLAUDIO. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where ; 
To lie in cold obstruction and to rot ; 117 
This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 120 
Tn thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice ; 
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To be imprison’d in the viewless winds 

And blown with restless violence round about 

The pendant world; or to be worse than worst 124 
Of those that lawless and incertain thoughts 

Imagine howling : ‘tis too horrible ! 

The weariest and most loathed worldly life 

That age, ache, penury and imprisonment 128 
Can lay on nature is a paradise 

To what we fear of death. 

ISABELLA. Alas! alas! 

CLAUDIO. Sweet sister, let me live : 
What sin you do to save a brother’s life, 132 
Nature dispenses with the deed so far 
That it becomes a virtue. 


ISABELLA. O you beast ! 
O faithless coward! O dishonest wretch ! 
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ? 136 


Is ’t not a kind of incest, to take life 
From thine own sister’s shame ? What should I think ? 
Heaven shield my mother play’d my father fair ; 
For such a warped slip of wilderness 140 
Ne’er issu’d from his blood. Take mz defiance ; 
Die, perish ! Might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed. 
Ill pray a thousand prayers for thy death, 144 
No word to save thee. 

CLAUDIO. Nay, hear me, Isabel. 


ISABELLA. O, fie, fie, fie ! 
Thy sin ’s not accidental, but a trade. 
Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd : 148 
Tis best that thou diest quickly. (Going. 
CLAUDIO. O hear me, Isabella. 


Re-enter DUKE. 

DUKE. Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one word. 

ISABELLA. What is your will ? 151 

DUKE. Might you dispense with your leisure, I would 
by and by have some speech with you: the satisfaction 
I would require is likewise your own benefit. 

ISABELLA. I have no superfluous leisure: my stay 
must be stolen out of other affairs; but I will attend 
you a while. 157 

DUKE. [AsidetoCravpio.] Son, I have overheard what 
hath past between you and your sister. Angelo had 
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never the purpose to corrupt her; only he hath made 
an assay of her virtue to practise his judgment with the 
disposition of natures. She, having the truth of honour 
in her, hath made him that gracious denial which he is 
most glad to receive: I am confessor to Angelo, and 
I know this to be true; therefore prepare yourself to 
death. Do not satisfy your resolution with hopes that 
are fallible : to-morrow you must die; go to your knees 
and make ready. 168 

cLauDIO. Let me ask my sister pardon. I am so out 
of love with life that I will sue to be rid of it. 


DUKE. Hold you there: farewell. Exit CLavpto. 
~ Re-enter Provost. 
Provost, a word with you. 172 


provost. What’s your will, father ? 

DUKE. That now you are come, you will be gone. 
Leave me awhile with the maid: my mind promises 
with my habit no loss shall touch her by my company. 

Provost. In good time. [Exit. 

DUKE. The hand that hath made you fair hath made 
you good: the goodness that is cheap in beauty makes 
beauty brief in goodness; but grace, being the soul of 
your complexion, shall keep the body of it ever fair. 
The assault that Angelo hath made to you, fortune hath 
conveyed to my understanding; and, but that frailty 
hath examples for his falling, I should wonder at 
Angelo. How would you do to content this substitute, 
and to save your brother ? 186 

ISABELLA. I am now going to resolve him; I had 
rather my brother die by the law than my son should 
be unlawfully born. But O, how much is the good duke 
deceived in Angelo! If ever he return and I can speak 
to him, I will open my lips in vain, or discover his 
government. 192 

DUKE. That shall not be much amiss: yet, as the 
matter now stands, he will avoid your accusation ; 
“he made trial of you only.” Therefore, fasten your 
ear on my advisings: to the love I have in doing good 
a remedy presents itself. I do make myself believe 
that you may most uprighteously do a poor wronged 
lady a merited benefit, redeem your brother from the 
angry law, do no stain to your own gracious person, and 


SCENE I) MEASURE FOR MEASURE 261 


much please the absent duke, if peradventure he shall 
ever return to have hearing of this business. 202 

ISABELLA. Let me hear you speak further. I have 
spirit to do anything that appears not foul in the truth 
of my spirit. 205 

DUKE. Virtue is bold, and goodness never fearful. 
Have you not heard speak of Mariana, the sister of 
Frederick, the great soldier who miscarried at sea ? 

ISABELLA. I] have heard of the lady, and good 
words went with her name. 210 

DUKE. She should this Angelo have married; was 
affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed : 
between which time of the contract, and limit of the 
solemnity, her brother Frederick was wracked. at sea, 
having in that perished vessel the dowry of his sister. 
But mark how heavily this befell to the poor gentle- 
woman: there she lost a noble and renowned brother, 
in his love toward her ever most kind and natural ; with 
him the portion and sinew of her fortune, her marriage- 
dowry ; with both, her combinate husband, this: well- 
seeming Angelo. 221 

ISABELLA. Can this be so? Did Angelo so leave 
her ? 

puke. Left her in her tears, and dried not one of 
them with his comfort; swallowed his vows whole, 
pretending in her discoveries of dishonour: in few, 
bestowed her on her own lamentation, which she yet 
wears for his sake; and he, a marble to her tears, is 
washed with them, but relents not. 229 

ISABELLA. What a merit were it in death to take 
this poor maid from the world! What corruption 
in this life, that it will let this man live! But how 
out of this can she avail ? 233 

DUKE. It is a rupture that you may easily heal ; 
and the cure of it not only saves your brother, but 
keeps you from dishonour in doing it. 236 

ISABELLA. Show me how, good father. 

DUKE. This forenamed maid hath yet in her the 
continuance of her first affection: his unjust unkind- 
ness, that in all reason should have quenched her love, 
hath, like an impediment in the current, made it more 
violent and unruly. Go you to Angelo: answer his 
requiring with a plausible obedience: agree with his 
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demands to the point; only refer yourself to this 
advantage, first, that your stay with him may not be 
long, that the time may have all shadow and silence in 
it, and the place answer to convenience. This being 
granted in course, and now follows all, we shall advise 
this wronged maid to stead up your appointment, go 
in your place; if the encounter acknowledge itself 
hereafter, it may compel him to her recompense ; and 
here by this is your brother saved, your honour un- 
tainted, the poor Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt 
deputy scaled. The maid will I frame and make fit for 
his attempt. If you think well to carry this, as you 
may, the doubleness of the benefit defends the deceit 
from reproof. What think you of it ? 257 

ISABELLA. The image of it gives me content already, 
and I trust it will grow to a most prosperous perfection. 

DUKE. It lies much in your holding up. Haste you 
speedily to Angelo: if for this night he entreat you 
to his bed, give him promise of satisfaction. I will 
presently to St. Luke’s; there, at the moated grange, 
resides this dejected Mariana: at that place call upon 
me, and dispatch with Angelo, that it may be quickly. 

ISABELLA. I thank you for this comfort. Fare you 
well, good father. [Exeunt. 


Scene IJ.—The Street before the Prison. 


Enter DuKgs, as a friar; to him ELtpow, Pompey, and Officers. 

ELBOW. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that 
you will needs buy and sell men and women like beasts, 
we shall have all the world drink brown and white 
bastard. 4 

DUKE. O heavens! what stuff is here ? 

POMPEY. “Iwas never merry world, since, of two 
usuries, the merriest was put down, and the worser 
allowed by order of law a furred gown to keep him 
warm; and furred with fox and lamb skins too, to 
signify that craft, being richer than innocency, stands 
for the facing. 

ELBOW. Come your way, sir. Bless you, good father 
friar. 13 

DUKE. And you, good brother father. What offence 
hath this man made you, sir ? 
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ELBOW. Marry, sir, he hath offended the law : and, 
sir, we take him to be a thief too, sir; for we have 
found upon him, sir, a strange picklock, which we have 
sent to the deputy. 

DUKE. Fie, sirrah: a bawd, a wicked bawd! 20 
The evil that thou causest to be done, 

That is thy means to live. Do thou but think 

What ’tis to cram a maw or clothe a back 

From such a filthy vice: say to thyself, 24 
From their abominable and beastly touches 

I drink, I eat, array myself, and live. 

Canst thou believe thy living is a life, 

So stinkingly depending ? Go mend, go mend. 28 

POMPEY. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir; but 
yet, sir, Ll would prove— 

DUKE. Nay, if the devil have given thee proots for sin, 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, officer ; 32 
Correction and instruction must both work 
Ere this rude beast will profit. 

ELBOW. He must before the deputy, sir; he has 
given him warning. The deputy cannot abide a whore- 
master: if he be a whoremonger, and comes before him, 
he were as good go a mile on his errand. 

DUKE. That we were all, as some would seem to be, 
From our faults, as taults from seeming, free ! 40 

ELBOW. His neck will come to your waist,—a cord, 
sir. 

pomPEy. I spy comfort: I cry, bail. Here’s a 
gentleman and a friend of mine. 44 

Enter Lucio. 

Lucio. How now, noble Pompey! What, at the 
wheels of Cesar? Art thou led in triumph ? What, 
is there none of Pygmalion’s images, newly made 
woman, to be had now, for putting the hand in the 
pocket and extracting it clutched? What reply ? 
ha? What say’st thou to this tune, matter and method ? 
Is’t not drowned i’ the last rain, ha? What sayest 
thou, Trot? Is the world as it was, man ? Which is 
the way? Is it sad, and few words, or how? The 
trick of it 2 

DUKE. Still thus, and thus, still worse ! 55 

Lucio. How doth my dear morsel, thy mistress ? 
Procures she still, ha ? 
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pomMpEy. ‘Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef, 
and she is herself in the tub. 59 

Lucio. Why, ’tis good; it is the right of it; it 
must be so: ever your fresh whore and your powdered 
bawd: an unshunned consequence; it must be so. 
Art going to prison, Pompey ?# 

POMPEY. Yes, faith, sir. 64 

Lucio. Why, ‘tis not amiss, Pompey. Farewell. 
Go, say I sent thee thither. For debt, Pompey ? or 
how ? 

ELBOW. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 68 

Lucio. Well, then, imprison him. If imprisonment 
be the due of a bawd, why, ’tis his right: bawd is he, 
doubtless, and of antiquity too; bawd-born. Farewell, 
good Pompey. Commend me to the prison, Pompey. 
You will turn good husband now, Pompey; you will 
keep the house. 

pomery. I hope, sir, your good worship will be my 
bail. 76 

Lucio. No, indeed will I not, Pompey; it is 
not the wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase your 
bondage: if you take it not patiently, why, your 
mettle is the more, Adieu, trusty Pompey. Bless 
you, friar. 81 

DUKE. And you. 

Lucio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey, ha ? 

ELBOW. Come your ways, sir; come. 84 

POMPEY. You will not bail me then, sir ? 

Lucio. Then, Pompey, nor now. What news 
abroad, friar ? What news 2? 

ELBOW. Come your ways, sir; come. 88 

Lucio. Goto kennel, Pompey; go. 

[Exeunt ELsow, Pompny and Officers. 

What news, friar, of the duke. 

DUKE. I knownone. Can you tell me of any? 91 

Lucio. Some say he is with the Emperor of Russia ; 
other some, he is in Rome: but where is he, think 
you ? 

DUKE. I know not where; but wheresoever, I wish 
him well. 96 

Lucio. It was a mad fantastical trick of him to steal 
from the state, and usurp the beggary he was never 
born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his absence ; 
he puts transgression to’t. 100 
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DUKE. He does well in’t. 

Lucio. A little more lenity to lechery would do 
no harm in him: something too crabbed that way, 
friar. 104 

DUKE. It is too general a vice, and severity must 
cure it. 

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great 
kindred ; it is well allied ; but it is impossible to extirp 
it quite, friar, till eating and drinking be put down. 
They say this Angelo was not made by man and woman 
after this downright way of creation: is it true, think 
you ? 112 

DUKE. How should he be made, then ? 

LUCIO. Some report a sea-maid spawn’d him; some 
that he was begot between two stock-fishes. But. it 
is certain that when he makes water his urine is con- 
gealed ice ; that I know to be true ; and he is a motion 
generative; that’s infallible. 

DUKE. Youare pleasant, sir, and speak apace. 119 

Lucio. Why, what a ruthless thing is this in him, 
for the rebellion of a cod-piece to take away the life 
of a man! Would the duke that is absent have done 
this? Ere he would have hanged a man for. the 
getting a hundred: bastards, he would have paid for 
the nursing a thousand: he had some feeling of the 
sport; he knew the service, and that instructed him 
to mercy. 127 

DUKE. I never heard the absent duke much detected 
for women ; he was not inclined that way. 

Lucio. OQ, sir, you are deceived. 

DUKE. ’Tis not possible. 131 

Lucio. Who? not the duke? yes, your beggar 
of fifty, and his use was to put a ducat in her clack- 
dish; the duke had crotchets in him. He would be 
drunk too; that let me inform you. 

DUKE. You do him wrong, surely. 136 

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of his. A shy fellow 
was the duke; and, I believe I know the cause of his 
withdrawing. 

DUKE. What, I prithee, might be the cause ? 140 

Lucio. No, pardon; ’tis a secret must be locked 
within the teeth and the lips; but this I can let you 
understand, the greater file of the subject held the 
duke to be wise. iss 
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DUKE. Wise! why, no question but he was. 

Lucio. A very superficial, ignorant, unweighing 
fellow. 147 

puKkr. LEither this is envy in you, folly, or mistak- 
ing; the very stream of his life and the business he hath 
helmed must, upon a warranted need, give him a better 
proclamation. Let him be but testimonied in his own 
bringings forth, and he shall appear to the envious 
a scholar, a statesman and a soldier. Therefore you 
speak unskilfully ; or, if your knowledge be more, it is 
much darkened in your malice. 

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 156 

DUKE. Love talks with better knowledge, and know- 
ledge with dearer love. 

Lucto. Come, sir, I know what I know. 159 

DUKE. I can hardly believe that, since you know 
not what you speak. But, if ever the duke return,—as 
our prayers are he may,—let me desire you to make 
your answer before him : if it be honest you have spoke, 
you have courage to maintain it. I am bound to call 
upon you; and, I pray you, your name ? 165 

Lucio. Sir, my name is Lucio, well known to the 
duke. 

puK®. He shall know you better, sir, if I may live 
to report you. 169 

Lucio. I fear you not. 

DUKE. O! you hope the duke will return no more, 
or you imagine me too unhurtful an opposite. But 
indeed I can do you little harm; you'll forswear this 
again. 

tucto. Tl be hanged first: thou art deceived in 
me, friar. But no more of this. Canst thou tell if 
Claudio die to-morrow or no ? 177 

DUKE. Why should he die, sir ? 

Lucio. Why? for filling a bottle with a tundish. 
I would the duke we talk of were returned again; this 
ungenitured agent will unpeople the province with 
continency; sparrows must not build in his house- 
eaves, because they are lecherous. The duke yet would 
have dark deeds darkly answered; he would never 
bring them to light: would he were returned! Marry, 
this Claudio is condemned for untrussing. Farewell, 
good friar ; I prithee, pray for me. The duke, I say te 
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thee again, would eat mutton on Fridays. He’s not 

past it yet, and I say to thee, he would mouth with 

a beggar, though she smelt brown bread and garlic: say 

that I said so. Farewell. [Exit. 
DUKE. No might nor greatness in mortality 192 

Can censure ’scape : back-wounding calumny 

The whitest virtue strikes. What king so strong 

Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue ? 

But who comes here ? 196 


Enter Escaius, Provost, and Officers with Mistress 
OVERDONE. 

EscaLus. Go; away with her to prison ! 

MRS. OVERDONE. Good my lord, be good to me; 
your honour is accounted a merciful man; good my 
lord. 200 

ESCALUS. Double and treble admonition, and still 
forfeit in the same kind? This would make mercy 
swear, and play the tyrant. 

PROVOST. A bawd of eleven years’ continuance, may 
it please your honour. 205 

MRS. OVERDONE. My lord, this is one Lucio’s infor- 
mation against me. Mistress Kate Keepdown was with 
child by him in the duke’s time; he promised her 
marriage; his child is a year and a quarter old, come 
Philip and Jacob: I have kept it myself, and see how he 
goes about to abuse me ! 211 

EscALUS. That fellow is a fellow of much licence : 
let him be called before us. Away with her to prison ! 
Go to; no more words. [Exeunt Officers with MustrEss 
Overvoyr.] Provost, my brother Angelo will not be 
altered ; Claudio must die to-morrow. Let him be 
furnished with divines, and have all charitable prepara- 
tion: if my brother wrought by my pity, it should 
not be so with him. 219 

Provost. So please you, this friar hath been with him, 
and advised him for the entertainment of death. 

ESCALUS. Good even, good father. 

DUKE. Bliss and goodness on you ! 

EScALUS. Of whence are you ? 224 

DUKE. Not of this country, though my chance is now 
To use it for my time: I am a brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the See, 
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In special business from his Holiness. 228 

ESCALUS. What news abroad i’ the world ? 

pUKE. None, but there is so great a fever on good- 
ness, that the dissolution of it must cure it: novelty 
is only in request; and it is as dangerous to be aged 
in any kind of course, as it is virtuous to be constant in 
any undertaking: there is scarce truth enough alive 
to make societies secure, but security enough to make 
fellowships accursed. Much upon this riddle runs the 
wisdom of the world. This news is old enough, yet it 
is every day’s news. I pray you, sir, of what disposi- 
tion was the duke ? 239 

ESCALUS. One that, above all other strifes, contended 
especially to know himself. 

DUKE. What pleasure was he given to ? 

EScALUS. Rather rejoicing to see another merry, 
than merry at anything which professed to make him 
rejoice: a gentleman of all temperance. But leave 
we him to his events, with a prayer they may prove 
prosperous ; | and let me desire to know how you find 
Claudio prepared. I am made to understand, that you 
have lent him visitation. 249 

DUKE. He professes to have received no sinister 
measure from his judge, but most willingly humbles 
himself to the determination of justice; yet had he 
framed to himself, by the instruction of his frailty, many 
deceiving promises of life, which I, by my good leisure 
have discredited to him, and now is he resolved to die. 

EScALUS. You have paid the heavens your function, 
and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I have 
laboured for the poor gentleman to the extremest shore 
of my modesty; but my brother justice have I found 
so severe, that he hath forced me to tell him he is 
indeed Justice. 261 

DUKE. If his own life answer the straitness of his 
proceeding, it shall become him well; wherein if he 
chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself. 264 
SACLE: I am going to visit the prisoner. Fare you 
well. 

DUKE. Peace be with you ! [Exeunt EscaLus and Provost. 
He, who the sword of heaven will bear 268 
Should be as holy as severe ; 

Pattern in himself to know, 
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Grace to stand, and virtue go ; 
More nor less to others paying 
Than by self offences weighing. 
Shame to him whose cruel striking 
Kills for faults of his own liking ! 
Twice treble shame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice and let his grow ! 
O, what may man within him hide, 
Though angel on the outward side ! 
How many likeness made in crimes, 
Making practice on the times, 

To draw with idle spiders’ strings 
Most pond’rous and substantial things ! 
Craft against vice I must apply : 
With Angelo to-night shall le 

His old betrothed but despis’d : 

So disguise shall, by the disguis’d, 
Pay with falsehood false exacting, 
And perform an old contracting. 


ACT IV. 


Scent I.—The moated Grange at St. Luke’s. 
Enter Marrana and a Boy: Boy sings. 


Take, O take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forsworn ; 
And those eyes, the break of day, 


Lights that do mislead the morn : 


But my kisses bring again, 
bring again, 
Seals of love, but seal’d in vain, 


seal’d in vain. 


269 


272 


276 


284 


288 
[Exit. 


8 


MARIANA. Break off thy song, and haste thee quick 


away : 
Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice 
Hath often still’d my brawling discontent. 


Enter Duxe, disguised as before. 
I cry you mercy, sir; and well could wish 
You had not found me here so musical : 


[Exit Boy. 


12 
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Let me excuse me, and believe me so, 
My mirth it much displeas’d, but pleas’d my woe. 

DUKE. Tis good; though music oft hath such a charm 
To make bad good, and good provoke to harm. 17 
I pray you tell me, hath anybody inquired for me here 
to-day ? much upon this time have I promised here to 
meet. 20 

MARIANA. You have not been inquired after: I 
have sat here all day. 

puKk&. I do constantly believe you. The time is 
come even now. I shall crave your forbearance a little ; 
may be I will call upon you anon, for some advantage 
to yourself. 

MARIANA. Iam always bound to you. [Exit. 


Enter IsaBELLA. 

DUKE. Very well met, and well come. 28 
What is the news from this good deputy ? 

ISABELLA. He hath a garden circummur’d with brick, 
Whose western side is with a vineyard back’d ; 
And to that vineyard is a planched gate, 32 
That makes his opening with this bigger key ; 
This other doth command a little door 
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ; 
There have I made my promise 36 
Upon the heavy middle of the night 
To call upon him. 

DUKE. Butshall you on your knowledge find this way? 

ISABELLA. I have ta’en a due and wary note upon’t : 
With whispering and most guilty diligence, 4] 
In action all of precept, he did show me 
The way twice o’er, 

DUKE. Are there no other tokens 
Between you ‘greed concerning her observance ? 44 
ISABELLA. No, none, but only a repair i’ the dark ; 

And that I have possess’d him my most stay 
Can be but brief ; for I have made him know 
I have a servant comes with me along, 48 
That stays upon me, whose persuasion is 
I come about my brother. 
DUKE. Tis well borne up. 
T have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of this. What ho! within! come forth. 52 
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Re-enter Marrana. 
I pray you, be acquainted with this maid : 
She comes to do you good. 
ISABELLA. I do desire the like. 
DUKE. Do you persuade yourself that I respect you ? 
MARIANA. Good friar, I know you do, and oft have 
found it. 56 
DUKE. ‘Take then this your companion by the hand, 
Who hath a story ready for your ear. 
I shall attend your leisure : but make haste ; 
The vaporous night approaches. 
MARIANA. Will ’t please you walk aside? 60 
{Exeunt Mariana and ISABELLA. 
DUKE. O place and greatness! millions of false eyes 
Are stuck upon thee : volumes of report 
Run with these false and most contrarious quests 
Upon thy doings : thousand escapes of wit 64 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 
And rack thee in their fancies ! 


Re-enter Martana and JsaBE.wa. 
Welcome ! How agreed ? 
ISABELLA. She'll take the enterprise upon her, father, 
If you advise it. 


DUKE. It is not my consent, 68 
But my entreaty too. 
ISABELLA. Little have you to say 


When you depart from him, but, soft and low, 
*‘ Remember now my brother.’ 
MARIANA Fear me not. 
DUKE. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all. 72 
He is your husband on a pre-contract : 
To bring you thus together, ’tis no sin, 
Sith that the justice of your title to him 
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go: 16 
Our corn ’s to reap, for yet our tithe ’s to sow. —_[Exeunt. 


ScenE II.—A Room in the Prison. 
Enter Provost and Pompry. 
Provost. Come hither, sirrah. Can you cut off 


a man’s head ? 
pompry. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can; but 
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if he be a married man, he is his wife’s head, and I can 
never cut off a woman’s head. 5 

PRovosT. Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and 
yield me a direct answer. ‘To-morrow morning are to 
die Claudio and Barnardine. Here is in our prison 
a common executioner, who in his office lacks a helper : 
if you will take it on you to assist him, it shall redeem 
you from your gyves; if not, you shall have your full 
time of imprisonment, and your deliverance with an un- 
pitied whipping, for you have been a notorious bawd. 

PoMpPEY. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd time 
out of mind; but yet I will be content to be a lawful 
hangman. I would be glad to receive some instruction 
from my fellow partner. 17 

Provost. What ho, Abhorson! Where’s Abhorson, 
there ? 

Enter ABHORSON. 

ABHORSON. Do you call, sir ? 20 

PROVOST. Sirrah, here’s a fellow will help you to- 
morrow in your execution. If you think it meet, com- 
pound with him by the year, and let him abide here with 
you; if not, use him for the present, and dismiss him. 
He cannot plead his estimation with you; he hath been 
a bawd. 

ABHORSON. A _ bawd, sir? Fie upon him! he will 


discredit our mystery. 28 
PROVOST. Go to, sir; you weigh equally; a feather 
will turn the scale. (Exit. 


POMPEY. Pray, sir, by your good favour—for surely, 
sir, a good favour you have, but that you have a 
hanging look,—do you call, sir, your occupation 
a mystery ? 

ABHORSON. Ay, sir; a mystery. 35 

POMPEY. Painting, sir, [I have heard say, is a 
mystery ; and your whores, sir, being members of my 
occupation, using painting, do prove my occupation 
a mystery: but what mystery there should be in 
hanging, if I should be hanged, I cannot imagine. 40 

ABHORSON. Sir, it is a mystery. 

POMPEY. Proof ? 

ABHORSON. Every true man’s apparel fits your thief. 

POMPEY. If it be too little for your thief, your 
true man thinks it big enough ; if it be too big for your 
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thief, your thief thinks it little enough : so, every true 
man’s apparel fits your thief. 


Re-enter Provost. 

PROVOST. Are you agreed ? 48 

POMPEY. Sir, I will serve him; for I do find that 
your hangman is a more penitent trade than your bawd, 
he doth often ask forgiveness. 51 

PROvosT. You, sirrah, proyide your block and your 
axe to-morrow four o’clock. 

ABHORSON. Come on, bawd; I will instruct thee in 
my trade ; follow. 55 

POMPEY. I do desire to learn, sir; and, I hope, if 
you have occasion to use me for your own turn, you 
shall find me yare; for, truly, sir, for your kindness 
I owe you a good turn. 

PROVOST. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio : 60 

{Exeunt Pompey and ABHOoRSON. 

The one has my pity ; not a jot the other, 
Being a murderer, though he were my brother. 


Enter CLAvpio. 
Look, here ’s the warrant, Claudio, for thy death : 
*Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 64 
Thou must be made immortal. Where ’s Barnardine ? 
cLAupIo. As fast lock’d up in sleep as guiltless labour 
When it lies starkly in the traveller’s bones ; 
He will not wake. 
PROVOST. Who can do good on him ? 68 
Well, go; prepare yourself. [Knocking within] But hark, 
what noise ?— 
Heaven give your spirits comfort !—[Exit Cuavpi0.] By 
and by. 
I hope it is some pardon or reprieve 
For the most gentle Claudio. 


Enter DuxKe, disguised as before. 
Welcome, father. 12 
DUKE. The best and wholesom’st spirits of the night 
Envelop you, good provost ! Who call’d here of late ? 
Provost. None since the curfew rung. 
DUKE. Not Isabel ? 


PROVOST. No. 
DUKE. They will, then, ere ’t be long. 


274 MEASURE FOR MEASURE [ACT IV 


provost. What comfort is for Claudio ? T% 
DUKE. There’s some in hope. 
PROVOST. It is a bitter deputy. 
DUKE. Not so, not so: his life is parallel’d 

Even with the stroke and line of his great justice : 80 


He doth with holy abstinence subdue 

That in himself which he spurs on his power 

To qualify in others: were he meal’d with that 

Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous ; 84 

But this being so, he’s just.—{Knocking within] Now 
are they come. [Exit Provost. 

This is a gentle provost : seldom when 

The steeled gaoler is the friend of men. [Knocking. 

How now! What noise? That spirit’s possess’d with haste 

That wounds the unsisting postern with these strokes. 


Re-enter Provost. 
PRovosT. There he must stay until the officer 
Arise to let him in; he is call’d up. 91 
DUKE. Have you no countermand for Claudio yet, 
But he must die to-morrow ? 
PROVOST. None, sir, none. 
DUKE. As near the dawning, provost, as it is, 
You shall hear more ere morning. 
PROVOST. Happily 
You something know; yet, I believe there comes 96 
No countermand : no such example have we. 
Besides, upon the very siege of justice, 
Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profess’d the contrary. 


Enter a Messenger. 
This is his lordship’s man. 
DUKE. And here comes Claudio’s pardon. 101 
MESSENGER. [Giving apaper.] My lord hath sent you 
this note; and by me this further charge, that you 
swerve not from the smallest article of it, neither in 
time, matter, or other circumstance. Good morrow ; 
for, as I take it, it is almost day. 106 
Provost. I shall obey him. [Exit Messenger. 
DUKE. [Aside] This is his pardon, purchased by such sin 
For which the pardoner himself is in ; 
Hence hath offence his quick celerity, 
When it is borne in high authority. 
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When vice makes mercy, mercy ’s so extended, 112 
That for the fault’s love is the offender friended. 
Now, sir, what news ? 

provost. I told you: Lord Angelo, belike thinking 
me remiss in mine office, awakens me with this unwonted 
putting on; methinks strangely, for he hath not used it 
before. 

DUKE. Pray you, let ’s hear. 119 

PROVOST. ‘“Whatsoever you may hear to the con- 
trary, let Claudio be executed by four of the clock ; 
and, in the afternoon, Barnardine. For my _ better 
satisfaction, let me have Claudio’s head sent me by 
tive. Let this be duly performed ; with a thought that 
more depends on it than we must yet deliver. Thus 
fail not to do your office, as you will answer it at your 
peril.” What say you to this, sir ? 127 

DUKE. What is that Barnardine who is to be executed 
this afternoon ? 

provost. A Bohemian born, but here nursed up and 
bred ; one that is a prisoner nine years old. 131 

DUKE. How came it that the absent duke had not 
either delivered him to his liberty or executed him ? 
I have heard it was ever his manner to do so. 

provost. His friends still wrought reprieves for 
him; and, indeed, his fact, till now in the government 
of Lord Angelo, came not to an undoubtful proof. — 137 

DUKE. li is now apparent ? 

provost. Most manifest, and not denied by himself. 

DUKE. Hath he borne himself penitently in prison ? 
How seems he to be touched ? 141 

provost. A man that apprehends death no more 
dreadfully but as a drunken sleep; careless, reckless, 
and fearless of what’s past, present, or to come; in- 
sensible of mortality, and desperately mortal. 145 

DUKE. He wants advice. 

provost. He will hear none. He hath evermore 
had the liberty of the prison: give him leave to escape 
hence, he would not: drunk many times a day, if not 
many days entirely drunk. We have very oft awaked 
him, as if to carry him to execution, and showed him 
a seeming warrant for it: it hath not moved him 
at all. | 153 
--puKE. More of him anon. There is written in your 
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brow, provost, honesty and constancy: if I read it not 
truly, my ancient skill beguiles me ; but, in the boldness 
of my cunning I will lay myself in hazard. Claadio, 
whom here you have warrant to execute, is no greater 
forfeit to the law than Angelo who hath sentenced 
him. To make you understand this in a manifested 
effect, I crave but four days’ respite, for the which 
you are to do me both a present and a dangerous 
courtesy. 

PROVOST. Pray, sir, in what ? 164 

DUKE. In the delaying death. 

provost. Alack! how may I do it, having the 
hour limited, and an express command, under penalty, 
to deliver his head in the view of Angelo? I may 
make my case as Claudio’s to cross this in the smallest. 

DUKE. By the vow of mine order I warrant you, if 
my instructions may be your guide. Let this Barnar- 
dine be this morning executed, and his head borne to 
Angelo. 173 

provost. Angelo hath seen them both, and will 
discover the favour. 

DUKE. O! death’s a great disguiser, and you may 
add to it. Shave the head, and tie the beard ; and say it 
was the desire of the penitent to be so bared before his 
death: you know the course is common. If anything 
fall to you upon this, more than thanks and good 
fortune, by the saint whom I profess, I will plead 
against it with my life. 

PROVOST. Pardon me, good father; it is against my 


oath. 184 
DUKE. Were you sworn to the duke or to the 
deputy ? 


PROVOST. To him, and to his substitutes. 

DUKE. You will think you have made no offence, if 
the duke avouch the justice of your dealing ? 189 

PROVOST. But what likelihood is in that ? 

DUKE. Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet 
since I see you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, 
nor persuasion can with ease attempt you, I will go 
further than I meant, to pluck all fears out of you. 
Look you, sir; here is the hand and seal of the duke : 
you know the character, I doubt not, and the signet is 
not strange to you. 197 
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PROvosT. I know them both. 

DUKE. The contents of this is the return of the duke : 
you shall anon over-read it at your pleasure, where you 
shall find within these two days, he will be here. This 
is a thing that Angelo knows not, for he this very 
day receives letters of strange tenour; perchance of 
the duke’s death; perchance, his entering into some 
monastery ; but, by chance, nothing of what is writ. 
Look, the unfolding star calls up the shepherd. Put 
not yourself into amazement how these things should be : 
all difficulties are but easy when they are known. Call 
your executioner, and off with Barnardine’s head: I 
will give him a present shrift and advise him for a better 
place. Yet you are amaz’d, but this shall absolutely 
resolve you. Come away; it is almost clear dawn. 212 

[Exeunt. 


Scenz III.—Another Room in the Same. 
Enter Pompey. 

POMPEY. I am as well acquainted here as I was in 
our house of profession: one would think it were 
Mistress Overdone’s own house, for here be many of her 
old customers. First, here’s young Master Rash}; 
he’s in for a commodity of brown paper and old ginger, 
nine-score and seventeen pounds, of which he made 
five marks, ready money: marry, then ginger was not 
much in request, for the old women were all dead. Then 
is there here one Master Caper, at the suit of Master 
Three-pile the mercer, for some four suits of peach- 
colour’d satin, which now peaches him a beggar. Then 
have we young Dizy, and young Master Deep-vow, and 
Master Copper-spur, and Master Starve-lackey the 
rapier and dagger man, and young Drop-heir that 
kill’d lusty Pudding, and Master Forthlight, the tilter, 
and brave Master Shoe-tie the great traveller, and 
wild Half-can that stabbed Pots, and, I think, forty 
more; all great doers in our trade, and are now ‘for 
the Lord’s sake.’ 

Enter ABHORSON. 

ABHORSON. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither. 20 

pompry. Master Barnardine! you must rise and be 
hanged, Master Barnardine. 

. ABHORSON. What ho! Barnardine! 23 
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BARNARDINE. [Within.}. A pox o’ your throats! Who 
makes that noise there? What are you ? . 
poMpEy. Your friends, sir; the hangman. You 


must be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death. 27 
BARNARDINE. [Within] Away! you rogue, away! L 
am sleepy. 
ABHORSON. Tell him he must awake, and that 
quickly too. 31 


POMPEY. Pray, Master Barnardine, awake till you 
are executed, and sleep afterwards. 

ABHORSON. Go in to him, and fetch him out. 

POMPEY. He is coming, sir, he is coming; I hear 
his straw rustle. 36 

~sBHORSON. Is the axe upon the block, sirrah ¢ 

POMPEY. Very ready, sir. 


Enter BaRNARDINE. 

BARNARDINE How now, Abhorson! what’s the news 
with you ? 40 

ABHORSON. Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap 
into your prayers; for, look you, the warrant ’s come. 

BARNARDINE. You rogue, I have been drinking v3 
night ; Iam not fitted for ’t. 

POMPEY. O, the better, sir; for he that drinks all 
night, and is hang’d betimes in the morning, may sleep 
the sounder all the next day. 

ABHORSON. Look you, sir; here comes your —— 
father: do we jest now, think you ? 


Enter Duxe, disguised as before. 

DUKE. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing 
how hastily you are to depart, 1 am come to advise you, 
comfort you, and pray with you. 52 

BARNARDINE. Friar, not I: I have been drinking 
hard all night, and I will have more time to prepare me, 
or they shall beat out my brains with billets. 1 will not 
consent to die this day, that ’s certain. 56 

DUKE. O, sir, you must; and therefore, I beseech 
you look forward on the journey you shall go. 

BARNARDINE. I swear I will not die to-day for any 
man’s persuasion. 60 

DUKE. But hear you. 

BARNARDINE. Not a word: if you have anything to 


SCENE UI] MEASURE FOR MEASURE 279 


say to me, come to my ward; for thence will not I 
to-day. [Exit. 
Enter Provost. 

DUKE. Unfit to live or die. O, gravel heart ! 65 
After him fellows: bring him to the block. 
[Exeunt ABHORSON and PomprEy. 
Provost. Now, sir, how do you find the prisoner ? 
DUKE. A creature unprepar’d, unmeet for death ; 


And, to transport him in the mind he is 69 
Were damnable. 
PROVOST. Here in the prison, father, 
There died this morning of a cruel fever 
One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate, 72 


A man of Claudio’s years ; his beard and head 

Just of his colour. What if we do omit 

This reprobate till he were well inclin’d, 

And satisfy the deputy: with the visage 76 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio ? 

DUKE. OQ, ’tis an accident that heaven provides ! 
Dispatch it presently : the hour draws on 
Prefix’d by Angelo. See this be done, 80 
And sent according to command, whiles I 
Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

PROVOST. This shall be done, good father, an 
But Barnardine must die this afternoon : 

And how shall we continue Claudio, 
To save me from the danger that might come 
If he were known alive ? 

DUKE. Let this be done : 87 
Put them in secret holds, both Barnardine and Claudio : 
Ere twice the sun hath made his journal greeting 
To the under generation, you shall find 
Your safety manifested. 


provost. I am your free dependant. 92 
DUKE. Quick, dispatch, 
And send the head to Angelo. [Exit Provost. 
Now will I write letters to Angelo,— 
The provost, he shall bear them,—whose contents 96 


Shall witness to him I am near at home, 

And that, by great injunctions, I am bound 

To enter publicly : him I'll desire 

To meet me at the consecrated fount 100 
A league below the city ; and from thence, 
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By cold gradation and well-balane’d form, 
We shall proceed with Angelo. 


Re-enter PRovost. 
provost. Here is the head; I'll carry it myself. 104 
DUKE. Convenient is it. Make a swift return, 
For I would commune with you of such things 
That want no ear but yours. 
PROVOST. Tl make all speed. [Exit. 
ISABELLA. [Within.] Peace, ho, be here! 108 
DUKE. The tongue of Isabel. She ’s come to know 
If yet her brother’s pardon be come hither ; 
But I will keep her ignorant of her good, 
To make her heavenly comforts of despair, 112 
When it is least expected. 


Enter ISABELLA. 
ISABELLA. Ho! by your leave. 
DUKE. Good morning to you, fair and gracious 
daughter. 
ISABELLA. The better, given me by so holy a man. 
Hath yet the deputy sent my brother’s pardon ¢ 116 
DUKE. He hath releas’d him, Isabel, from the world : 
His head is off and sent to Angelo. 
ISABELLA. Nay, but it is not so. 119 
DUKE. It is no other: show your wisdom, daughter, 
In your close patience. 
ISABELLA. QO! I will to him and pluck out his eyes ! 
DUKE. You shall not be admitted to his sight. 123 
ISABELLA. Unhappy Claudio! Wretched Isabel! 
Injurious world! Most damned Angelo! 
DUKE. This nor hurts him nor profits you a jot ; 
Forbear it therefore; give your cause to heaven. 
Mark what I say, which you shall find 128 
By every syllable a faithful verity. 
The duke comes home to-morrow ; nay, dry your eyes : 
One of our convent, and his confessor, 
Gives me this instance : already he hath carried 132 
Notice to Escalus and Angelo, 
Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, 
There to give up their power. If you can, pace your 
wisdom 
In that good path that I would wish it go,» 136 
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And you shall have your bosom on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart, 
And general honour, 
ISABELLA. Tam directed by you. 
DUKE. This letter then to Friar Peter give ; 140 
"Tis that he sent me of the duke’s return : 
Say, by this token, I desire his company 
At Mariana’s house to-night. Her cause and yours, 
Pll perfect him withal, and he shall bring you 144 
Before the duke ; and to the head of Angelo 
Accuse him home, and home. For my poor self, 
1 am combined by a sacred vow 
And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter. 148 
Command these fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart: trust not my holy order, 
If I pervert your course. Who’s here ? 


Enter Lucto, 

Lucio. Good even. Friar, where is the provost ? 

DUKE. Not within, sir. 153 

Lucio. O pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine heart 
to see thine eyes so red: thou must be patient. I am 
fain to dine and sup with water and bran; I dare not 
for my head fill my belly; one fruitful meal would set 
me to’t. But they say the duke will be here to-morrow. 
By my troth, Isabel, I loved thy brother: if the old 
fantastical duke of dark corners had been at home, he 
had lived. (Exit ISABELLA. 

DUKE. Sir, the duke is marvellous little beholding to 
your reports ; but the best is, he lives not in them. 163 

Lucio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke so well 
as I do: he’s a better woodman than thou takest 
him for. 

DUKE. Well, you'll answer this one day. Fare ye 
well. 168 

Lucio. Nay, tarry; Dll go along with thee: I can 
tell thee pretty tales of the duke. 

DUKE. You have told me too many of him already, 
sir, if they be true; if not true, none were enough. 172 

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a wench 
with child. 

DUKE. Did you such a thing ? 175 

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I; but I was fain to 
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forswear it: they would else have married me to the 
rotten medlar. 
DUKE. Sir, your company is fairer than honest. 
Rest you well. 180 
Lucio. By my troth, I'll go with thee to the lane’s 
end. If bawdy talk offend you, we’ll have very little of 
it. Nay, friar, 1 ama kind of burr; [shall stick. [Exeunt. 


Scenp IV.—A Room in ANGELO’s House. 
Enter ANGELO and EscaLus. 

EscALUS. Every letter he hath writ hath disvouched 
other. 

“ANGELO. In most uneven and distracted manner. 
His actions show much like to madness: pray heaven 
his wisdom be not tainted! And why meet him at the 
gates, and redeliver our authorities there ? 6 

EscALUS. I guess not. 

ANGELO. And why should we proclaim it in an hour 
before his entering, that if any crave redress of injustice, 
they should exhibit their petitions in the street ¢ 

EscALUS. He shows his reason for that: to have 
a dispatch of complaints, and to deliver us from 
devices hereafter, which shall then have no power to 
stand against us. 

ANGELO. Well, I beseech you, let it be proclaim’d : 
Betimes i’ the morn I'll call you at your house ; 16 
Give notice to such men of sort and suit 
As are to meet him. 

EscaLus. I shall, sir: fare you well. 

ANGELO. Good night.— [Exit Escauus. 
This deed unshapes me quite, makes me unpregnant 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflower’d maid, 

And by an eminent body that enfore’d 

The law against it! But that her tender shame 24 
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss, 

How might she tongue me! Yet reason dares her no: 
For my authority bears so credent bulk, 

That no particular scandal once can touch : 28 
But it confounds the breather. He should have liv’d, 
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense, 
Might in the times to come have ta’en revenge, 

By so receiving a dishonour’d life 32 
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With ransom of such shame. Would yet he had liv’d ! 
Alack ! when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing goes right : we would, and we would not. [Exit. 


Scene V.—Fields without the Town. 
Enter Dux, in his own habit, and Friar Perer. 

DUKE. These letters at fit time deliver me. [Giving letters. 
The provost knows our purpose and our plot. 
The matter being afoot, keep your instruction, 
And hold you ever to our special drift, 4 
Though sometimes you do blench from this to that, 
As cause doth minister. Go call at Flavius’ house, 
And tell him where I stay : give the like notice 
To Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crassus, 8 
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate ; 
But send me Flavius first. 

FRIAR PETER, _ It shall be speeded well. (Exit. 


Enter VARRIvS. 
DUKE. I thank thee, Varrius; thou hast made good 


haste. 
Come, we will walk. There’s other of our friends 12 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. [Exeunt. 


Scene VI.—Street near the City Gate. 
Enter IsaBELLA and Mariana. 
ISABELLA. To speak so indirectly I am loath: 
I would say the truth ; but to accuse him so, 
That is your part: yet I’m advis’d to do it; 
He says, to veil full purpose. 
MARIANA. Be rul’d by him. 4 
ISABELLA. Besides, he tells me that if peradventure 
He speak against me on the adverse side, 
I should not think it strange ; for ’tis a physic 


That ’s bitter to sweet end. 8 
MARIANA. I would, Friar Peter— ; 
ISABELLA. O, peace! the friar is come. 


Enter Friar PETER. 
FRIAR PETER. Come; I have found you out a stand 


most fit, 
Where you may have such vantage on the duke, 
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He shall not pass you. Twice have the trumpets sounded : 


The generous and gravest citizens 13 

Have hent the gates, and very near upon 

The duke is ent’ring: therefore hence, away ! (Exeunt. 
ACT V. 


Scense I.—A public Place near the City Gate. 


Mariana, veiled, ISABELLA, and FRIAR PETER, at their stand. Enter 
DuxKeE, Varrius, Lords, ANGELO, Escatus, Lucio, Provost, 
Officers, and Citizens at several doors. 

DUKE. My very worthy cousin, fairly met ! 

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you. 
ANGELO. 
ESCALUS. 
DUKE. Many and hearty thankings to you both. 4 

We have made inquiry of you; and we hear 

Such goodness of your justice, that our soul 

Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks, 7 

Forerunning more requital. 

ANGELO. You make my bonds still greater. 
DUKE. O! your desert speaks loud; and I should 
wrong it, 

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom, 

When it deserves, with characters of brass, 

A forted residence ’gainst the tooth of time 12 

And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand, 

And let the subject see, to make them know 

That outward courtesies would fain proclaim 

Favours that keep within. Come, Escalus, 16 

You must walk by us on our other hand ; 

And good supporters are you. 


| Happy return be to your royal Grace ! 


Friar PETER and JsaBELLA come forward. 

FRIAR PETER. Now is your time: speak loud and 

kneel before him. 

ISABELLA. Justice, O royal duke! Vail your regard 
Upon a wrong’d, I’d fain have said, a maid ! 21 
O worthy prince! dishonour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object 
Till you have heard me in my true complaint 24 
And given me justice, justice, justice, justice ! 
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DUKE. Relate your wrongs: in what? by whom ? 
be briet ; 
Here is Lord Angelo shall give you justice : 
Reveal yourself to him. 
ISABELLA. O worthy duke ! 28 
You bid me seek redemption of the devil. 
Hear me yourself ; for that which I must speak 
Must either punish me, not being believ’d, 
Or wring redress from you. Hear me, O, hear me, here ! 
ANGELO. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm : 


She hath been a suitor to me for her brother 34 
Cut off by course of justice,— 
ISABELLA. By course of justice ! 


ANGELO. And she will speak most bitterly and strange. 
ISABELLA. Most strange, but yet most truly, will I 
speak. 
That Angelo ’s forsworn, is it not strange ? 
That Angelo ’s a murderer, is’t not strange ? 
That Angelo is an adulterous thief, 40 
A hypocrite, a virgin-violator ; 
Is it not strange, and strange ? 


DUKE. Nay, it is ten times strange. 
ISABELLA. It is not truer he is Angelo 
Than this is all as true as it is strange ; 44 


Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth 
To the end of reckoning. 

DUKE. Away with her! poor soul, 
She speaks this in the infirmity of sense. 

ISABELLA. O prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ’st 
There is another comfort than this world, 49 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch’d with madness. Make not impossible 
That which but seems unlike. ’Tis not impossible 52 
But one, the wicked’st caitiff on the ground, 

May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute 

As Angelo; even so may Angelo, 

In all his dressings, characts, titles, forms, 56 
Be an arch-villain. Believe it, royal prince : 

If he be less, he ’s nothing; but he’s more, 

Had I more name for badness. 

DUKE. By mine honesty, 

If she be mad,—as I believe no other,— 60 
Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense, 
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Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As e’er I heard in madness. 
ISABELLA. O gracious duke ! 
Harp not on that ; nor do not banish reason 64 
For inequality ; but let your reason serve 
To make the truth appear where it seems hid, 
And hide the false seems true. 


DUKE. Many that are not mad 
Have, sure, more lack of reason. What would you say ? 
ISABELLA. I am sister of one Claudio, 69 


Condemn’d upon the act of fornication 

To lose his head ; condemn’d by Angelo, 

I, in probation of a sisterhood, 72 
Was sent to by my brother; one Lucio 

As then the messenger,— 

LUCIO. That ’s I, an’t like your Grace : 
I came to her from Claudio, and desir’d her 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo 16 
For her poor brother’s pardon. 

ISABELLA. That ’s he indeed. 

DUKE. You were not bid to speak. 

LUGIO. No, my good lord, 
Nor wish’d to hold my peace. 

DUKE. I wish you now, then ; 
Pray you, take note of it ; and when you have 80 
A business for yourself, pray heaven you then 
Be perfect. 

Lucio. I warrant your honour. 83 

DUKE. The warrant’s for yourself: take heed to it. 

ISABELLA. This gentleman told somewhat of my tale,— 

Lucio. Right. 

DUKE. It may be right ; but you are in the wrong 
To speak before your time. Proceed. 

ISABELLA. I went 88 
To this pernicious caitiff deputy. 

DUKE. That ’s somewhat madly spoken. 


ISABELLA. Pardon it : 
The phrase is to the matter. 
DUKE. Mended again: the matter; proceed. 92 


ISABELLA. In brief, to set the needless process by, 
How I persuaded, how I pray’d, and kneel’d, 
How he refell’d me, and how I replied,— 
For this was of much length,—the vile conclusion 96 
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I now begin with grief and shame to utter. 
He would not, but by gift of my chaste body 
To his concupiscible intemperate lust, 
Release my brother ; and, after much debatement, 100 
My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour, 
And I did yield to him. But the next morn betimes, 
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant 
For my poor brother’s head. 
DUKE. This is most likely ! 104 
ISABELLA. O, that it were as like as it is true! 
DUKE. By heaven, fond wretch! thou know’st not 
what thou speak’st, 
Or else thou art suborn’d against his honour 
In hateful practice. First, his integrity 108 
Stands without blemish ; next, it imports no reason 
That with such vehemency he should pursue 
Faults proper to himself: if he had so offended, 
He would have weigh’d thy brother by himself, 112 
And not have cut him off. Some one hath set you on: 
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice 
Thou cam’st here to complain. 
ISABELLA. And is this all 4 
Then, O you blessed ministers above, 116 
Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen’d time 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenance! Heaven shield your Grace from woe, 
As I, thus wrong’d, hence unbelieved go ! 120 
DUKE, I know you’d fain be gone. An officer ! 
To prison with her! Shall we thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall 123 
On him so near us? This needs must be a practice. 
Who knew of your intent and coming hither @ 
ISABELLA. One that I would were here, Friar Lodo- 


wick. 
pukE. A ghostly father, belike. Who knows that 
Lodowick ? 127 


Lucio. My lord, I know him; ’tis a meddling friar ; 
I do not like the man: had he been lay, my lord, 
For certain words he spake against your Grace 
In your retirement, I had swing’d him soundly. 
puke. Words against me! This’ a good friar, 
belike ! 132 
And to set on this wretched woman here 


288 MEASURE FOR MEASURE [AcT Vv 


Against our substitute! Let this friar be found. 
Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that friar, 


I saw them at the prison: a saucy friar, 136 
A very scurvy fellow. 
FRIAR PETER. Bless’d be your royal Grace ! 


I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard 
Your royal ear abus’d. First, hath this woman 
Most wrongfully accus’d your substitute, 140 
Who is as free from touch or soil with her, 
As she from one ungot. 
DUKE. We did believe no less. 
Know you that Friar Lodowick that she speaks of ? 
FRIAR PETER. I know him for a man divine and holy ; 
Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler, 145 
As he’s reported by this gentleman ; 
And, on my trust, a man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, misreport your Grace. 148 
Lucio. My lord, most villanously ; believe 1. 
FRIAR PETER. Well; he in time may come to clear 


himself, 
But at this instant he is sick, my lord, 
Of a strange fever. Upon his mere request, 152 


Being come to knowledge that there was complaint 
Intended ’gainst Lord Angelo, came I hither, 
To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true and false ; and what he with his oath 156 
And all probation will make up full clear, 
Whensoever he’s convented. First, for this woman, 
To justify this worthy nobleman, 
So vulgarly and personally accus’d, 160 
Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes, 
Till she herself confess it. 

DUKE. Good friar, let ’s hear it. 

[ISABELLA is carried off guarded ; and MARIANA comes forward. 

Do you not smile at this, Lord Angelo ?— 
O heaven, the vanity of wretched fools ! 164 
Give us some seats. Come, cousin Angelo ; 
In this I'll be impartial ; be you judge 
Of your own cause. Is this the witness, friar ? 
First, let her show her face, and after speak. 168 

MARIANA. Pardon, my lord ; I will not show my face 
Until my husband bid me. 


DUKE. What, are you married ? 
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MARIANA. No, my lord. 


DUKE. Are you a maid ? 

MARIANA. No, my lord. 
DUKE. A widow, then ? 

MARIANA. Neither, my lord. 

DUKE. Why, you 172 


Are nothing, then: neither maid, widow, nor wife 2 

Lucio. My lord, she may be a punk; for many of 
them are neither maid, widow, nor wife. 

DUKE. Silence that fellow: I would he had some cause 
To prattle for himself. 

Lucio. Well, my lord. 

MARIANA. My lord, I do confess I ne’er was married ; 
And I confess besides I am no maid : 180 
lL have known my husband yet my husband knows not 
That ever he knew me. 

Lucio. He was drunk then, my lord: it can be no 


better. 
DUKE. For the benefit of silence, would thou wert so 
too! 184 


Lucio. Well, my lord. 
DUKE. This is no witness for Lord Angelo. 
MARIANA. Now I come to’t, my lord : 
She that accuses him of fornication, 188 
In self-same manner doth accuse my husband ; 
And charges him, my lord, with such a time, 
When, [ll depose, I had him in mine arms, 


With all th’ effect of love. 192 
ANGELO. Charges she moe than me ? 
MARIANA. Not that I know. 


DUKE. No? you say your husband. 
MARIANA. Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo, 
Who thinks he knows that he ne’er knew my body 
But knows he thinks that he knows Isabel’s. 197 
ANGELO. This is a strange abuse. Let ’s see thy face. 
MARIANA. My husband bids me ; now I will unmask. 
(Unveiling. 
This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 200 
Which once thou swor’st was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand which, with a vow’d contract, 
Was fast belock’d in thine : this is the body 
That took away the match from Isabel, 204 
_ And did supply thee at thy garden-house 


SH. TI L 
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In her imagin’d person. 


DUKE. Know you this woman ? 
Lucio. Carnally, she says. 

DUKE. Sirrah, no more ! 

Lucio. Enough, my lord. 208 


ANGELO. My lord, I must confess I know this woman ; 
And five years since there was some speech of marriage 
Betwixt myself and her, which was broke off, 

Partly for that her promised proportions 212 
Came short of composition ; but, in chief 

For that her reputation was disvalu’d 

In levity : since which time of five years 

I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her, 
Upon my faith and honour. 


MARIANA. Noble prince, 217 
As there comes light from heaven and words from 
breath, 
As there is sense in truth and truth in virtue, 
I am affiane’d this man’s wife as strongly 220 


As words could make up vows: and, my good lord, 
But Tuesday night last gone in’s garden-house 
He knew me asa wife. As this is true, 
Let me in safety raise me from my knees 224 
Or else for ever be confixed here, 
A marble monument. 

ANGELO. I did but smile till now: 
Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice ; 
My patience here is touch’d. I do perceive 228 
These poor informal women are no more 
But instruments of some more mightier member 
That sets them on. Let me have way, my lord, 
To find this practice out. 

DUKE. Ay, with my heart ; 232 
And punish them unto your height of pleasure. 
Thou foolish friar, and thou pernicious woman, 
Compact with her that ’s gone, think’st thou thy oaths, 
Though they would swear down each particular saint, 
Were testimonies against his worth and credit 237 
That.’s seal’d in approbation ? You, Lord Escalus, 
Sit with my cousin ; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abuse, whence ’tis deriv’d. 240 
There is another friar that set them: on ; 
Let him be sent for. 
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FRIAR PETER. Would he were here, my lord; for he 
indeed 
Hath set the women on to this complaint : 244 
Your provost knows the place where he abides 
And he may fetch him. 


DUKE. Go do it instantly. [Exit Provost. 
And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin, 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth, 248 


Do with your injuries as seems you best, 

In any chastisement : I for awhile will leave you ; 

But stir not you, till you have well determin’d 

Upon these slanderers. 252 

EscaLus. My lord, we'll do it throughly.— [Exit Duxz. 
Signior Lucio, did not you say you knew that Friar Lodo- 
wick to be a dishonest person ? 255 

Lucio. Cucullus non facit) monachum: honest in 
nothing, but in his elothes; and one that hath spoke 
most villanous speeches of the duke. 

ESCALUS. We shall entreat you to abide here till he 
come and enforce them against him. We shall find 
this friar a notable fellow. 261 

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word. 

EscaLuS. Call that same Isabel here once again : 
I would speak with her. [Exit an Attendant.) Pray you, 
my lord, give me leave to question ; you shall see how 
Pll handle her. 

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report. 

EScALUS. Say you ? 268 

Lucio. Marry, sir, I think, if you handled her pri- 
vately, she would sooner confess: perchance, publicly, 
she’ll be ashamed. 

EscaLus. I will go darkly to work with her. 272 

Lucio. That’s the way: for women are light at 
midnight. 

Re-enter Officers with IsaBBLLA, 

ESCALUS. [To Isasrrta.] Come on, mistress: here’s a 
gentlewoman denies all that you have said. 276 

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke of ; 
here with the provost. 

EscaLus. In very good time: speak not you to him, 
till we call upon you. 280 
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Enter Duxe, disguised as a friar, and Provost. 
Lucio. Mum. 
EScALUS. Come, sir. Did you set these women on 
to slander Lord Angelo ? they have confessed you did. 
DUKE. ‘Tis false. 284 
ESCALUS. How! know you where you are ? 
DUKE. Respect to your great place ! and let the devil 
Be sometime honour’d for his burning throne. 
Where is the duke ? ’tis he should hear me speak. 288 
ESCALUS. The duke’s in us, and we will hear you speak: 
Look you speak justly. 
DUKE. Boldly, at least. But, O, poor souls! 
Came you to seek the lamb here of the fox ? 292 
Good night to your redress! Is the duke gone ? 
Then is your cause gone too. The duke’s unjust, 
Thus to retort your manifest appeal, 
And put your trial in the villain’s mouth 296 
Which here you come to accuse. 
Lucio. This is the rascal: this is he I spoke of. 
ESCALUS. Why, thou unreverend and unhallow’d friar! 
Is’t not enough thou hast suborn’d these women 300 
To accuse this worthy man, but, in foul mouth, 
And in the witness of his proper ear, 
To call him villain 2 
And then to glance from him to the duke himself, 304 
To tax him with injustice ¢ take him hence ; 
To the rack with him! We'll touse you joint by joint, 
But we will know his purpose. What! ‘ unjust’ ? 
DUKE. Be not so hot; the duke 308 
Dare no more stretch this finger of mine than he 
Dare rack his own : his subject am I not, 
Nor here provincial. My business in this state 
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna, 312 
Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble 
Till it o’er-run the stew : laws for all faults, 
But faults so countenane’d, that the strong statutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber’s shop, 316 
As much in mock as mark. 
EscALUS. Slander to the state! Away with him to 
prison ! 
ANGELO. What can you vouch against him, Signior 
Lucio ? 
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Is this the man that you did tell us of 2 320 

Lucio. “Tis he, my lord. Come hither, goodman 
bald-pate : do you know me ? 

DUKE. I remember you, sir, by the sound of your 
voice: I met you at the prison, in the absence of the 
duke. 325 

Lucio. O! did you so? And do you remember 
what you said of the duke ? 

DUKE. Most notedly, sir. 328 

Lucio. Do you so, sir? And was the duke a flesh- 
monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported 
him to be ? 

DUKE. You must, sir, change persons with me, ere 
you make that my report: you, indeed, spoke so of 
him ; and much more, much worse. 

Lucio. O thou damnable fellow! Did not I pluck 
thee by the nose for thy speeches ? 336 

DUKE. I protest I love the duke as I love myself. 

ANGELO. Hark how the. villain would close now, 
after his treasonable abuses ! 

ESCALUS. Such a fellow is not to be talk’d withal. 
Away with him to prison! Where is the provost ? 341 
Away with him to prison! Lay bolts enough on him, 
let him speak no more. Away with those giglots too, 
and with the other confederate companion ! 344 

[The Provost lays hands on the DUKE. 

DUKE. Stay, sir; stay awhile. 

ANGELO. What! resists he ? Help him, Lucio. 

Lucio. Come, sir; come, sir; come, sir; foh! sir. 
Why, you bald-pated, lying rascal, you must be hooded, 
must you? show your knave’s visage, with a pox to 
you! show your sheep-biting face, and be hanged an 
hour! Will ’t not off ¢ 

[Pulls off the friar’s hood, and discovers the DuKr. 

DUKE. Thou art the first knave that e’er made a duke. 
First, provost, let me bail these gentle three. 353 
[To Lucro.] Sneak not away, sir; for the friar and you 
Must have a word anon. Lay hold on him. 

Lucio. This may prove worse than hanging. 356 

DUKE. [To Escatvs.) What you have spoke I pardon ; 

sit you down : 
We'll borrow place of him. [To Ancrxo.] Sir, by your leave. 
Hast thou or word, or wit. or impudence, 
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That yet can do thee office ? If thou hast, 360 
Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 
And hold no longer out. 
ANGELO. O my dread lord ! 
I should be guiltier than my guiltiness, 
To think I can be undiscernible 364 
When I perceive your Grace, like power divine, 
Hath look’d upon my passes. Then, good prince, 
No longer session hold upon my shame, 
But let my trial be mine own confession : 368 
Immediate sentence then and sequent death 
Is all the grace I beg. 


DUKE. Come hither, Mariana. 
Say, wast thou e’er contracted to this woman ? 
ANGELO. I was, my lord. 372 


DUKE. Go take her hence, and marry her instantly. 
Do you the office, friar ; which consummate, 
Return him here again. Go with him, provost. 

[Exeunt ANGELO, MARIANA, FRIAR PETER, and Provost. 

EscaLus. My lord, 1am more amaz’d at his dishonour 
Than at the strangeness of it. 

DUKE. Come hither, Isabel. 377 
Your friar is now your prince : as I was then 
Advertising and holy to your business, 


Not changing heart with habit, I am still 380 
Attorney’d at your service. 
ISABELLA. O, give me pardon, 


That I, your vassal, have employ’d and pain’d 
Your unknown sovereignty ! 

DUKE. You are pardon’d, Isabel : 
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 384 
Your brother’s death, I know, sits at your heart ; 
And you may marvel why I obscur’d myself, 
Labouring to save his life, and would not rather 
Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power 388 
Than let him so be lost. O most kind maid ! 
It was the swift celerity of his death, 
Which I did think with slower foot came on, 
That brain’d my purpose: but, peace be with him ! 
That life is better life, past fearing death, 893 
Than that which lives to fear: make it your comfort, 
So happy is your brother. 

ISABELLA. I do, my lord. 
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Re-enter ANGELO, Martana, FRIaR PETER, and Provost. 

DUKE. For this new-married man approaching here, 
Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong’d 397 
Your well-defended honour, you must pardon 
For Mariana’s sake. But as he adjudg’d your brother,— 
Being criminal, in double violation 400 
Of sacred chastity, and of promise-breach, 
Thereon dependent, for your brother’s life,— 
The very mercy of the law cries out 
Most audible, even from his proper tongue, 404 
‘An Angelo for Claudio, death for death !’ 
Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure, 
Like doth quit like, and Measure still for Measure. 
Then, Angelo, thy fault ’s thus manifested, 408 
Which, though thou wouldst deny, denies thee vantage. 
We do condemn thee to the very block 
Where Claudio stoop’d to death, and with like haste. 
Away with him ! 

MARIANA. O, my most gracious lord ! 412 
I hope you will not mock me with a husband. 

DUKE. It is your husband mock’d you with a husband. 
Consenting to the safeguard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit ; else imputation, 416 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life 
And choke your good to come. For his possessions, 
Although by confiscation they are ours, 


We do instate and widow you withal, 420 
To buy you a better husband. 
MARIANA. O my dear lord ! 


I crave no other, nor no better man. 
DUKE. Never crave him; we are definitive. 
MARIANA. [Kneeling] Gentle my liege— 
‘DUKE. You do but lose your labour. 

Away with him to death! [To Lucio.) Now, sir, to you. 
MARIANA. O my good lord! Sweet Isabel, take my 

art : 

Ladifle your knees, and, all my life to come, 

T’ll lend you all my life to do you service. 428 
DUKE. Against all sense you do importune her : 

Should she kneel down in mercy of this fact, 

Her brother’s ghost his paved bed would break, 

And take her hence in horror. 
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MARIANA. ; Isabel, 432 

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me : 

Hold up your hands, say nothing, [ll speak all. 

They say best men are moulded out of faults, 

And, for the most, become much more the better 436 
For being a little bad : so may my husband. 

O, Isabel ! will you not lend a knee ? 

DUKE. He dies for Claudio’s death. 

ISABELLA. [Kneeling.] Most bounteous sir, 
Look, if it please you, on this man condemn’d, 440 
As if my brother liv’d. I partly think 
A due sincerity govern’d his deeds, 

Till he did look on me : since it is so, 

Let him not die. My brother had but justice, 444 
In that he did the thing for which he died : 

For Angelo, 

His act did not o’ertake his bad intent ; 

And must be buried but as an intent 448 
That perish’d by the way. Thoughts are no subjects ; 
Intents but merely thoughts. 

MARIANA. Merely, my lord. 

DUKE. Your suit’s unprofitable: stand up, Isay. 

I have bethought me of another fault. 452 
Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded 
At an unusual hour ? 

PROVOST. It was commanded so. 

DUKE. Had you a special warrant for the deed ? 

provost. No, my good lord; it was by private 

message. 456 

DUKE. For which I do discharge you of your office : 
Give up your keys. 

PROVOST. Pardon me, noble lord : 

T thought it was a fault, buti knew it not, 

Yet did repent. me, after more advice ; 460 
For testimony whereof, one in the prison, 

That, should by private order else have died 

I have reserv’d alive. 

DUKE. What ’s he ? 

PROVOST. His name is Barnardine. 

DUKE. I would thou hadst done so by Claudio. 464 
Go, fetch him hither: let me look upon him. [Exit Provosr.] 

ESCALUS. I am sorry, one so learned and so wise 
As you, Lord Angelo, have still appear’d, 
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Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood, 468 
And lack of temper’d judgment afterward. 

ANGELO. Iam sorry that such sorrow I procure ; 
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy : 472 
Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it. 


Re-enter Provost, with BARNARDINE, CLAUDIO muffled, 
and JULIET. 
DUKE. Which is that Barnardine ? 
PROVOST. This, my lord. 
DUKE. There was a friar told me of this man. 
Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul, 476 
That apprehends no further than this world, 
And squar’st thy life according. 'Thou’rt condemn’d : 
But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all, 
And pray thee take this mercy to provide 480 
For better times to come. Friar, advise him : 
I leave him to your hand.—What muffled fellow ’s that ? 
PROVvOsT. ‘This is another prisoner that I sav’d, 
That should have died when Claudio lost his head, 484 
As like almost to Claudio as himself. [Unmuffles CLaupto. 
DUKE. [TolIsaserza.] If he be like your brother, for his 
sake 
Is he pardon’d ; and, for your lovely sake 
Give me your hand, and say you will be mine, 488 
He is my brother too. But fitter time for that. 
By this, Lord Angelo perceives he’s safe : 
Methinks I see a quickening in his eye. 
Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well : 492 
Look that you love your wife ; her worth worth yours.— 
I find an apt remission in myself, 
And yet here ’s one in place I cannot pardon.— 
[To Lucto.] You, sirrah, that knew me for a fool, a coward ; 
One all of luxury, an ass, a madman : 497 
Wherein have I so deserv’d of you, 
That you extol me thus ? ; 
Lucio. ’Faith, my lord, I spoke it but according to 
the trick. If you will hang me for it, you may; but 
I had rather it would please you I might be whipped. 
DUKE. Whipp’d first, sir, and hang’d after. 
Proclaim it, provost, round about the city, 504 
If any woman’s wrong’d by this lewd fellow,— 
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As I have heard him swear himself there ’s one 
Whom he begot with child, let her appear, 
And he shall marry her: the nuptial finish’d, 508 
Let him be whipp’d and hang’d. 
Lucio. I beseech your highness, do not marry me to 
a whore. Your highness said even now, I made you a 
duke : good my lord, do not recompense me in making 
me a cuckold. 513 
DUKE. Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry her. 
Thy slanders I forgive ; and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits. ‘Take him to prison, 516 
And see our pleasure herein executed. 
Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is pressing to 
death, whipping, and hanging. 
DUKE. Slandering a prince deserves it. 520 
She, Claudio, that you wrong’d, look you restore. 
Joy to you, Mariana! love her, Angelo : 
I have confess’d her and I know her virtue. 
Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much goodness : 
There ’s more behind that is more gratulate. 525 
Thanks, provost, for thy care and secrecy ; 
We shall employ thee in a worthier place. 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 528 
The head of Ragozine for Claudio’s : 
The offence pardons itself. Dear Isabel, 
I have a motion much imports your good ; 
Whereto if you’ll a willing ear incline, 532 
What ’s mine is yours, and what is yours is mine. 
So, bring us to our palace ; where we ’ll show 
What ’s yet behind, that ’s meet you all should know. 


{Exeunt. 
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THE COMEDY OF ERRORS 


INTRODUCTION 


The Comedy of Errors was first printed in the folio of 
1623; but there can be no doubt that it is one of 
Shakespeare’s earliest plays. Perhaps 1591 or some- 
what earlier is a probable date. Later than the close 
of 1593 it can hardly be, for in U1. ii. there is an 
allusion to the civil war in France which closed when 
Henry of Navarre — Henri IV — was recognized as 
king. The bulky wench described by Dromio, who 
needs an atlas to set forth the maps of her various 
parts, has in her forehead France, ‘ armed and reverted, 
making war against her heir. In 1589 Henri III 
died ; and Henri of Navarre became heir to the throne. 
In 1591 an English expedition was sent to Henri’s 
support ; it may be that at that moment the topical 
allusion would be best received. In 1594, as we read in 
the Gesta Grayorum, a Comedy of Errors was enacted 
‘by the players’ at Gray’s Inn. It is much more 
likely that this was Shakespeare’s play than the 
Historie of Error, which was given by the children of 
St. Paul’s at Greenwich as early as the New Year, 
1576-7. Any drama of that date would in 1594 have 
appeared very rude and antiquated. The internal 
evidence afforded by the play wholly agrees with our 
assigning it to a very early date; doggerel verse 
abounds; rhyme, both in couplet and quatrain, is 
frequent ; the characters are arranged with symmetry 
as in other plays of early date; verbal jests have still 
an irresistible fascination for the young poet, who after- 
wards could amuse his hearers with something better 
than this cheap jugglery. 

The source is undoubtedly the Menaechmi of Plautus, 
with possibly some advantage gained from the lost 
Historie of Error. But how Shakespeare became 
acquainted with the play of Plautus we cannot say. 
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The earliest English translation of the Menaechmi of 
which we know is that by W. W. (William Warner), 
published in 1595. Shakespeare’s ‘small Latin’ may 
have been enough to enable him to enjoy Plautus in the 
original. Or he may have seen the translation by Warner 
in manuscript. The first scene of Act III certainly 
owes something to another play of Plautus— the 
Amphitruo—in which the house of Alemena is taken 
possession of by Jupiter in the disguise of her husband. 
Two things in the Comedy of Errors are of Shakespeare’s 
own invention; he makes the fun more fast and 
furious by the introduction of a second pair of indis- 
tinguishable twins—the brothers Dromio ; and secondly 
he sets the whole comedy in a serious and pathetic 
framework—the story of Aigeon. Mere laughter — 
though his laughter was loud and free—seldom en- 
tirely satisfied Shakespeare even in comedy. Here in a 
border of romance we observe the freaks and follies of 
human life. 

It is more a play for the stage than for the study. 
There—on the boards—the intrigue is dazzling and yet 
expounds itself clearly and swiftly ; the young dramatist 
was already a master of theatrical technique. ‘ Until 
I saw it on the stage,’ wrote Charles Armitage Brown, 
“TI had not imagined the extent of the mistakes, the 
drollery of them, their unabated continuance, till, at 
the end of the fourth act, they reached their climax, 
with the assistance of Dr. Pinch, when the audience 
in their laughter rolled about like waves.’ In a comedy, 
or, as Coleridge calls it, a farce, which depends for its life 
chiefly upon a series of dazzling incidents, no searching 
study of character need be expected. Yet Shakespeare, 
who has made the two Antipholuses so like in aspect, 
has to some extent differentiated them in temper and 
disposition. The brother of Syracuse is in comparison 
with him of Ephesus an interesting and amiable person. 
It is not, however, what they are, but what they do 
that is important; and their differences of character 
are less significant for the purposes of the play than 
is the resemblance of their persons. There is no other 
play of Shakespeare in which action so predominates 
over character. 

Perhaps Shakespeare felt that we should weary of 
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a play wholly made up of surprises and mistakes. 
Hence possibly the lyrical’ passages which tell of the 
love of the ‘ Syracusian ’ brother for Luciana ; and hence 
also the story of old Adgeon’s misfortunes, with the 
final scene of restoration to his long-parted wife. In 
the juggle of incidents Shakespeare could not quite forget 
that he was a dramatist or that he was a poet. Such 
lines as these belong not to the Plautine, but to the 
romantic Elizabethan drama : 


©! train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note, 
To drown me in thy sister flood of tears : 

Sing, siren, for thyself, and I will dote: 
Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden hairs, 

.. And as a bed I'll take them and there lie ; 

And, in that glorious supposition think 

He gains by death that hath such means to die: 
Let Love, being light, be drowned if she sink ! 


Here Shakespeare is not far from anticipating the tone 
of Romeo and Juliet. 

The bright embroidery of incident stands out from 
the dark ground of the misfortunes of Ageon. Why 
could not Shakespeare find content in being farcical 
throughout one entire comedy ? It is evident that he 
needed to throw out his unflagging display of mirth by 
a contrast. The old man stands before us doomed to 
death ; and presently a play, like the flashing across, 
and to and fro, of dragon-flies, distracts our attention, 
but the human sorrow and affliction cannot wholly 
pass from view; before the close it must give place 
to some consolation. This is not the spirit in which 
mere farce is written. Plautus is in fact too light for 
Shakespeare. 

If Shakespeare’s earliest comedies were Love’s Labour ’s 
Lost, The Comedy of Errors, and The Two Gentlemen 
of Verona, as seems probable, it looks as if he were 
feeling his way, and had not struck into his true line 
of romantic comedy until the third of these plays was 
written. He began with his gay mockery of affecta- 
tions, yet not without something in the same drama 
of the romance of a story of love. He experimented 
next in the comedy of incident, and yet here again not 
without some of the lyrical poetry of a love-comedy. 
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In the Two Gentlemen he discovered the way which he 
was to follow for long; yet he pursued that way with 
an uncertain and faltering step. We value the second 
of these plays chiefly as exhibiting the writer’s skill 
in the construction of a plot. When character came 
to occupy his attention, Shakespeare is often less dex- 
terous in holding together the threads of an intrigue 
than he is here. As I have elsewhere written, here the 
unexpected is always happening; ‘the discovery 
is staved off to the fifth act with infinite skill; the 
nearer each brother approaches the other, the more 
impossible it becomes for them to meet.’ And when 
the discovery arrives, it is not the mere solution of 
a laughable intrigue; it touches something deeper in 
our human hearts ; it rescues old Aigeon from his doom ; 
it restores the Abbess to the arms of her husband ; it 
has in it some sense of the tears and the joys of mortal 
things. Laughter is good, and we can hardly have too 
much of honest laughter. But the happiest laughter 
has in it some alliance to our sympathy with the sorrows 
of humanity. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Sotinvs, Duke of Ephesus. 
Aceon, a Merchant of Syracuse. 
ANT¥PHOLUS of Ephesus, 
ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse, 
Dromio of Ephesus, | Twin Brothers, attendants on the two Anti- 
Dromio of Syracuse, l pholuses. 

BaLTHAZAR, a Merchant. 

ANGELO, a Goldsmith. 

Merchant, Friend to Antipholus of Syracuse. 

A Second Merchant, to whom Angelo is a debtor. 

Prycu, a Schoolmaster and a Conjurer. 

AiMILiA, Wife to Algeon, an Abbess at Ephesus. 


Twin Brothers, sons to Ageon and Aumilia. 


Apriana, Wife to Antipholus of Ephesus. 
Luciana, her sister. 

Luce, Servant to Adriana. 

A Courtezan. 


Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants. 


SceNE.—Ephesus. 
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ACT I. 


Scene I.—A Hall in the Duxe’s Palace. 

Enter Dux, Haron, Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants. 

#GEON. Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall, 
And by the doom of death end woes and all. 

DUKE. Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more. 
I am not partial to infringe our laws : 4 
The enmity and discord which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, 
Who, wanting guilders to redeem their lives, 8 
Have seal’d his rigorous statutes with their bloods, 
Excludes all pity from our threat’ning looks. 
For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
*Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us, 12 
It hath in solemn synods been decreed, 
Both by the Syracusians and ourselves, 
T’ admit no traffic to our adverse towns : 
Nay, more, if any, born at Ephesus 16 
Be seen at Syracusian marts and fairs ; 
Again, if any Syracusian born 
Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies, 
His goods confiscate to the duke’s dispose ; 20 
Unless a thousand marks be levied, 
To quit the penalty and to ransom him. 
Thy substance, valu’d at the highest rate, 
Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 24 
Therefore, by law thou art condemn’d to die. 

#GEON. Yet this my comfort : when your words are 

done, 

My woes end likewise with the evening sun. 

DUKE. Well, Syracusian ; say, in brief the cause 28 
Why thou departedst from thy native home, 
And for what cause thou cam’st to Ephesus. 

GEON. A heavier task could not have been impos’d 


306 THE COMEDY OF ERRORS [ACT I 


Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable ; 

Yet, that the world may witness that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 

1’ll utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 

In Syracusa was I born, and wed 

Unto a woman, happy but for me, 

And by me too, had not our hap been bad. 

With her I liv’d in joy: our wealth increas’d 

By prosperous voyages I often made 

To Epidamnum ; till my factor’s death, 

And the great care of goods at random left, 

Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse : 
From whom my absence was not six months old, 
Before herself,—almost at fainting under 

The pleasing punishment that women bear,— 
Had made provision for her following me, 

And soon and safe arrived where I was. 

There had she not been long but she became 

A joyful mother of two goodly sons ; 

And, which was strange, the one so like the other, 
As could not be distinguish’d but by names. 
That very hour, and in the self-same inn, 

A meaner woman was delivered 

Of such a burden, male twins, both alike. 
Those,—for their parents were exceeding poor,— 
I bought, and brought up to attend my sons. 

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys, 
Made daily motions for our home return : 
Unwilling I agreed; alas! too soon 

We came aboard. 

A league from Epidamnum had we sail’d, 
Before the always-wind-obeying deep 

Gave any tragic instance of our harm : 

But longer did we not retain much hope ; 

For what obscured light the heavens did grant 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 

A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 

Which, though myself would gladly have embrac’d, 
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife, 

Weeping before for what she saw must come, 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 

That mourn’d for fashion, ignorant what to fear, 
Fore’d me to seek delays for them and me. — 
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And this it was, for other means was none : 

The sailors sought for safety by our boat, 16 
And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us : 

My wife, more careful for the latter-born, 

Had fasten’d him unto a small spare mast, 

Such as seafaring men provide for storms ; 80 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 

Whilst I had been like heedful of the other. 

The children thus dispos’d, my wife and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix’d, 84 
Fasten’d ourselves at either end the mast ; 

And floating straight, obedient to the stream, 

Were carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 

At length the sun, gazing upon the earth, 88 
Dispers’d those vapours that offended us, 

And, by the benefit of his wished light 

The seas wax’d calm, and we discovered 

Two ships from far making amain to us ; 92 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this : 

But ere they came,—O ! let me say no more ; 

Gather the sequel by that went before. 

DUKE. Nay, forward, old man; do not break off so; 
For we may pity, though not pardon thee. 97 
HGEON. QO! had the gods done so, I had not now 

Worthily term’d them merciless to us ! 

For, ere the ships could meet by twice five leagues, 100 
We were encounter’d by a mighty rock ; 

Which, being violently borne upon, 

Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst ; 

So that, in this unjust divorce of us 104 
Fortune had left to both of us alike 

What to delight in, what to sorrow for. 

Her part, poor soul! seeming as burdened 

With lesser weight, but not with lesser woe, 108 
Was carried with more speed before the wind, 

And in our sight they three were taken up 

By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length, another ship had seized on us ; 112 
And, knowing whom it was their hap to save, 

Gave healthful welcome to their ship-wrack’d guests ; 
And.would have reft, the fishers of their prey, 

Had not their bark been very slow of sail ; 116 
And therefore homeward did they bend their course. 
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Thus have you heard me sever’d from my bliss, 

That by misfortune was my life prolong’d, 

To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. 120 
puKE. And, for the sake of them thou sorrowest for, 

Do me the favour to dilate at full 

What hath befall’n of them and thee till now. 

=GHON. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care, 
At eighteen years became inquisitive 125 
After his brother ; and importun’d me 
That his attendant—for his case was like, 

Reft of his brother, but retain’d his name— 128 
Might bear him company in the quest of him ; 

Whom whilst I labour’d of a love to see, 

I hazarded the loss of whom I lov’d. 

Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece, 132 
Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia, 

And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus, 

Hopeless to find, yet loath to leave unsought 

Or that or any place that harbours men. 136 
But here must end the story of my life ; 

And happy were I in my timely death, 

Could all my travels warrant me they live. 

DUKE. Hapless A2geon, whom the fates have mark’d 
To bear the extremity of dire mishap ! 141 
Now, trust me, were it not against our laws, 

Against my crown, my oath, my dignity, 

Which princes, would they, may not disannul, 144 
My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 

But though thou art adjudged to the death 

And passed sentence may not be recall’d 

But to our honour’s great disparagement, 148 
Yet will I favour thee in what I can : 

Therefore, merchant, Pll limit thee this day 

To seek thy life by beneficial help. 

Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus ; 152 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum, 

And live; if no, then thou art doom’d to die. 

Gaoler, take him to thy custody 

GAOLER. I will, my lord. 156 

#GEON. Hopeless and helpless doth A°geon wend, 
But to procrastinate his lifeless end. [Exeunt. 


SCENEII] THE COMEDY OF ERRORS 309 


Scene II].—The Mart. 
Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse, Dromto of Syracuse, and a 
Merchant. 
MERCHANT. Therefore, give out you are of Epidamnum, 
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate. 
This very day, a Syracusian merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here ; 4 
And, not being able to buy out his life, 
According to the statute of the town, 
Dies ere the weary sun set in the west. 
There is your money that I had to keep. 8 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Go bear it to the Centaur, 
where we host, 
And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee. 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time : 
Till that, Pll view the manners of the town, 12 
Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then return and sleep within mine inn, 
For with long travel I am stiff and weary. 
Get thee away. 16 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Many a man would take you 
at your word, 


And go indeed, having so good a mean. [Exit. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. A trusty villain, sir, that 
very oft, 

When I am dull with care and melancholy, 20 


Lightens my humour with his merry jests. 
What, will you walk with me about the town, 
And then go to my inn and dine with me ? 

MERCHANT. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants, 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit ; 25 
I crave your pardon. Soon at five o’clock, — 

Please you, Pll meet with you upon the mart, 
And afterward consort you till bed-time : 28 
My present business calls me from you now. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Farewell till then: IT will 
go lose myself, 
And wander up and down to view the city. 
MERCHANT. Sir, I commend you to your own content. 
(Exit. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. He that commends me 
to mine own content, ~~ 33 
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Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 

I to the world am like a drop of water 

That in the ocean seeks another drop ; 36 
Who, falling there to find his fellow forth, 

Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself : 

So I, to find. a mother and a brother, 

In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself. 40 


Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 
Here comes the almanack of my true date. 
What now ? How chance thou art return’d so soon ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Return’d so soon! rather 
approach’d too late : 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the spit, 44 
The clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell ; 
My mistress made it one upon my cheek : 
She is so hot because the meat is cold ; 
The meat is cold because you come not home ; 48 
You come not home because you have no stomach ; 
You have no stomach, having broke your fast ; 
But we, that know what ’tis to fast and pray, 
Are penitent for your default to-day. 52 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Stop in your wind, sir: 
tell me this, I pray : 
Where have you left the money that I gave you ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. O !—sixpence, that I had o’ 
Wednesday last 
To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper ; 56 
The saddler had it, sir; 1 kept it not. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I am not in a sportive 
humour now. 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ? 
We being strangers here, how dar’st thou trust 60 
So great a charge from thine own custody ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit 
at dinner. 
I from my mistress come to you in post ; 
If I return, I shall be post indeed, 64 
For she will score your fault upon my pate. 
Methinks your maw, like mine, should be your clock 
And strike you home without a messenger. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Come, Dromio, come; these 
jests are out of season ; 68 
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Reserve them till a merrier hour than this. 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee 2 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. ‘To me, sir? why, you gave 
no gold to me. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Come on, sir knave, have 
done your foolishness, 72 
And tell me how thou hast dispos’d thy charge. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. | My charge was but to fetch you 
from the mart 
Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner : 


My mistress and her sister stays for you. 76 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Now, as I am a Christian, 
answer me, 


In what safe place you have bestow’d my money ; 
Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours 
That stands on tricks when I am undispos’d. &0 
Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I have some marks of yours upon 
my pate, 
Some of my mistress’ marks upon my shoulders, 
But not a thousand marks between you both. 84 
If I should pay your worship those again, 
Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Thy mistress’ marks! what 
mistress, slave, hast thou ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Your worship’s wife, my mistress 
at the Pheenix ; 88 
She that doth fast till you come home to dinner, 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What! wilt thou flout me 
thus unto my face, 
Being forbid ? There, take you that, sir knave. [Strikes him. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. What mean you, sir? for God’s 
sake, hold your hands ! 93 
Nay, an you will not, sir, Pll take my heels. [Exit. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Upon my life, by some 
device or other 
The villain is o’er-raught of all my money. 96 
They say this town is full of cozenage ; 
As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye, 
Dark-working sorcerers that change the mind, 
Soul-killing witches that deform the body, 100 
Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks, 
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And many such-like liberties of sin : 
If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. 


I'll to the Centaur, to go seek this slave : 104 
I greatly fear my money is not safe. [Exit. 
ACT II. 


Scrnse I.—The House of AntreHoLvus of Ephesus. 
Enter ADRIANA and Luciana 

ADRIANA. Neither my husband, nor the slave return’d, 
That in such haste I sent to seek his master ! 

Sure, Luciana, it is two o’clock. 

LUCIANA. Perhaps some merchant hath invited him, 
And from the mart he’s somewhere gone to dinner, 5 
Good sister, let us dine and never fret : 

A man is master of his liberty : 
Time is their master, and, when they see time, 8 
They'll go or come : if so, be patient, sister. 

ADRIANA. Why should their liberty than ours be more ? 

LucIANA. Because their business still lies out o’ door. 

ADRIANA. Look, when I serve him so, he takes it ill. 

LUCIANA... O! know he is the bridle of your will. 

ADRIANA. There ’s none but asses will be bridled so. 

LUCIANA, Why, headstrong liberty is lash’d with woe. 
There ’s nothing situate under heaven’s eye 16 
But hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky : 

The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls, 

Are their males’ subjects and at their controls. 

Men, more divine, the masters of all these, 20 
Lords of the wide world, and wild wat’ry seas, 

Indu’d with intellectual sense and souls, 

Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls, 

Are masters to their females and their lords : 24 
Then, let your will attend on their accords. 

ADRIANA. This servitude makes you to keep unwed. 

LucIANA. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

ADRIANA. But, were you wedded, you would bear some 

sway. 28 

Luciana. Ere I learn love, I'll practise to obey. 

ADRIANA. How if your husband start some other where? 

LucIANA. Till he come home again, I would forbear: 


acTu,sc.1] THE COMEDY OF ERRORS 313 


ADRIANA. Patience unmov’d! no marvel though she 
pause ; 32 

They can be meek that have no other cause. 
A wretched soul, bruis’d with adversity, 
We bid be quiet when we hear it cry ; 
But were we burden’d with like weight of pain, 36 
As much, or more, we should ourselves complain : 
So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helpless patience wouldst relieve me : 
But if thou live to see like right bereft, 40 
This fool-begged patience in thee will be left. 

LUCIANA. Well, I will marry one day, but to try. 
Here comes your man: now is your husband nigh. 43 


Enter Dromio of Ephesus. 

ADRIANA. Say, is your tardy master now at hand ? 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Nay, he’s at two hands with 
me, and that my two ears can witness. 

ADRIANA. Say, didst thou speak with him ? Know’st 

thou his mind ? 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon 

mine ear. 48 
Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it. 
' LuctaANA. Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst not 
feel his meaning ? 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Nay, he struck so plainly, I 
could too well feel his blows ; and withal so doubtfully, 
that I could scarce understand them. 

ADRIANA. But say, I prithee, is he coming home ? 
It seems he hath great care to please his wife. 56 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Why, mistress, sure my master 

is horn-mad. 

ADRIANA. Horn-mad, thou villain! 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I mean not cuckold-mad ; but, 

sure, he is stark mad. 
When I desir’d him to come home to dinner, 60 
He ask’d me for a thousand marks in gold : 
‘°Tis dinner time,’ quoth I; ‘my gold!’ quoth he: 
* Your meat doth burn,’ quoth I; ‘ my gold!’ quoth he: 
‘ Will you come home ?’” quoth I: “my gold!’ quoth he: 
‘ Where is the thousand marks I gave thee, villain ?’ 
‘The pig,’ quoth I, ‘is burn’d ;’ “my gold!’ quoth he: 
‘ My mistress, sir,’ quoth I: ‘hang up thy mistress ! 
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I know not thy mistress :. out on thy mistress !’ 68 
LUCIANA. Quoth who ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Quoth my master : 
‘IT know,’ quoth he, ‘no house, no wife, no mistress.’ 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 712 
I thank him, I bear home upon my shoulders ; 
For, in conclusion, he did beat me there. 
ADRIANA. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him 


home. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Go back again, and be new 
beaten home 2? 716 


For. God’s sake, send some other messenger. 
ADRIANA. Back, slave, or I will break thy pate across. 
PROMIO OF EPHESUS. And he will bless that cross with 
other beating : 


Between you, I shall have a holy head. 80 
ADRIANA. Hence, prating peasant! fetch thy master 
home. 


DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Am I so round with you as you 
with me, 

That like a football you do spurn me thus ? 

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither: 84 

If I last in this service, you must case me in leather. [Exit. 
LUCIANA. Fie, how impatience loureth in your face ! 
ADRIANA. His company must do his minions grace, 

Whilst I at home starve for a merry look. 88 

Hath homely age the alluring beauty took 

From my poor cheek ? then, he hath wasted it : 

Are my discourses dull ? barren my wit ? 

If voluble and sharp discourse be marr’d, 92 

Unkindness blunts it more than marble hard : 

Do their gay vestments his affections bait ? 

That ’s not my fault; he’s master of my state : 

What ruins are in me that can be found 96 

By him not ruin’d ? then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures. My decayed fair 

A sunny look of his would soon repair ; 

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale 100 

And feeds from home: poor I am but his stale. 
LUCIANA. Self-harming jealousy ! fie! beat it hence. 
ADRIANA. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dis- 

pense. 
I know his eye doth homage otherwhere, 104 
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Or else what lets it but he would be here 2 
Sister, you know he promis’d me a chain: 
Would that alone, alone he would detain, 
So he would keep fair quarter with his bed ! 108 
I see, the jewel best enamelled 
Will lose his beauty ; and though gold bides still 
That others touch, yet often touching will 
Wear gold; and no man that hath a name, 112 
By falsehood and corruption doth it shame. 
Since that my beauty cannot please his eye, 
Pll weep what ’s left away, and weeping die. 
LUCIANA. How many fond fools serve mad jealousy ! 
{Exeunt. 


Scene II.—A public Place. 
Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. The gold I gave to Dromio 
is laid up 

Safe at the Centaur; and the heedful slave 
Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out. 
By computation, and mine host’s report, 4 
I could not speak with Dromio since at first 
I sent him from the mart. See, here he comes. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 
How now, sir! is your merry humour alter’d ? 
As you love strokes, so jest with me again. 8 
You know no Centaur? You receiv’d no gold ? 
Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner ? 
My house was at the Phcenix ? Wast thou mad, 
That thus so madly thou didst answer me ? 12 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. What answer, sir ? when spake 
I such a word ? 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Even now, even here, not 
half-an-hour since. 
DROMIO OF syRACUSE. I did not see you since you 
sent me hence, 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 16 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Villain, thou didst deny 
the gold’s receipt, 
And told’st me of a mistress and a dinner ; 
For which, I hope, thou felt’st I was displeas’d. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I am glad to see you in this 
merry vein : ae 
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What means this jest ? I pray you, master, tell me. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Yea, dost thou jeer, and 
flout me in the teeth ? 
Think’st thou I jest ?. Hold, take thou that, and that. 


[Beating bim. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Hold, sir, for God’s sake! now 
your jest is earnest : 24 


Upon what bargain do you give it me ? 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Because that I familiarly 
sometimes 
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you, 
Your sauciness will jest upon my love, 28 
And make a common of my serious hours. 
When the sun shines let foolish gnats make sport, 
But creep in crannies when he hides his beams. 
If you will jest with me, know my aspect, 32 
And fashion your demeanour to my looks, 
Or I will beat this method in your sconce. 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Sconce, call you it? so you 
would leave battering, I had rather have it a head: an 
you use these blows long, I must get a sconce for my 
head and insconce it too; or else I shall seek my wit 
in my shoulders. But, I pray, sir, why am I beaten ? 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Dost thou not know? 40 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Nothing, sir, but that I am 
beaten. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. ‘Shall I tell you why ? 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE, Ay, sir, and wherefore ; for 
they say every why hath a w herefore. 45 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Why, first, sot flouting 

me ; and then, wherefore,— 
For urging it the second time to me. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Was there ever any man thus 


beaten out of season, 48 
When, in the why and the wherefore is neither rime nor 
reason ? 


Well, sir, I thank you. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Thank me, sir! for what 2 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, sir, for this something 
that you gave me for nothing. b nb8 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I’]l make you amends next) 
to give you nothing for something. But say, sir, is it 
dinner-time ? 56 
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DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No, sir: I think the meat wants 
that I have. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. In good time, sir; what’s 
that 2 60 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Basting. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Well, sir, then ’twill be 


dry. 
DROMIO OF SyRACUSE. If it be, sir, I pray you eat 
none of it. 65 


ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Your reason ? 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Lest it make you choleric, and 
purchase me another dry basting. 68 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Well, sir, learn to jest in 
good time : there ’s a time for all things. 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I durst have denied that, 
before you were so choleric. 72 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. By what rule, sir 2 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, sir, by a rule as plain 
as the plain bald pate of Father Time himself. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Lets hear it. 76 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. There’s no time for a man to 
recover his hair that grows bald by nature. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. May he not do it by fine 
and recovery ? 80 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Yes, to pay a fine for a peri- 
wig and recover the lost hair of another man. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Why is Time sucha niggard 
of hair, being, as it is, so plentiful an excrement ? 84 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Because it is a blessing that 
he bestows on beasts: and what he hath scanted men 
in hair, he hath given them in wit. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Why, but there’s many 
a man hath more hair than wit. 89 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Not a man of those but he 
hath the wit to lose his hair. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Why, thou didst con- 
clude hairy men plain dealers without wit. 93 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. The plainer dealer, the sooner 
lost : yet he loseth it in a kind of jollity. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. For what reason ? 96 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. For two; and sound ones too. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Nay, not sound, I pray 


you. 
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DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Sure ones then. 100 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Nay, not sure, im a thing 
falsing. - 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Certain ones then. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Name them. 104 


DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. The one, to save the money 
that he spends in tiring; the other, that at dinner they 
should not drop in his porridge. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. You would all this time 
have proved there is no time for all things. 109 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, and did, sir; namely, 
no time to recover hair lost by nature. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. But your reason was not 
substantial, why there is no time to recover. 113 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Thus I mend it: Time him- 
self is bald, and therefore to the world’s end will have 
bald followers. 116 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I knew ’twould be a bald 
conclusion. But soft! who wafts us yonder ? 


Enter Aprrana and Luctana. 

ADRIANA. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange, and frown : 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects, 120 
1am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 

The time was once when thou unurg’d wouldst vow 
That never words were music to thine ear, 

That never object pleasing in thine eye, 124 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 

That never meat sweet-savour’d in thy taste, 

Unless I spake, or look’d, or touch’d, or carv’d to thee. 
How comes it now, my husband, O! how comes it, 
That thou art thus estranged from thyself ? 129 
Thyself I call it, being strange to me, 

That, undividable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear self’s better part. 132 
Ah! do not tear away thyself from me, 

For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall 

A drop of water in the breaking gulf, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again, 136 
Without addition or diminishing, 

As take from me thyself and not me too. . 

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, ‘ 
Shouldst thou but hear I were licentious, 140 


SCENE] THE COMEDY OF ERRORS 319 


And that this body, consecrate to thee, 
By ruffian lust should be contaminate ! 
Wouldst thou not spit at me and spurn at me, 
And hurl the name of husband in my face, 144 
And tear the stain’d skin off my harlot-brow, 
And from my false hand cut the wedding-ring 
And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 
I know thou canst ; and therefore, see thou do it. 148 
Il am possess’d with an adulterate blot ; 
My blood is mingled with the crime of lust : 
For if we two be one and thou play false, 
I do digest the poison of thy flesh, 152 
Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 
Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 
I live unstain’d, thou undishonoured. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Plead you to me, fair 
dame ?_ I know you not: 156 
In Ephesus I am but two hours old, 
As strange unto your town as to your talk ; 
Who, every word by all my wit being scann’d, 


Want wit in all one word to understand. 160 
LUCIANA. Fie, brother: how the world is chang’d with 
you ! 


When were you wont to use my sister thus ? 

She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. By Dromio ? 164 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. By me ? 

ADRIANA. By thee; and this thou didst return from 


him, 
That he did buffet thee, and in his blows, 
Denied my house for his, me for his wife. 168 


ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Did you converse, sir, with 
this gentlewoman ? 
What is the course and drift of your compact ? . 
DROMIO OF syRACcUSE. I, sir? I never saw her till 
this time. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Villain, thou liest ; for even 
her very words 172 
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I never spake with her in all 
my life. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. How can she thus then call 
us by our names, ; 
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Unless it be by inspiration 4 176 
ADRIANA. How ill agrees it with your gravity 
To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ! 
Be it my wrong you are from me exempt, 180 
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine ; 
Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine, 
Whose weakness, married to thy stronger state, 184 
Makes me with thy strength to communicate : 
If aught possess thee from me, it is dross, 
Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss ; 
Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 188 
Infect thy sap and live on thy confusion. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. To me she speaks; she 
moves me for her theme ! 
What ! was I married to her in my dream ? 
Or sleep I now and think I hear all this ? 192 
What error drives our eyes and ears amiss ? 
Until I know this sure uncertainty, 
Tl entertain the offer’d fallacy. 
LucIANA. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for 
dinner. 196 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. O, for my beads! I cross me 
for a sinner. 
This is the fairy land: O! spite of spites, 
We talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites : 
If we obey them not, this will ensue, 200 
They’ll suck our breath, or pinch us black and blue. 
LUGIAN A Why prat’st thou to thyself and answer’st 
not { 
Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot ! 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I am transformed, master, am 
not I 2 204 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I think thou art, in mind, 
and so am I. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Nay, master, both in mind and 
in my shape. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Thou hast thine own form. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No, Iam an ape. 
LUCIANA. If thou art chang’d to aught, ’tis to an ass. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. ’7Tis true; she rides me and 
I long for grass. 209 
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’Tis so, I am an ass; else it could never be 

But I should know her as well as she knows me. 
ADRIANA. Come, come ; no longer will I be a fool, 

To put the finger in the eye and weep, 213 

Whilst man and master laugh my woes to scorn. 

Come, sir, to dinner. Dromio, keep the gate. 

Husband, I'll dine above with you to-day, 216 

And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks. 

Sirrah, if any ask you for your master, 

Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter. 

Come, sister. Dromio, play the porter well. 220 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. [Aside] Am I in earth, in 

heaven, or in hell 2 

Sleeping or waking ? mad or well-advis’d ? 

Known unto these, and to myself disguis’d ! 

I'll say as they say, and persever so, 224 

And in this mist at all adventures go. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Master, shall I be porter at the 


gate ? 
ADRIANA. Ay; and let none enter, lest 1 break your 
pate. 227 
LUCIANA. Come, come, Antipholus ; we dine too late. 


[Exeunt. 


ACT III. 


Scene I.—Before the House of AntipHoLus of Ephesus. 
Enter AnTIPHOLUS of Ephesus, Dromio of Ephesus, ANGELO, 
and BaLTHazar. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Good Signior Angelo, you 
must excuse us all ; 
My wife is shrewish when I keep not hours ; 
Say that I linger’d with you at your shop 
To see the making of her carkanet, 4 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 
But here ’s a villain, that. would face me down 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him, 
And charg’d him with a thousand marks in gold, 8 
And that I did deny my wife and house. 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by this ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Say what you will, sir, but 
I know what I know ; 11 
SH. I M 
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That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to show : 
If the skin were parchmentand the blows you gave wereink, 
Your own handwriting would tell you what I think. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I think thou art an ass. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Marry, so it doth appear 
By the wrongs I suffer and the blows I bear. 16 
I should kick, being kick’d; and, being at that pass, 
You would keep from my heels and beware of an ass. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. You are sad, Signior Bal- 
thazar: pray God, our cheer 
May answer my good will and your good welcome here. 
BALTHAZAR. I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and your 
welcome dear. 21 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. O, Signior Balthazar, either 
at flesh or fish, 
A table-full of welcome makes scarce one dainty dish. 
BALTHAZAR. Good meat, sir, is common; that every 
churl affords. 24 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. And welcome more com- 
mon, for that ’s nothing but words. 
BALTHAZAR. Small cheer and great welcome makes 
a merry feast. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Ay, to a niggardly host and 
more sparing guest : 27 
But though my cates be mean, take them in good part ; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 
But soft ! my door is lock’d. Go bid them let us in. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, 
Gillian, Ginn ! 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] Mome, malt-horse, 
capon, coxcomb, idiot, patch ! 32 
Hither get thee from the door or sit down at the hatch. 
Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call’st for such 
store, 
When one is one too many ? Go, get thee from the door. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. What patch is made our por- 
ter 7—My master stays in the street. 36 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] Let him walk from 
whence he came, lest he catch cold on’s feet. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Who talks within there ? 
ho! open the door. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within.] Right, sir; I'll tell you 
when, an you'll tell me wherefore. 


I ee 
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ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Wherefore ? for my dinner: 
I have not din’d to-day. 40 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Nor to-day here you must not ; 
come again when you may. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. What art thou that keep’st 
me out from the house I owe ? 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] The porter for this 
time, sir, and my name is Dromio. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. O villain! thou hast stolen 
both mine office and my name: 44 
The one ne’er got me credit, the other mickle blame. 
If thou hadst been Dromio to-day in my place, 
Thou wouldst have chang’d thy face for a name, or thy 
name for an ass. 
LUCE. [Within.]) What a coil is there, Dromio! who 


are those at the gate ? 48 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Let my master in, Luce. 
LUCE. [Within.] Faith, no; he comes too late ; 
And so tell your master. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. O Lord! I must laugh. 


Have at you with a proverb : Shall I set in my staff ? 

LUCE. [Within] Have at you with another: that ’s— 
when ? can you tell ? 52 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] If thy name be call’d 
Luce,—Luce, thou hast answer’d him well. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Do you hear, you minion ? 
you'll let us in, I trow 4 

LUCE. [Within] I thought to have ask’d you. 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within.] And you said, no. 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. So come, help: well struck ! 
there was blow for blow. 56 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Thou baggage, let me in. 

TUGE [Within.] Can you tell for whose sake ? 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Master, knock the door hard. 

LUCE. [Within.] Let him knock till it ache. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. You'll cry for this, minion, 
if I beat the door down. 

LUCE. [Within] What needs all that, and a pair of 
stocks in the town ? 60 

ADRIANA. [Within] Whois that at the door that keeps 
all this noise ? 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within.] By my troth your town 
is troubled with unruly boys. 
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ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Are you there, wife? you 
might have come before. 
ADRIANA. [Within] Your wife, sirknave! go, get you 
from the door. 64 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. If you went in pain, master, 
this ‘ knave’ would go sore. 
ANGELO. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome : we 
would fain have either. 
BALTHAZAR. In debating which was best, we shall part 
with neither. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. They stand at the door, master : 
bid them welcome hither. 68 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. There is something in the 
~ wind, that we cannot get in. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. You would say so, master, if 
your garments were thin. 
Your cake here is warm within; you stand here in the 
cold : 
It would make a man mad as a buck to be so bought 
and sold. 72 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Go fetch me something : 
I'll break ope the gate. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] Break any breaking 
here, and [ll break your knave’s pate. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. A man may break a word with 
you, sir, and words are but wind : 15 
Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not behind. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within.) It seems thou wantest 
breaking : out upon thee, hind ! 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Here’s too much ‘ out upon 
thee!’ I pray thee, let me in. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. [Within] Ay, when fowls have 
no feathers, and fish have no fin. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Well, Ill break in. Go 
borrow me a crow. 80 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. A crow without feather ? 
Master, mean you so ? 
For a fish without a fin, there ’s a fowl without a feather : 
If a crow help us in, sirrah, we’ll pluck a crow together. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Go get thee gone: fetch 
me an iron crow. 84 
BALTHAZAR. Have patience, sir; O! let it not be so; 
Herein you war against your reputation, 
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And draw within the compass of suspect 

The unviolated honour of your wife. 88 

Once this,—your long experience of her wisdom. 

Her sober virtue, years, and modesty, 

Plead on her part some cause to you unknown ; 

And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse 92 

Why at this time the doors are made against you. 

Be rul’d by me: depart in patience, 

And let us to the Tiger all to dinner ; 

And about evening come yourself alone, 96 

To know the reason of this strange restraint. 

If by strong hand you offer to break in 

Now in the stirring passage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it, 100 

And that supposed by the common rout 

Against your yet ungalled estimation, 

That may with foul intrusion enter in 

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ; 104 

For slander lives upon succession, 

For ever housed where it gets possession. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. You have prevail’d: I will 

depart in quiet, 

And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry. 108 

I know a wench of excellent discourse, 

Pretty and witty, wild and yet, too, gentle : 

There will we dine: this woman that I mean, 

My wife,—but, I protest, without desert,— 112 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal : 

To her will we to dinner. [To Ancrro.]) Get you home, 

And fetch the chain ; by this I know ’tis made : 

Bring it, I pray you, to the Porpentine ; 116 

For there ’s the house: that chain will I bestow, 

Be it for nothing but to spite my wife, 

Upon mine hostess there. Good sir, make haste. 

Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me, 120 

Ill knock elsewhere, to see if they'll disdain me. 
ANGELO. I'll meet you at that place some hour hence. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Doso. This jest shall cost 

me some expense. (Exeunt. 
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Scene II.—The Same. 

Enter Luciana and AntTipHoLus of Syracuse. 
LucIANA. And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A husband’s office ¢@ Shall, Antipholus, 

Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot @ 
Shall love, in building, grow so ruinous ? 4 
If you did wed my sister for her wealth, 
Then, for her wealth’s sake use her with more kindness : 
Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth ; 
Muffle your false love with some show of blindness ; 
Let not my sister read it in your eye ; 9 
Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator ; 
Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty ; 
Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger ; 12 
Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted ; 
Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint ; 
Be secret-false : what need she be acquainted ? 
What simple thief brags of his own attaint ? 16 
Tis double wrong to truant with your bed, 
And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed ; 
Ill deeds are doubled with an evil word. 20 
Alas { poor women, make us but believe, 
Being compact of credit, that you love us ; 
Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve ; 
We in your motion turn, and you may move us. 24 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again ; 
Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife : 
Tis holy sport to be a little vain, 
When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Sweet mistress,—what your 
name is else, I know not, 29 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine,— 

Less in your knowledge and your grace you show not 
Than our earth’s wonder; more than earth divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak : 33 

Lay open to my earthy-gross conceit, 
Smother’d in errors, feeble, shallow, weak, 

The folded meaning of your words’ deceit. 36 
Against my soul’s pure truth why labour you 

To make it wander in an unknown field 2 
Are you a god ? would you create me new 2 
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Transform me then, and to your power I'll yield. 40 
But if that Iam I, then well I know 
Your weeping sister is no wife of mine, 
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe : 
Far more, far more, to you do I decline. 44 
O! train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note, 
To drown me in thy sister flood of tears : 
Sing, siren, for thyself, and I will dote: 
Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden hairs, 48 
And as a bed I'll take them and there lie ; 
And, in that glorious supposition think 
He gains by death that hath such means to die : 
Let Love, being light, be drowned if she sink ! 52 
LucIANA. What! are you mad, that you do reason so? 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Not mad, but mated; 
how, I do not know. 
LUCIANA. It is a fault that springeth from your eye. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. For gazing on your beams, 
fair sun, being by. 56 
LUCIANA. Gaze where you should, and that will clear 
your sight. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. As good to wink, sweet 
love, as look on night. 
LUCIANA. Why call you me love ? call my sister so. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Thy sister’s sister. 


LUCIANA. That ’s my sister. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. No; 
It is thyself, mine own self’s better part ; 61 


Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer heart ; 

My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope’s aim, 

My sole earth’s heaven, and my heaven’s claim. 64 
LuctIANA. All this my sister is, or else should be. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Call thyself sister, sweet, 

for I aim thee. 

Thee will I love and with thee lead my life : 


Thou hast no husband yet nor I no wife. 68 
Give me thy hand. 

LUCIANA. O! soft, sir; hold you still : 
T’ll fetch my sister, to get her good will. [Exit. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse, hastily. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Why, how now, Dromio! 
where run’st thou so fast ? 12 
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DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. . Do you know me, sir? am I 
Dromio ? am I your man? am I myself ¢ 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Thou art Dromio, thou art 
my man, thou art thyself. 16 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Iam an ass, I am a woman’s 
man and besides myself. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What woman’s man? and 
how besides thyself 4 80 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am 
due to a woman; one that claims me, one that haunts 
me, one that will have me. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What claim lays she to 
thee ? 85 

RROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, sir, such claim as you 
would lay to your horse; and she would have me as a 
beast : not that, I being a beast, she would have me; 
but that she, being a very beastly creature, lays claim 
to me. 90 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What is she ? 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. A very reverent body; aye, 
such a one as a man may not speak of, without he say, 
‘ Sir-reverence.’ I have but lean luck in the match, and 
yet is she a wondrous fat marriage. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. How dost thou mean a fat 
marriage ? 97 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, sir, she’s the kitchen- 
wench, and all grease; and L know not what use to 
put her to but to make a lamp of her and run from 
her by her own light. I warrant her rags and the 
tallow in them will burn a Poland winter; if she lives 
till doomsday, she’ll burn a week longer than the whole 
world. 104 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What complexion is she 
of 2 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Swart, like my shoe, but her 
face nothing like so clean kept: for why she sweats; a 
man may go over shoes in the grime of it. 109 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. That’s a fault that water 
will mend. 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No, sir, tis in grain; Noah’s 
flood could not do it. 113 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What’s her name ? 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Nell, sir; but her name and 
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three quarters,—that is, an ell and three quarters,—will 
not measure her from hip to hip. 117 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Then she bears some 
breadth 2 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No longer from head to foot 
than from hip to hip: she is spherical, like a globe; I 
could find out countries in her. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. In what part of her body 
stands Ireland 2 124 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, sir, in her buttocks: I 
found it out by the bogs. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Where Scotland ? 

DROMIO OF SyRACUSE. I found it by the barrenness ; 
hard in the palm of the hand. 129 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Where France 2 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. In her forehead; armed and 
reverted, making war against her heir. 132 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Where England 2 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I looked for the chalky cliffs, 
but I could find no whiteness in them: but I guess it 
stood in her chin, by the salt rheum that ran between 
France and it. 137 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Where Spain ? 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Faith, I saw not; but I felt it 
hot in her breath. 140 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Where America, the 
Indies ? 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. OQ, sir! upon her nose, all 
o’er embellished with rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, 
declining their rich aspect to the hot breath of Spain, 
who sent whole armadoes of caracks to be ballast at 
her nose. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Where stood Belgia, the 
Netherlands ? 149 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. O, sir! I did not look so 
low. To conclude, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to 
me; call’d me Dromio; swore I was assured to her; 
told me what privy marks I had about me, as the mark 
of my shoulder, the mole in my neck, the great wart 
on my left arm, that I, amazed, ran from her as a 
witch. 156 
And, I think, if my breast had not been made of faith 

and my heart of steel, 
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She had transform’d me to a curtal dog and made me 
turn i’ the wheel. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Go hie thee presently post 
to the road : 
An if the wind blow any way from shore, 160 
I will not harbour in this town to-night : 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart, 
Where I will walk till thou return to me. 
If every one knows us and we know none, 164 
Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. As from a bear a man would 
run for life, 


So fly I from her that would be my wife. [Exit. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. There’s none but witches 
do inhabit here, 168 


And therefore ’tis high time that I were hence. 

She that doth call me husband, even my soul 

Doth for a wife abhor ; but her fair sister, 

Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace, 172 
Of such enchanting presence and discourse, 

Hath almost made me traitor to myself : 

But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong, 

Tl stop mine ears against the mermaid’s song. 176 


Enter ANGELO. 
ANGELO. Master Antipholus ! 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Ay, that ’s my name. 
ANGELO. I know it well, sir: lo, here is the chain. 
I thought to have ta’en you at the Porpentine ; 180 
The chain unfinish’d made me stay thus long. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What is your will that I shall 
do with this ? 
ANGELO. What please yourself, sir: I have made it 


for you. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Made it for me, sir! I be- 
spoke it not. 184 
eideger 8: Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you 
ave. 


Go home with it, and please your wife withal ; 
And soon at supper-time [ll visit you, 
‘And then receive my money for the chain. 188 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I pray you, sir, receive 
the money now, Lx 
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For fear you ne’er see chain nor money more. 
ANGELO. You are a merry man, sir: fare you well. 
[Exit, leaving the chain. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What I should think of this, 
I cannot tell : 192 
But this I think, there ’s no man is so vain 
That would refuse so fair an offer’d chain. 
I see, a man here needs not live by shifts, 


When in the streets he meets such golden gifts. 196 

Vll to the mart, and there for Dromio stay : 

If any ship put out, then straight away. [Exit. 
ACT IV. 


Scene I.—A Public Place. 
Enter Second Merchant, ANGELO, and an Officer. 

MERCHANT. You know since Pentecost the sum is due, 
And since I have not much importun’d you ; 
Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Persia, and want guilders for my voyage : 4 
Therefore make present satisfaction, 
Or Pll attach you by this officer. 

ANGELO. Even just the sum that I do owe to you 
Is growing to me by Antipholus ; 8 
And in the instant that I met with you 
He had of me a chain: at five o’clock 
I shall receive the money for the same. 
Pleaseth you walk with me down to his house, 12 
I will discharge my bond, and thank you too. 


Enter AntipHoLus of Ephesus and Dromto of Ephesus from the 
Courtezan’s. 
OFFICER. That labour may you save: see where he 
comes. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. While I go to the gold- 
smith’s house, go thou 
And buy a rope’s end, that I will bestow 16 
Among my wife and her confederates, 
For locking me out of my doors by day. 
But soft! I see the goldsmith. Get thee gone ; 
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Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 20 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I buy a thousand pound a year : 
I buy a rope! [Exit. 


ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. A man is well holp up that 
trusts to you: 
I promised your presence and the chain ; 
But neither chain nor goldsmith came to me. 24 
Belike you thought our love would last too long, 
If it were chain’d together, and therefore came not. 
ANGELO. Saving your merry humour, here ’s the note 
How much your chain weighs to the utmost carat. — 28 
The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion, 
Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I stand debted to this gentleman : 
I pray you see him presently discharg’d, 32 
For he is bound to sea and stays but for it. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Iam not furnish’d with the 
present money ; 
Besides, I have some business in the town. 
Good signior, take the stranger to my house, 36 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof : 
Perchance I will be there as soon as you. 
ANGELO. Then, you will bring the chain to her your- 
self 2 40 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. No; bear it with you, lest 
IT come not time enough. 
ANGELO. Well, sir, I will. Have you the chain about 


you ? 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. An if I have not, sir, I hope 
you have, 
Or else you may return without your money. 44 


ANGELO. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the chain : 
Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman, 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Good Lord! you use this 
dalliance to excuse 48 
Your breach of promise to the Porpentine. 
I should have chid you for not bringing it, 
But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 
MERCHANT. The hour steals on; I pray you, sir, dis- 
patch. 52 
ANGELO. You hear how he importunes me: the chain! 
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ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Why, give it tomy wife and 
fetch your money. 
ANGELO. Come,come; you know I gave it you even now. 
Either send the chain or send by me some token. 56 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Fie! now you run this 
humour out of breath. 
Come, where ’s the chain? I pray you, let me see it. 
MERCHANT. My business cannot brook this dalliance. 
Good sir, say whe’r you’ll answer me or no: 60 
If not, Pll leave him to the officer. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I answer you! what should 
I answer you ? 
ANGELO. The money that you owe me for the chain. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I owe you none till I re- 
ceive the chain. 64 
ANGELO. You know I gave it you half an hour since. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. You gave me none: you 
wrong me much to say so. 
ANGELO. You wrong me more, sir, in denying it + 
Consider how it stands upon my credit. 68 
MERCHANT. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit. 
OFFICER. I do; 
And charge you in the duke’s name to obey me. 
ANGELO. This touches me in reputation. 12 
Either consent to pay this sum for me, 
Or I attach you by this officer. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Consent to pay thee that I 
never had ! 
Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar’st 16 
ANGELO. Here is thy fee: arrest him, officer. 
I would not spare my brother in this case, 
If he should scorn me so apparently. 
oFFICER. I do arrest you, sir: you hear the suit. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I do obey thee till I give 
thee bail. 81 
But, sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear 
As all the metal in your shop will answer. 
ANGELO. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus, 84 
To your notorious shame, I doubt it not. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 
DROMIO OF syRacusE. Master, there is a bark of 
Epidamnum 


334 THE COMEDY OF ERRORS [ACT IV 


That stays but till her owner comes aboard, 
And then she bears away. ‘Our fraughtage, sir, 88 
I have convey’d aboard, and I have bought 
The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vite. 
The ship is in her trim ; the merry wind 
Blows fair from land ; they stay for nought at all 92 
But for their owner, master, and yourself. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. How now! a madman! 
Why, thou peevish sheep, 
What ship of Epidamnum stays for me ? 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. A ship you sent me to, to hire 
waftage. 96 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Thou drunken slave, I sent 
thee for a rope ; 
And told thee to what purpose, and what end. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. You sent me for a rope’s end 
as soon : 
You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark. 100 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I will debate this matter at 
more leisure, 
And teach your ears to list me with more heed. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight ; 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 104 
That ’s cover’d o’er with Turkish tapestry, 
There is a purse of ducats : let her send it. 
Tell her I am arrested in the street, 
And that shall bail me. Hie thee, slave, be gone! 108 
On, officer, to prison till it come. 
(Exeunt Merchant, ANGELO, Officer, and ANTIPHoLUS of Ephesus. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. To Adriana! that is where we 
din’d, 
Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband : 


She is too big, I hope, for me to compass. 112 
Thither I must, although against my will, 
For servants must their masters’ minds fulfil. (Exit. 


Scune II.—A Room in the House of AntIpHOLUS of Ephesus. 


Enter Apriana and Luciana. 
ADRIANA. Ah! Luciana, did he tempt thee so ? 
Mightst thou perceive austerely in his eye 
That he did plead in earnest ? yea or no 2? 
Look’d he or red or pale ? or sad or merrily ? 4 
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What observation mad’st thou in this case 
Of his heart’s meteors tilting in his face ? 
LucIANA. First he denied you had in him no right. 
ADRIANA. He meant he did me none; the more my 
Spite. 8 
LUCIANA. Then swore he that he was a stranger here. 
ADRIANA. And true he swore, though yet forsworn he 
were. 
LuciaNA. Then pleaded I for you. 
ADRIANA. And what said he ? 
LUCIANA. That love I begg’d for you he begg’d of me. 
ADRIANA. With what persuasion did he tempt thy love ? 
LUCIANA. With words that in an honest suit might 
move. 
First, he did praise my beauty, then my speech. 
ADRIANA. Didst speak him fair ? 
LUCIANA. Have patience, I beseech. 
ADRIANA. I cannot, nor I will not hold me still : 
My tongue, though not my heart, shall have his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old and sere, 
Ill-fac’d, worse bodied, shapeless everywhere ; 20 
Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind, 
Stigmatical in making, worse in mind. 

LUCIANA. Who would be jealous then, of such a one ? 
No evil lost is wail’d when it is gone. 24 
ADRIANA. Ah! but I think him better than I say, 

And yet would herein others’ eyes were worse. 
Far from her nest the lapwing cries away : 
My heart prays for him, though my tongue do curse. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuse. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Here, go: the desk! the purse! 
sweet, now, make haste. 
LUCIANA. How hast thou lost thy breath ? 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. By running fast. 
ADRIANA. Where is thy master, Dromio ? is he well ? 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No, he’s in Tartar limbo, worse 
than hell. 32 
A devil in an everlasting garment hath him, 
One whose hard heart is button’d up with steel ; 
A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and rough ; 
A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all in buff ; 36 
A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one that countermands 


336 THE COMEDY OF ERRORS [ACT IV 


The passages of alleys, creeks and narrow lands ; 
A hound that runs counter and yet draws dryfoot well ; 
One that, before the judgment, carries poor souls to hell. 
ADRIANA. Why, man, what is the matter ? 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I do not know the matter: he 
is "rested on the case. 
ADRIANA. What, is he arrested ? tell me at whose suit. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I know not at whose suit he 
is arrested well ; 44 
But he’s in a suit of buff which ’rested him, that can 
I tell. 
Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money in 
his desk ? 
ADRIANA. Go fetch it, sister.—{Exit Luciana] This I 
wonder at: 
That he, unknown to me, should be in debt : 48 
Tell me, was he arrested on a band ? 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Not ona band, but ona stronger 


thing ; 
A chain, a chain. Do you not hear it ring ? 
ADRIANA. What, the chain ? 52 


DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No, no, the bell: ’tis time that 

I were gone : 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes one. 
ADRIANA. The hours come back! that did I never 


hear. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. O yes ; if any hour meet a ser- 
geant, a’ turns back for very fear. 56 


ADRIANA. As if Time were in debt ! how fondly dost 
thou reason ! 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Time is a very bankrupt, and 
owes more than he’s worth to season. 
Nay, he’s a thief too: have you not heard men say, 
That Time comes stealing on by night and day ? 60 
If Time be in debt and theft, and a sergeant in the way, 
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a day ? 


Re-enter Lucrana. 
ADRIANA. Go, Dromio: there’s the money, bear it 
straight, 
And bring thy master home immediately. 64 
Come, sister; I am press’d down with conceit ; 
Conceit, my comfort and my injury. . [Exeunt. 
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Scene III.—A Public Place. 
Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. There ’s not a man I meet 
but doth salute me, 
As if I were their well acquainted friend ; 
And every one doth call me by my name. 
Some tender money to me; some invite me; 4 
Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; 
Some offer me commodities to buy : 
Even now a tailor call’d me in his shop 
And show’d me silks that he had bought for me, 8 
And therewithal, took measure of my body. 
Sure these are but imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 


Enter Dromto of Syracuse. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Master, here’s the gold you sent 
me for. 12 
What! have you got the picture of old Adam new 
apparelled ? 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What gold is this? What 
Adam dost thou mean ? 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Not that Adam that kept the 
Paradise, but that Adam that keeps the prison: he that 
goes in the calf’s skin that was killed for the Prodigal : 
he that came behind you, sir, like an evil angel, and bid 
you forsake your liberty. 19 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE., I understand thee not. 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. No? why, ’tis a plain case : 
he that went, like a base-viol, in a case of leather; the 
man, sir, that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them 
a fob, and ’rests them; he, sir, that takes pity on 
decayed men and gives them suits of durance ; he that 
sets up his rest to do more exploits with his mace than 
a motris-pike. 27 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. What, thou meanest an 
officer ? 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the 
band; he that brings any man to answer it that breaks 

his band; one that thinks a man always going to bed, 
and says, ‘God give you good rest !’ 33 
-ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Well, sir, there rest .in 
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your foolery. Is there any ship puts forth to-night ? 
may we be gone ? 36 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Why, sir, I brought you word 
an hour since that the bark Expedition put forth to- 
night ; and then were you hindered by the sergeant to 
tarry for the hoy Delay. Here are the angels that you 


sent for to deliver you. 41 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. ‘The fellow is distract, and 
so am I; 
And here we wander in illusions : 
Some blessed power deliver us from hence ! 44 


Enter a Courtezan. 
‘COURTEZAN. Well met, well met, Master Antipholus. 
I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now : 
Is that the chain you promis’d me to-day ? 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Satan, avoid! I charge 
thee tempt me not ! 48 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Master, is this Mistress Satan ? 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. It is the devil. 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Nay, she is worse, she is the 
devil’s dam, and here she comes in the habit of a light 
wench : and thereof comes that the wenches say, “ God 
damn me;’ that’s as much as to say, ‘God make me 
a light wench.’ It is written, they appear to men like 
angels of light: light is an effect of fire, and fire will 
burn; ergo, light wenches will burn. Come not near 
her. 58 

COURTEZAN. Your man and you are marvellous merry, 
sir. Will you go with me? we'll mend our dinner 
here. 61 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Master, if you do, expect spoon- 
meat, so bespeak a long spoon. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Why, Dromio ? 64 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Marry, he must have a long 
spoon that must eat with the devil. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Avoid thee, fiend! what 

tell’st thou me of supping ? 
Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress : 68 
I conjure thee to leave me and be gone. 
COURTEZAN. Give me the ring of mine you had at 
dinner, 
Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis’d, 
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And Ill be gone, sir, and not trouble you: 72 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Some devilsask but the parings 
of one’s nail, 
A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, 
A nut, a cherry-stone ; 
But she, more covetous, would have a chain. 76 
Master, be wise: an if you give it her, 
The devil will shake her chain and fright us with it. 
COURTEZAN. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the chain : 
T hope you do not mean to cheat me so. 80 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Avaunt, thou witch ! Come, 
Dromio, let us go. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. ‘ Fly pride,’ says the peacock : 
mistress, that you know. 

{Exeunt ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse, and Dromio of Syracuse. 
COURTEZAN. Now, out of doubt, Antipholus is mad, 
Else would he never so demean himself. 84 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 

And for the same he promis’d me a chain : 

Both one and other he denies me now. 

The reason that I gather he is mad, 88 
Besides this present instance of his rage, 

Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner, 

Of his own doors being shut against his entrance. 
Belike his wife, acquainted with his fits, 92 
On purpose shut the doors against his way. 

My way is now to hie home to his house, 

And tell his wife, that, being lunatic, 


He rush’d into my house, and took perforce 96 
My ring away. This course I fittest choose, 
For forty ducats is too much to lose. (Exit. 


Scene [V.—A Street. 
Enter AntrpHoLus of Ephesus and the Officer. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Fear me not, man; I will 
not break away : 
Dll give thee, ere I leave thee. so much money, 
To warrant thee, as I am ’rested for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to-day, 4 
And will not lightly trust the messenger. 
That I should be attach’d in Ephesus, 
Itell you, ’twill sound harshly in her ears. 
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Enter Dromio of Ephesus with a rope’s end. 
Here comes my man: I think he brings the money. 8 
How now, sir! have you that I sent you for ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Here’s that, I warrant you, will 
pay them all. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. But where’s the money ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Why, sir, I gave the money for 
the rope. 12 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Five hundred ducats, villain, 
for a rope ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I'll serve you, sir, five hundred 
at the rate. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. To what end did I bid thee 
~ hie thee home ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. To a rope’s end, sir; and to 


that end am I return’d. 16 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. And to that end, sir, I will 
welcome you. [Beats him. 


OFFICER. Good sir, be patient. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Nay, ’tis for me to be patient ; 
I am in adversity. 

OFFICER. Good now, hold thy tongue. 20 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Nay, rather persuade him to 
hold his hands. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Thou whoreson, senseless 
villain ! 24 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I would I were senseless, sir, 
that I might not feel your blows. 

ANTIPHOLUS, OF EPHESUS. Thou art sensible in nothing 
but blows, and so is an ass. 28 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I am an ass indeed: you may 
prove it by my long ears. I have served him from the 
hour of my nativity to this instant, and have nothing 
at his hands for my service but blows. When I am 
cold, he heats me with beating; when I am warm, he 
cools me with beating; Iam waked with it when I sleep ; 
raised with it when I sit; driven out of doors with it 
when I go from home; welcomed home with it when I 
return ; nay, I bear it on my shoulders, as a beggar wont 
her brat ; and, I think, when he hath lamed me, I shall 
beg with it from door to door. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Come, go along; my wife 
is coming yonder. 41 
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Enter Aprrana, Luctana, the Courtezan, and PINncH. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Mistress, respice finem, respect 
your end; or rather, to prophesy like the parrot, ‘ Be- 
ware the rope’s end.’ 44 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Wilt thou still talk ? [Beats him. 
COURTEZAN. How say you now ? is not your husband 


mad ? 
ADRIANA. His incivility confirms no less. 
Good Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer ; 48 


Establish him in his true sense again, 

And I will please you what you will demand. 
LucIANA. Alas! how fiery and how sharp he looks. 
COURTEZAN. Mark how he trembles in his ecstasy ! 
PINCH. Give me your hand and let me feel your pulse. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. There is my hand, and let 


it feel your ear. [Strikes bim. 
PINCH. I charge thee, Satan, hous’d within this man, 
To yield possession to my holy prayers, 56 


And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight : 
I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Peace, doting wizard, peace ! 
I am not mad. 
ADRIANA. O! that thou wert not, poor distressed soul ! 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. You minion, you, are these 
your customers ? 61 
Did this companion with the saffron face 
Revel and feast it at my house to-day, 
Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut 64 
And I denied to enter in my house ? 
ADRIANA. O husband, God doth know you din’d at 
home ; 
Where would you had remain’d until this time, 
Free from these slanders and this open shame ! 68 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Din’d at home! Thou 
villain, what say’st thou ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Sir, sooth to say, you did not 
dine at home. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Were not my doors lock’d 
up and I shut out ? 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Perdy, your doors were lock’d 
and you shut out. 72 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. And did not she herself re- 
vile me there ? 
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DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Sans fable, she herself revil’d 

you there. 
. ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Did not her kitchen-maid 

rail, taunt, and scorn me ? 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Certes, she did; the kitchen- 
vestal scorn’d you. 76 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. And did not I in rage de- 
part from thence ? 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. In verity you did: my bones 
bear witness, 

That since have felt the vigour of his rage. 79 
ADRIANA. Is ’t good to soothe him in these contraries ? 
PINCH. It is no shame: the fellow finds his vein, 

And, yielding to him humours well his frenzy. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Thou hast suborn’d the 

goldsmith to arrest me. 
ADRIANA. Alas! I sent you money to redeem you, 

By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. 85 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Money by me! heart and good 

will you might ; 

But surely, master, not a rag of money. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Went’st not thou to her for 
a purse of ducats ? 88 

ADRIANA. He came to me, and I deliver’d it. 

LuciANA. And I am witness with her that she did. 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. God and the rope-maker bear 
me witness 

That I was sent for nothing but a rope ! 92 
PINCH. Mistress, both man and master is possess’d : 

I know it by their pale and deadly looks. 

They must be bound and laid in some dark room. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Say, wherefore didst thou 

lock me forth to-day ? 96 

And why dost thou deny the bag of gold 2 
ADRIANA. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. And, gentle master, I receiv’d 


no gold ; 
But I confess, sir, that we were lock’d out. 100 
ADRIANA. Dissembling villain! thou speak’st false in 
both. 


ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Dissembling harlot! thou 
art false in all ; 
And art confederate with a damned pack "7 
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To make a loathsome abject scorn of me ; 104 
But with these nails I'll pluck out those false eyes 
That would behold in me this shameful sport. 

ADRIANA. QO! bind him, bind him, let him not come 


near me. 
PINCH. More company! the fiend is strong within 
him. 108 
vig are Ay me! poor man, how pale and wan he 
ooks ! 


Enter three or four and bind AntIPpHoLus of Ephesus. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. What, will you murder me ? 

Thou gaoler, thou, 
I am thy prisoner: wilt thou suffer them 
To make a rescue ? 

OFFICER, Masters, let him go: 112 
He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him. 

PINCH. Go bind this man, for he is frantic too. 

[They bind Dromio of Ephesus. 

ADRIANA. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer ? 
Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 116 
Do outrage and displeasure to himself 2 

OFFICER. He is my prisoner: if I let him go, 

The debt he owes will be requir’d of me. 

ADRIANA. I will discharge thee ere I go from thee : 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor, 121 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 

Good Master doctor, see him safe convey’d 
Home to my house. O most unhappy day ! 124 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. O most unhappy strumpet ! 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Master, I am here enter’d in 

bond for you. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Out on thee, villain ! where- 

fore dost thou mad me ? 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Will you be bound for nothing ? 
be mad, good master; ery, ‘the devil!’ 129 

LuctIANA. God help, poor souls! how idly do they 

talk. 

ADRIANA. Go bear him hence. Sister, go you with 


me [Exeunt Prncu and Assistants with ANTIPHOLUS of 
Ephesus and Dromio of Ephesus. 
Say now, whose suit is he arrested at ? 132 


OFFICER. One Angelo, a goldsmith ; do you know him ? 
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ADRIANA. Iknowthe man. What is the sum he owes ? 
OFFICER. ‘Two hundred ducats. 
ADRIANA. Say, how grows it due? 
OFFICER. Due for a chain your husband had of him. 
ADRIANA. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had it 
not. 137 
COURTEZAN. Whenas your husband all in rage, to-day 
Came to my house, and took away my ring,— 
The ring I saw upon his finger now,— 140 
Straight after did I meet him with a chain. 
ADRIANA. It may be so, but I did never see it. 
Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is : 
I long to know the truth hereof at large. 144 


rv 
Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse and Dromio of Syracuse, with 
rapiers drawn. 

LUCIANA. God, for thy mercy ! they are loose again. 

ADRIANA. And come with naked swords. Let.’s call 

more help 
To have them bound again. 
OFFICER. Away! they'll kill us. 
{[Exeunt Apriana, Luctana, and Officer. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I see, these witches are 
afraid of swords. 148 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. She that would be your wife 

now ran from you. 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Come to the Centaur; 

fetch our stuff from thence : 
I long that we were safe and sound aboard. 

DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Faith, stay here this night, 
they will surely do us no harm ; you saw they speak us 
fair, give us gold: methinks they are such a gentle 
nation, that, but for the mountain of mad flesh that 
claims marriage of me, I could find in my heart to stay 
here still, and turn witch. 157 

ANTIPHOLUS OF SyRACUSE. I will not stay to-night 

for all the town ; 
Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard. (Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 


Scene I.—A Street before an Abbey. 
Enter Merchant and ANGELO. 
ANGELO. I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d you ; 
But, I protest, he had the chain of me, 
Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 
MERCHANT. How is the man esteem’d here in the city ? 
ANGELO. Of very reverend reputation, sir, 
Of credit infinite, highly belov’d, 
Second to none that lives here in the city : 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 8 
MERCHANT. Speak softly : yonder, as I think, he walks. 


Enter ANTIPHOLUS of SyRacuSE and Dromio of Syracuse. 


ANGELO. “Tis so; and that self chain about his neck 
Which he forswore most monstrously to have. 
Good sir, draw near to me, I'll speak to him. 12 
Signior Antipholus, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this shame and trouble ; 
And not without some scandal to yourself, 
With circumstance and oaths so to deny 16 
This chain which now you wear so openly : 
Beside the charge, the shame, imprisonment, 
You have done wrong to this my honest friend, 
Who, but for staying on our controversy, 20 
Had hoisted sail and put to sea to-day. 
This chain you had of me; can you deny it ? 
ANTIPHOLUS OF syRAcUSE. I think I had: I never did 
deny it. 
MERCHANT. Yes, that you did, sir, and forswore it too. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. Who heard me to deny it 
or forswear it ? 25 
MERCHANT. These ears of mine, thou know’st, did hear 


thee. 
Fie on thee, wretch! ’tis pity that thou liv’st 
To walk where any honest men resort. 28 


ANTIPHOLUS OF syRACUSE. Thou art a villain to im- 
peach me thus : 
I'll prove mine honour and mine honesty 
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Against thee presently, if thou dar’st stand. 
MERCHANT. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 
[They draw. 
Enter Apriana, Luctana, Courtezan, and Others. 
ADRIANA. Hold! hurt him not, for God’s sake! he is 
mad. 33 
Some get within him, take his sword away. 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Run, master, run; for God’s 
sake, take a house ! 36 
This is some priory: in, or we are spoil’d. 
([Exeunt ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse and DRoMIO 
aS of Syracuse to the Abbey. 


Enter the Abbess. 
ABBESS. Be quiet, people. Wherefore throng you 


hither ? 
ADRIANA. To fetch my poor distracted husband hence. 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast, 40 


And bear him home for his recovery. 
ANGELO. I knew he was not in his perfect wits. 
MERCHANT. I am sorry now that I did draw on him. 
ABBESS. How long hath this possession held the man ? 
ADRIANA. This week he hath been heavy, sour, sad, 

And much different from the man he was ; 

But, till this afternoon his passion 


Ne’er brake into extremity of rage. 48 
ABBESS. Hath he not lost much wealth by wrack of 
sea ? 


Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his eye 
Stray’d his affection in unlawful love ? 

A sin prevailing much in youthful men, 52 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 

Which of these sorrows is he subject to ? 

ADRIANA. To none of these, except it be the last , 
Namely, some love that drew him oft from home. 56 
ABBESS. You should for that have reprehended him. 

ADRIANA. Why, so I did. 

ABBESS. Ay, but not rough enough. 
ADRIANA. As roughly as my modesty would let me. 
ABBESS. Haply, in private. 

ADRIANA. And in assemblies too. 
ABBESS. Ay, but not enough. 61 
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ADRIANA. It was the copy of our conference : 
In bed, he slept not for my urging it ; 
At board, he fed not for my urging it ; 64 
Alone, it was the subject of my theme ; 
In company I often glanced it : 
Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

ABBEsS. And thereof came it that the man was mad : 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 69 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog’s tooth. 

It seems, his sleeps were hinder’d by thy railing, 

And thereof comes it that his head is light. 12 
Thou say’st his meat was sauc’d with thy upbraidings : 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions ; 

Thereof the raging fire of fever bred : 

And what ’s a fever but a fit of madness 2 16 
Thou say’st his sports were hinder’d by thy brawls : 
Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth ensue 

But moody moping, and dull melancholy, 

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair, 80 
And at her heels a huge infectious troop 

Of pale distemperatures and foes to life ? 

In food, in sport, and life-preserving rest 

To be disturb’d, would mad or man or beast : 84 
The consequence is then, thy jealous fits 

Have scar’d thy husband from the use of wits. 

LUCIANA. She never reprehended him but mildly 
When he demean’d himself rough, rude, and wildly. 88 
Why bear you these rebukes and answer not ? 

ADRIANA. She did betray me to my own reproof. 
Good people, enter, and Jay hold on him. 

ABBESS. No; not a creature enters in my house. 

ADRIANA. Then, let your servants bring my husband 

forth. 93 

ABBESS. Neither: he took this place for sanctuary, 
And it shall privilege him from your hands 
Till I have brought him to his wits again, 96 
Or lose my labour in assaying it. 

ADRIANA. I will attend my husband, be his nurse, 
Diet his sickness, for it is my office, 

And will have no attorney but myself ; 100 
And therefore let me have him home with me. 

ABBESS. Be patient ; for I will not let him stir 

Till I have us’d the approved means I have, 
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With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers, 104 

To make of him a formal man again. 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order ; 

Therefore depart and leave him here with me. 108 
ADRIANA. I will not hence and leave my husband here ; 

And ill it doth beseem your holiness 


To separate the husband and the wife. lll 
ABBESS. Be quiet, and depart: thou shalt not have 
him. (Exit. 


LUCIANA. Complain unto the duke of this indignity. 
ADRIANA. Come, go: I will fall prostrate at his feet, 
And never rise until my tears and prayers 
Have won his Grace to come in person hither, 116 
And take perforce my husband from the abbess. 
SECOND MERCHANT, By this, I think, the dial points at 
five : 
Anon, I’m sure, the duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale, 120 
The place of death and sorry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 
ANGELO. Upon what cause ? 
SECOND MERCHANT. To see a reverend Syracusian 
merchant, 124 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Against the laws and statutes of this town, 
Beheaded publicly for his offence. 
ANGELO. See where they come: we will behold his 
death. 128 
LUCIANA. Kneel to the duke before he pass the abbey. 


Enter Duk attended ; A{cEON bare-headed ;. with the Headsman 
and other Officers. 
DUKE. Yet once again proclaim it publicly, 
If any friend will pay the sum for him, 


He shall not die ; so much we tender him. 132 
ADRIANA. Justice, most sacred duke, against the 
abbess! 


DUKE. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady : 
It cannot be that she hath done thee wrong. 
ADRIANA. May it please your Grace, Antipholus, my 
husband, 136 
Whom I made lord of me and all I had, 


SCENEI] THE COMEDY OF ERRORS 349 


At your important letters, this ill day 

A most outrageous fit of madness took him, 

That desperately he hurried through the street,— 140 

With him his bondman, all as mad as he,— 

Doing displeasure to the citizens 

By rushing in their houses, bearing thence 

Rings, jewels, anything his rage did like. 144 

Once did I get him bound and sent him home, 

Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went 

That here and there his fury had committed. 

Anon, I wot not by what strong escape, 148 

He broke from those that had the guard of him, 

And with his mad attendant and himself, 

Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords 

Met us again, and, madly bent on us 152 

Chas’d us away, till, raising of more aid 

We came again to bind them. Then they fled 

Into this abbey, whither we pursu’d them ; 

And here the abbess shuts the gates on us, 156 

And will not suffer us to fetch him out, 

Nor send him forth that we may bear him hence. 

Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command 

Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 
DUKE. Long since thy husband serv’d me in my wars, 

And I to thee engag’d a prince’s word, 

When thou didst make him master of thy bed, 

To do him all the grace and good I could. 164 

Go, some of you, knock at the abbey gate 

And bid the lady abbess come to me. 

I will determine this before I stir. 


Enter a Servant. 
SERVANT. O mistress, mistress! shift and save your- 
self ! 168 

My master and his man are both broke loose, 
Beaten the maids a-row and bound the doctor, 
Whose beard they have sing’d off with brands of fire ; 
And ever as it blaz’d they threw on him 172 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair. 
My master preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with scissors nicks him like a fool ; 
And sure, unless you send some present help, 176 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 
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ADRIANA. Peace, fool!.thy master and his man are 
here, 
And that is false thou dost report to us. 
SERVANT. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true ; 


I have not breath’d almost, since I did see it. 181 
He cries for you and vows, if he can take you, 

To scotch your face, and to disfigure you. [Cry within. 
Hark, hark! I hear him, mistress: fly, be gone ! 184 


DUKE. Come, stand by me; fear nothing. Guard with 
halberds ! 
ADRIANA. Ay me, it is my husband! Witness you, 
That he is borne about invisible : 
Even now we hous’d him in the abbey here, 188 
And now he’s here, past thought of human reason. 


Enter AnTIPHoLUS of Ephesus and Dromio of Ephesus. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Justice, most gracious duke! 
O! grant me justice, 
Even for the service that long since I did thee, 
When I bestrid thee in the wars and took 192 
Deep scars to save thy life; even for the blood 
That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice. 
GEON. Unless the fear of death doth make me dote, 
I see my son Antipholus and Dromio ! 196 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Justice, sweet prince, 
against that woman there ! 
She whom thou gav’st to me to be my wife, 
That hath abused and dishonour’d me, 
Even in the strength and height of injury ! 200 
Beyond imagination is the wrong 
That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 
DUKE. Discover how, and thou shalt find me just. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. This day, great duke, she 
shut the doors upon me, 204 
While she with harlots feasted in my house. 
DUKE. A grievous fault! Say, woman, didst thou so ? 
ADRIANA. No, my good lord: myself, he, and my sister 
To-day did dine together. So befall my soul 208 
As this is false he burdens me withal ! 
LucIANA. Ne’er may I look on day, nor sleep on night, 
But she tells to your highness simple truth ! 
ANGELO. O perjur’d woman! They are both forsworn: 
In this the madman justly chargeth them ! 213 


SCENEI] THE COMEDY OF ERRORS 351 


og eee. OF EPHESUS. My liege, Iam advised what 
say : 
Neither disturb’d with the effect of wine, 
Nor heady-rash, provok’d with raging ire, 216 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad. 
This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner : 
That goldsmith there, were he not pack’d with her, 
Could witness it, for he was with me then ; 220 
Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 
Promising to bring it to the Porpentine, 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not. coming thither, 224 
I went to seek him: in the street I met him, 
And in his company that gentleman. 
There did this perjur’d goldsmith swear me down 
That I this day of him receiv’d the chain, 228 
Which, God he knows, I saw not; for the which 
He did arrest me with an officer. 
I did obey, and sent my peasant home 
For certain ducats : he with none return’d 232 
Then fairly I bespoke the officer 
To go in person with me to my house. 
By the way we met 
My wife, her sister, and a rabble more 236 
Of vile confederates : along with them 
They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac’d villain, 
A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 
A threadbare juggler, and a fortune-teller, 240 
A needy, hollow-ey’d, sharp-looking wretch, 
A living-dead man. This pernicious slave, 
Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer, 
And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse, 244 
And with no face, as *twere, out-facing me, 
Cries out, I was possess’d. Then, altogether 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence, 
And in a dark and dankish vault at home 248 
There left me and my man, both bound together ; 
Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in sunder, 
I gain’d my freedom, and immediately 
Ran hither to your Grace ; whom I beseech 254 
To give me ample satisfaction . 
For these deep shames and great indignities. 
ANGELO. My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with him, 
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That he din’d not at home, but was lock’d out. 256 
DUKE. But had he such a chain of thee, or no ? 
ANGELO. He had, my lord; and when he ran in here, 

These people saw the chain about his neck. 

SECOND MERCHANT. Besides, I will be sworn these ears 
of mine 260 

Heard you confess you had the chain of him 

After you first forswore it on the mart ; 

And thereupon I drew my sword on you ; 

And then you fled into this abbey here, 264 

From whence, I think, you are come by miracle. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I never came within these 

abbey walls ; 

Norever didst thou draw thy sword on me ; 

I never saw the chain, so help me heaven ! 268 

And this is false you burden me withal. 

DUKE. Why, what an intricate impeach is this ! 

I think you all have drunk of Circe’s cup. 

If here you hous’d him, here he would have been; 272 

If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly ; 

You say he din’d at home; the goldsmith here 

Denies that saying. Sirrah, what say you ? 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Sir, he din’d with her there, at 


the Porpentine. 276 
COURTEZAN. He did, and from my finger snatch’d that 
ring. 


ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. *Tis true, my liege; this ring 
I had of her. 

DUKE. Saw’st thou him enter at the abbey here ? 

COURTEZAN. Assure, my liege, as I dosee your Grace. 

DUKE. Why, this is strange. Go call the abbess hither. 


[Exit an Attendant. 
I think you are all mated or stark mad. 


GEON. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a 
word : 
Haply I see a friend will save my life, 284 
And pay the sum that may deliver me. 
DUKE. Speak freely, Syracusian, what thou wilt. 
MGEON. Is not your name, sir, called Antipholus 2 


And is not that your bondman Dromio ? 288 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Within this hour I was his bond- 
man, SII ; 


But he, I thank him, gnaw’d in two my cords : 
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Now am I Dromio and his man, unbound. 
GEON. I am sure you both of you remember me. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Ourselves we do remember, sir, 
by you ; 293 
For lately we were bound, as you are now. 
You are not Pinch’s patient, are you, sir ? 
4#GEON. Why look you strange on me ? you know me 


well. 296 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I never saw you in my life 
till now. 


2GEON. O! grief hath chang’d me since you saw me last, 
And careful hours, with Time’s deformed hand, 

Have written strange defeatures in my face : 300 
But tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice ? 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Neither. 

#GEON. Dromio, nor thou ? 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. No, trust me, sir, not I. 304 

GEON. Iam sure thou dost. 

DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Ay, sir; but I am sure I do 
not ; and whatsoever a man denies, you are now bound 
to believe him. 308 

GEON. Not know my voice! O, time’s extremity, 
Hast thou so crack’d and splitted my poor tongue 
In seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untun’d cares ? 312 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter’s drizzled snow, 

And all the conduits of my blood froze up, 

Yet hath my night of life some memory, 316 
My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left, 

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear: 

All these old witnesses, I cannot err, 

Tell me thou art my son Antipholus. 320 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I never saw my father in my 

life. 

ZZGEON. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy, 
Thou know’st we parted: but perhaps, my son, 

Thou sham’st to acknowledge me in misery. 324 

ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. The duke and all that know 

me in the city 
’ Can witness with me that it is not so: 
1 ne’er saw Syracusa in my life. 
DUKE. I tell thee, Syracusian, twenty years 328 
SH.I N 
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Have I been patron to Antipholus, 
During which time he ne’er saw Syracusa. 


I see thy age and dangers make thee dote. 331 
Re-enter Abbess, with ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse and Dromio of 
Syracuse. 


ABBESS. Most mightyduke, beholdaman much wrong’d. 
[All gather to see him. 
ADRIANA. I see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me! 
DUKE. One of these men is Genius to the other ; 
And so of these: which is the natural man, 
And which the spirit ? Who deciphers them ? 336 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. I, sir, am Dromio: command 
him away. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. I, sir, am Dromio: pray let me 
stay. 
nShereaetict OF SYRACUSE. Aigeon art thou not ? or 
else his ghost ? 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. QO! my old master; who hath 
bound him here ? 340 
ABBESS. Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds, 
And gain a husband by his liberty. 
Speak, old Aigeon, if thou be’st the man 
That hadst a wife once call’d Aimilia, 344 
That bore thee at a burden two fair sons. 
O! if thou be’st the same A%geon, speak, 
And speak unto the same Atmilia ! 
#GEON. If I dream not, thou art Amilia: 348 
If thou art she, tell me where is that son 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft ? 
ABBESS. By men of Epidamnum, he and I, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up: 352 
But by and by rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my son from them, 
And me they left with those of Epidamnum. 
What then became of them, I cannot tell ; 356 
I to this fortune that you see me in. 
DUKE. Why, here begins his morning story right : 
These two Antipholus’, these two so like, 
And these two Dromios, one in semblance, 360 
Besides her urging of her wrack at sea ; 
These are the parents to these children, 
Which accidentally are met together. 
Antipholus, thou cam’st from Corinth first 2. 364 
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ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. No, sir, not I; I came 
from Syracus¢. 
DUKE. Stay, stand apart ; I know not which is which. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. I came from Corinth, my 
most gracious lord,— 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. And I with him. 368 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Brought to this town by 
that most famous warrior, 
Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle. 
ADRIANA. Which of you two did dine with me to-day ? 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I, gentle mistress. 372 
ADRIANA. And are not you my husband ? 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. No; I say nay to that. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. And so dol; yet did she 
eall me so; 
And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here, 376 
Did call me brother. [To Luctaya.} What I told you then, 
I hope I shall have leisure to make good, 
If this be not a dream I see and hear. 
ANGELO. That is the chain, sir, which you had of me. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. I think it be, sir; I deny 
it not. 381 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. And you, sir, for this chain 
arrested me. 
ANGELO. I think I did, sir; I deny it not. 
ADRIANA. I sent you money, sir, to be your bail, 
By Dromio; but I think he brought it not. 385 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. No, none by me. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. This purse of ducats I 
receiv’d from you, 
And Dromio, my man, did bring them me. 388 
I see we still did meet each other’s man, 
And I was ta’en for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon these errors are arose. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. These ducats pawn I for 
my father here. 392 
DUKE. It shall not need: thy father hath his life. 
COURTEZAN. Sir, I must have that diamond from you. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. There, take it; and much 
thanks for my good cheer. 
ABBESS. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains 
To go with us into the abbey here, : 397 
And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes ; 
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And all that are assembled in this place, 
That by this sympathized one day’s error 400 
Have suffer’d wrong, go keep us company, 
And we shall make full satisfaction. 
Thirty-three years have I but gone in travail 
Of, you, my sons; and, till this present hour 404 
My; heavy burdens ne’er delivered. 
The duke, my husband, and my children both, 
And you the calendars of their nativity, 
Go to a gossip’s feast, and joy with me : 408 
After so long grief such festivity ! 
DUKE. With all my heart I'll gossip at this feast. 
[Exeunt Duxr, Abbess, -EGEoN, Courtezan, 
& Merchant, ANGELO, and Attendants. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Master, shall I fetch your stuff 
from shipboard ? 
ANTIPHOLUS OF EPHESUS. Dromio, what stuff of mine 
hast thou embark’d ? 412 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Your goods that lay at host, 
sir, in the Centaur. 
ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE. He speaks to me. I am 
your master, Dromio : 
Come, go with us; we'll look to that anon: 
Embrace thy brother there ; rejoice with him. 416 
[Exeunt ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse and ANTIPHOLUS of 
Ephesus, ADRIANA and Luciana. 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. There is a fat friend at your 
master’s house, 
That kitchen’d me for you to-day at dinner : 
She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Methinks you are my glass, and 
not my brother : 420 
I see by you I am a sweet-fac’d youth. 
Will you walk in to see their gossiping ? 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. Not I, sir; you are my elder. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. That ’s a question: how shall 
we try it 4 424 
DROMIO OF SYRACUSE. We'll draw cuts for the senior : 
till then lead thou first. 
DROMIO OF EPHESUS. Nay, then, thus: 
We came into the world like brother and brother ; 
And now let ’s go hand in hand, not one before another. 
[Exeunt. 
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INTRODUCTION 


Tue first folio (1623) text of Much Ado About 
Nothing was evidently printed from a prompter’s copy 
of the quarto edition of the play, which had appeared 
in the year 1600. In this prompter’s copy some words 
had been corrected, some lines had perhaps been omitted 
(or else they were accidentally omitted from the folio), 
and the stage-directions were made more exact. On 
a fly-leaf of a volume of the Stationers’ Registers with 
the date ‘4 Augusti’ appears an entry according to 
which three plays of Shakespeare—As You Like It, 
Henry V, and the present play—together with Ben 
Jonson’s Every Man in his Humour, are ‘to be staied ’, 
that is, are not yet to be printed. The item on the fly- 
leaf immediately preceding this is dated ‘27 May 1600’, 
and it has been assumed that the entry concerning 
Much Ado belongs to the same year; but by the 
23rd August of that year, as we learn from another entry, 
the ‘stay’ had been removed as regards this play, 
which presently, as a fact, was published. No mention 
of Much Ado is made in Meres’s list of Shakespeare’s 
plays (1598), unless, indeed, Mr. Brae was right in identi- 
fying the present play with Meres’s Love’s Labour ’s 
Won. But the great majority of scholars hold that 
if Love’s Labour’s Won be not lost, it was an earlier 
title for the comedy in which the love-labours of Helena 
are rewarded, now known to us as All’s Well that ends 
Well. 

The alleged allusions in our play to contemporary 
events are far too uncertain to be relied on; it is 
needless to notice them here; but the general spirit 
of Much Ado, together with the evidence afforded by 
the character of style and versification, indicates that 
it lies close to Twelfth Night and As You Like It, and 
we cannot be far wrong if, placing it first in this group 
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of joyous and romantic comedies, we assign it to the 
year 1598. 

Dr. Furness is inclined to believe that Shakespeare’s 
comedy may have had its direct source in an older 
comedy named Benedicte and Betteris, which is named 
in the Lord Treasurer’s accounts for 1612-13. But 
this, as he admits, is pure conjecture, and it seems 
much more probable that by Benedicte and Betteris 
is meant Much Ado itself, which was certainly performed 
in this year of King James’s reign. For the tricks by 
which the hero and heroine are brought to admit to 
themselves that they love one another, notwithstanding 
all their war of words, no source has been discovered. 
Here probably Shakespeare drew upon his own inven- 
tion. But in the fifth book of Ariosto’s Orlando 
Furioso appears a variant, if not a source, of the 
incident by which Claudio is made to believe in the 
infidelity of Hero. Sir John Harington’s translation 
of the Orlando Furioso had appeared in 1591, but we 
learn from him that an earlier version of the story which 
concerns us—that of Ariodante and Genevra—had 
been made by Turberville. This version is unfor- 
tunately lost, nor do we possess The tragecall and 
pleasaunte history of Ariodanto and Jeneura, of yet 
earlier date, by a certain Peter Beverley. A play 
entitled A Historie of Ariodante and Geneuora was 
presented before Queen Elizabeth in 1582, and from 
this Shakespeare may possibly have taken the incident 
of the personation of Hero at the window by her 
waiting-woman Margaret, an incident that is absent 
from a novel by Bandello which must certainly be 
reckoned among Shakespeare’s sources immediate or 
remote. In Bandello’s story we have ‘the ascent of 
a man at night by means of a ladder to the chamber 
of the heroine, the despair and fury of the lover, his 
rejection of his mistress, her death, her secret revival, 
her seclusion, her pretended funeral, with an epitaph 
on her tomb’ (Furness). The scene of Bandello’s 
story is Messina, and the names Leonato and Don Pedro 
are common to him and Shakespeare. There may have 
been, as Furness conjectures, some lost English play 
intermediate between Bandello and Shakespeare, but 
undoubtedly we are here on the track of the Hero 


360 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING 


and Claudio plot. Nor,, having arrived so far, need 
we do more than refer to Spenser’s tale of Claribell and 
her handmaid Pryene in the Faerve Queene, Book II, 
Canto IV, nor to the German play of Jakob Ayrer 
Die schine Phoenicia, and other alleged sources or 
variants in drama and romance which have been 
brought into connexion with Much Ado About Nothing. 

The allusions to Much Ado show that it was popular 
from the first, and in particular the scenes where 
Dogberry and Verges appear. How indeed could it be 
other than popular, save at some period, like that of 
the Restoration, when honest mirth was not enough 
to satisfy the spectators of the.theatre 4 The strands 
of the intrigue are admirably twisted together, and out 
of very diverse elements a complete unity is wrought. 
It is a play good to read in the study and better to 
witness on the stage, if the presenters of Benedick 
and Beatrice have a true conception of their parts 
and render that conception as if under the musical 
direction allegro con brio. 

The play has been cited by Coleridge as an example 
of Shakespeare’s subordination of plot-interest to the 
interest in character. The criticism is just, and accord- 
ingly what Shakespeare derived from his sources is of 
far less importance than what originated in his own 
imagination: ‘Don John is the mainspring of the plot 
of this play ; but he is merely shown and then with- 
drawn.’ The slanders and fraud which interrupt the 
course of Hero’s love are chiefly of importance as 
giving occasion for a complete understanding between 
Beatrice and Benedick and an opportunity for the 
wise Dogberry and goodman Verges to display their 
wisdom and astuteness. 

We see from the outset that Benedick and Beatrice 
are meant for each other. Shakespeare’s doctrine 
concerning the war of the sexes is that it is only a 
bright prelude to the victory of love and a permanent 
treaty of peace. Berowne in the end will hold hands 
with Rosaline. . Katherine will rejoice when she can feel 
herself subdued by the mastery of Petruchio. Beatrice 
-needs only a good excuse for bestowing her best gifts 
on Benedick. They have known each other before 
the play opens; they have encountered each other in 
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the lists of mimic strife; each desires no better 
antagonist. The first word of Beatrice is to inquire 
whether ‘Signior Mountanto’ has returned from the 
wars or no. She has appropriated him as her special 
theme for mockery ; he is already her own for the ends 
of laughter, and the laughter of Beatrice is so glad an 
outbreak of the brain and heart that it lies not very far 
from admiration and love. And Beatrice in turn is 
already Benedick’s dear Lady Disdain; on no one 
else does he care half so much to try the edge of his 
wit ; he is better pleased to be the subject of her jest 
than to be praised by another for his valour, his 
gallantry, his brilliance. But each, for the mirth of it, 
has taken up an attitude of opposition towards the 
other, and needs some easily accepted excuse for con- 
fessing the lover. If, after this, some generous bond of 
alliance could be provided, coming not merely from 
the brain but from the heart and will, the union of 
true comradeship would be signed and sealed. The 
joy of life would be deepened and quickened by the 
sorrow of life. The needed excuse is provided by the 
trick which makes it no self-betrayal but an act of 
magnanimity to confess the presence of love. And the 
bond is added by the opportunity of working, as a single 
will, to right the grievous wrong under which Hero 
suffers. Such is the course and progress of the play. 

The mirth of Beatrice (and no less that of Benedick) 
is an outbreak of the joyous energy of life; but 
neither hero nor heroine is frivolous. When the scene 
darkens, and the shameless accusation is brought 
against Hero, the first word of Benedick, as soon as 
the others have departed, is the question ‘ Lady, have 
you wept all this while?’ and the two wills of man 
and maid are instantly made one in the desire by active 
measures to right a cruel injustice. Berowne, the mocker 
of Love’s Labour ’s Lost, had been dismissed by Rosaline 
for a twelvemonth to 


Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches. 


The probation of Benedick is not so long; but he too, 
who is strong and valiant as well as mirthful, is to 
know the graver side of life and is to prove his courage 
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and his force. It seems as if Shakespeare, while he 
loved laughter, thought that laughter must live in 
alliance with a firm grasp of the serious realities of our 
world, full, as it is, of dark and bright. 

If the brilliance of wit in Beatrice and Benedick needs 
a dramatic foil, we have it in the unconscious humour 
supplied by the magnificent ineptitude of that prince 
of Elizabethan watchmen, Dogberry, and the dim 
intelligence of that ‘honest soul as ever broke bread ’, 
Verges, whom Dogberry patronizes from his heights 
of superior stupidity. Yet, such is*the irony of life, 
it is by means of these foolish officers that the knot of 
the plot is disentangled. It is in the most genial spirit 
that Shakespeare weighs down his own understanding 
until it touches the level to which, in the pride of his 
heart and the glory of his office, that of Dogberry 
rises. 

The play, at least from the eighteenth century on- 
wards, has had a brilliant stage-history. The Restora- 
tion seems to have known Much Ado only through the 
atrocious Law against Lovers, in which Davenant 
united something spoilt from Measure for Measure 
with something spoilt from the present play. Moliére 
was brought to Shakespeare’s aid by the Rev. James 
Miller when in 1737 he produced his farrago entitled 
The Universal Passion. But some eleven years later 
Garrick first appeared as Benedick to Mrs. Pritchard’s 
Beatrice, and immediately after his marriage Garrick 
again came forward as Benedick ‘the married man’. 
He loved the part, and chose to figure in it at the 
Jubilee of 1769. Until the close of his dramatic career 
he returned to the boards, now and again, as Benedick, 
and made the part his own. At a later date Mrs. Siddons 
acted as Beatrice, but her greatest triumphs were rather 
in tragedy than comedy. 

In the nineteenth century the Beatrice who best 
deserves to be remembered was Miss Helen Faucit, but 
those whose memory cannot reach back to her per- 
formance can hardly believe that it surpassed the 
admirable rendering of the part by Miss Ellen Terry 
to the Benedick of Henry Irving. Miss Helen Faucit 
has given an elaborate study of the part in an essay 
which took the form of a letter addressed to Mr. Ruskin. 
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She tells how Mr. Charles Kemble, who was then playing 
a series of farewell performances, singled her out in her 
earliest days to play before a Covent Garden assembly 
the part of Beatrice to his own Benedick. A little 
later when Kemble’s last night actually came, and Miss 
Faucit stood weeping on her mother’s shoulder, ‘he 
saw me,’ she writes, ‘and exclaimed “ What! my Lady 
baby Beatrice all in tears! What shall I do to comfort 
her ? What can I give her in remembrance of her first 
Benedick ?” I sobbed out “Give me the book from 
which you studied Benedick”’. He answered, “ You 
shall have it, my dear, and many others!” ’ And the 
books by and by arrived with a charming letter on 
the title-page addressed to his ‘dear little friend’. 
A critic of the day complained that Helen Faucit had 
not the hearty laugh of Mrs. Jordan, that made the 
listener doubt that such a woman could ever be un- 
happy; but Helen Faucit desired to exhibit, together 
with that raillery which comes from high spirits 
tempered by goodness of heart, the tenderness and 
dignity of the character of Beatrice, seen most strikingly 
in the perfect faith which she retains in her cousin’s 
innocence and in the indignation felt towards the man 
who on the evidence only of a shallow trick has out- 
raged her maiden modesty before the altar. Here, 
as in other plays, the exigencies of a fifth act induce 
Shakespeare to be far too generous to the unworthy 
lover, whose repentance is a poor atonement for his 
offence. Mr. Andrew Lang does not go far beyond 
the truth when he styles Claudio ‘a hateful young 
cub’; but in comedy we must not press argument too 
hard against persons who are needful to evolve a plot. 
We must grant certain theatrical postulates now and 
again in order to secure at other times a true repre- 
sentation of life. ‘It is pretty plain,’ writes Mr. Lang, 
‘that Shakespeare loved not the gay rufflers of his 
age, though, after all, in opposition to the sullen and 
suspicious vanity, the heartless raillery, of Claudio, he 
has given us the immortal Mercutio as a representative 
of the gallants of his time.’ 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Don Pepro, Prince of Arragon. 
Don Joun, his bastard Brother. 
CLaupIo, a young Lord of Florence. 
BENEDICK, a young Lord of Padua. 
Leonato, Governor of Messina. 
ANTONIO, his Brother. 

BALTHAZAR, Servant to Don Pedro. 
BoracuHto, 
CoNRADE, 
DocsBeErRry, a Constable. 
VERGES, a Headborough. 
Friar FRANCIS. 

A Sexton. 

A Boy. 


followers of Don John. 


Hero, Daughter to Leonato. 
Bratrice, Niece to Leonato. 
MaRGARET, 


icant: Waiting-gentlewomen attending on Here. 


Messengers, Watch, Attendants, &c. 


ScrnE.—Messina. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING 


ACT I: 


Scene I.—Before Lreonato’s House. 
Enter Leonato, Hero, Brearrice and others, with a 
Messenger. 

LEONATO. I learn in this letter that Don Pedro of 
Arragon comes this night to Messina. 

MESSENGER. He is very near by this: he was not 
three leagues off when I left him. 4 

LEONATO. How many gentlemen have you lost in this 
action ? 

MESSENGER. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

LEONATO. A victory is twice itself when the achiever 
brings home full numbers. I find here that Don Pedro 
hath bestowed much honour on a young Florentine called 
Claudio. 11 

MESSENGER. Much deserved on his part and equally 
remembered by Don Pedro. He hath borne himself 
beyond the promise of his age, doing in the figure of 
a lamb the feats of a lion: he hath indeed, better 
bettered expectation than you must expect of me to 
tell you how. 17 

LEONATO. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be 
very much glad of it. 

MESSENGER. Ihave already delivered him letters, and 
there appears much joy in him; even so much that joy 
could not show itself modest enough without a badge of 
bitterness. 

LEONATO. Did he break out into tears ? 24 

MESSENGER. In great measure. 

LEONATO. A kind overflow of kindness. There are no 
faces truer than those that are so washed: how much 
better is it to weep at joy than to joy at weeping ! 28 

BEATRICE. I pray you is Signior Mountanto returned 
from the wars or no ? 

MESSENGER. I know none of that name, lady: there 
was none such in the army of any sort. 32 


366 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING [act I 


LEONATO. What is he that you ask for, niece ? 

HERO. My cousin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 

MESSENGER. O! he is returned, and as pleasant as 
ever he was. 36 

BEATRICE. He set up his bills here in Messina and 
challenged Cupid at the flight; and my uncle’s fool, 
reading the challenge, subscribed for Cupid, and chal- 
lenged him at the bird-bolt. I pray you, how many 
hath he killed and eaten in these wars ? But how many 
hath he killed ? for, indeed, I promised to eat all of his 
killing. 43 

LEONATO. Faith, niece, you tax Signior Benedick 
too much; but he’ll be meet with you, I doubt it 


not... 
MESSENGER. He hath done good service, lady, in these 
wars. 48 


BEATRICE. You had musty victual, and he hath holp 
to eat it: he is a very valiant trencher-man; he hath 
an excellent stomach. 

MESSENGER. And a good soldier too, lady. 52 

BEATRICE. And a good soldier to a lady; but what 
is he to a lord ? 

MESSENGER. A lord to a lord, a man to a man; 
stuffed with all honourable virtues. 56 

BEATRICE. It is so, indeed; he is no less than 
a stuffed man; but for the stuffing,—well, we are all 
mortal. 

LEONATO. You must not, sir, mistake my niece. 
There is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick 
and her: they never meet but there ’s a skirmish of wit 
between them. 63 

BEATRICE: Alas! he gets nothing by that. In our 
last conflict four of his five wits went halting off, and 
now is the whole man governed with one! so that if he 
have wit enough to keep himself warm, let him bear it 
for a difference between himself and his horse; for it is 
all the wealth that he hath left to be known a reasonable 
creature. Who is his companion now ? He hath every 
month a new sworn brother. 

MESSENGER. Is’t possible ? 72 

BEATRICE. Very easily possible: he wears his faith 
but as the fashion of his hat; it ever changes with the 
next block. 
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MESSENGER. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in 
your books. 17 

BEATRICE. No; an he were, I would burn my study. 
But, I pray you, who is his companion? Is there no 
young squarer now that will make a voyage with him 
to the devil ? 81 

MESSENGER. He is most in the company of the right 
noble Claudio. 

BEATRICE. O Lord! he will hang upon him like 
a disease: he is sooner caught than the pestilence, 
and the taker runs presently mad. God help the noble 
Claudio! if he have caught the Benedick, it will cost 
him a thousand pound ere a’ be cured. 88 

MESSENGER. [| will hold friends with you, lady. 

BEATRICE. Do, good friend. 

LEONATO. You will never run mad, niece. 

BEATRICE. No, not till a hot January. 92 

MESSENGER. Don Pedro is approached. 

Enter Don PEpRo, Don Jonny, CLAvDIO, BENEDICE, 
BaLtTHazaR, and Others. 

DON PEDRO. Good Signior Leonato, you are come to 
meet your trouble: the fashion of the world is to avoid 
cost, and you encounter it. 96 

LEONATO. Never came trouble to my house in the 
likeness of your Grace, for trouble being gone, comfort 
should remain; but when you depart from me, sorrow 
abides and happiness takes his leave. 100 

DON PEDRO. You embrace your charge too willingly. 
I think this is your daughter. 

LEONATO. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

BENEDICK. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked 
her ? 105 

LEONATO. Signior Benedick, no; for then you were 
a child. 

DON PEDRO. You have it full, Benedick: we may 
guess by this what you are, being a man. Truly, the 
lady fathers herself. Be happy, lady, for you are like 
an honourable father. ul 

BENEDICK. If Signior Leonato be her father, she would 
not have his head on her shoulders for all Messina, as like 
him as she is. 

BEATRICE. I wonder that you will still be talking, 
Signior Benedick : nobody marks you. 116 
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BENEDICK. What! my dear Lady Disdain, are you yet 
living ? 

BEATRICE. Is it possible Disdain should die while 
she hath such meet food to feed it as Signior Benedick ? 
Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, if you come in 
her presence. 122 

BENEDICK. Then is courtesy a turncoat. But it is 
certain I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted ; and 
I would I could find in my heart that I had not a hard 
heart ; for, truly, I love none. 126. 

BEATRICE. A dear happiness to women: they would 
else have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I 
thank God and my cold blood, I am of your humour 
for that: I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow 
than a man swear he loves me. 131 

BENEDICK. God keep your ladyship still in that mind ; 
so some gentleman or other shall ’scape a predestinate 
scratched face. 

BEATRICE. Scratching could not make it worse, an 
*twere such a face as yours were. 136 

BENEDICK. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

BEATRICE. A bird of my tongue is better than a beast 
of yours. 139 

BENEDICK. I would my horse had the speed of your 
tongue, and so good a continuer. But keep your way, i’ 
God’s name ; I have done. 

BEATRICE. You always end with a jade’s trick: I 
know you of old. 144 

DON PEDRO. This is the sum of all, Leonato: Signior 
Claudio, and Signior Benedick, my dear friend Leonato- 
hath invited you all. I tell him we shall stay here at 
the least a month, and he heartily prays some occasion 
may detain us longer: I dare swear he is no hypocrite, 
but prays from his heart. 150 

LEONATO. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be 
forsworn. [To Don Jouy.] Let me bid you welcome, my 
lord : being reconciled to the prince your brother, I owe 
you all duty. 

DON JoHN. I thank you: I am not of many words, 
but I thank you. 156 

LEONATO. Please it your Grace lead on ? 

DON PEDRO. Your hand, Leonato; we will go to- 
gether. [Exeunt all but Brngprcx and CLavpio. 
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cLauDIO. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of 
Signior Leonato ? 161 
BENEDICK. I noted her not; but I looked on her. 
cuaupIo. Is she not a modest young lady ? 
BENEDICK. Do you question me, as an honest man 
should do, for my simple true judgment ; or would you 
have me speak after my custom, as being a professed 
tyrant to their sex ? 167 
cLAuDIO. No; I pray thee speak in sober judgment. 
BENEDICK. Why, i’ faith, methinks she’s too low 
for a high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too 
little for a great praise: only this commendation I can 
afford her, that were she other than she is, she were 
unhandsome, and being no other but as she is, I do 
not like her. 
cLAuDIO. Thou thinkest I am in sport: I pray thee 
tell me truly how thou likest her. 176 
BENEDICK. Would you buy her, that you inquire after 
her ? 
CLAUDIO. Can the world buy such a jewel ? 
BENEDICK. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak 
you this with a sad brow, or do you play the flouting 
Jack, to tell us Cupid is a good hare-finder, and Vulcan 
a rare carpenter ? Come, in what key shall a man take 
you, to go in the song ? 184 
cLAupDIo. In mine eye she is the sweetest lady that 
ever [ looked on. 
BENEDICK. I can see yet without spectacles and 
I see no such matter: there’s her cousin an she were 
not possessed with a fury, exceeds her as much in 
beauty as the first of May doth the last of December. 
But I hope you have no intent to turn husband, have 
you 2 192 
cLaupio. I would scarce trust myself, though I had 
sworn to the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 
BENEDICK. Is’t come to this, i’ faith ? Hath not 
the world one man but he will wear his cap with 
suspicion ¢ Shall I never see a bachelor of threescore 
again ? Go to, i’ faith; an thou wilt needs thrust thy 
neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, and sigh away 
Sundays. Look! Don Pedro is returned to seek 
you. | 201 
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Re-enter Don PEDRO. 

DON PEDRO. What secret hath held you here, that 
you followed not to Leonato’s ? 

BENEDICK. I would your Grace would constrain me 
to tell. 205 

DON PEDRO. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

BENEDICK. You hear, Count Claudio: I can be secret 
as a dumb man; I would have you think so; but onmy 
allegiance, mark you this, on my allegiance: he is in 
love. With who? now that is your Grace’s part. Mark 
how short his answer is: with Hero, Leonato’s short 
daughter. 212 

cLaupIo. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

BENEDICK. Like the old tale, my lord: ‘it is not 
30, nor *twas not so; but, indeed, God forbid it should 
be so.’ 216 

cLAuDIO. If my passion change not shortly. God for- 
bid it should be otherwise. 

DON PEDRO. Amen, if you love her; for the lady is 
very well worthy. 220 
CLAUDIO. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

DON PEDRO. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

CLAUDIO. And in faith, my lord, 1 spoke mine. 

BENEDICK. And by my two faiths and troths, my 
lord, I spoke mine. 225 

cLaupIO. That I love her, I feel. 

DON PEDRO. That she is worthy, I know. 

BENEDICK. That I neither feel how she should be 
loved nor know how she should be worthy, is the opinion 
that fire cannot melt out of me: I will die in it at the 
stake. 

DON PEDRO. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in 
the despite of beauty. 233 

cLAupIO. And never could maintain his part but in 
the force of his will. 

BENEDICK. That a woman conceived me, I thank her; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give her most humble 
thanks: but that I will have a recheat winded in my 
forehead, or hang my bugle in an invisible baldrick, all 
women shall pardon me. Because I will not do them the 
wrong to mistrust any, I will do myself the right to trust 
none ; and the fine is,—for the which I may go the finer, 
—I will live a bachelor. 
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DON PEDRO. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale with 
love. 245 

BENEDICK. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, 
my lord; not with love: prove that ever I lose more 
blood with love than I will get again with drinking, pick 
out mine eyes with a ballad-maker’s pen, and hang me 
up at the door of a brothel-house for the sign of blind 


Cupid. 
DON PEDRO. Well, if ever thou dost fall from this 
faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument. 253 


BENEDICK. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat 
and shoot at me; and he that hits me, let him be 
clapped on the shoulder, and called Adam. 256 

DON PEDRO. Well, as time shall try : 

“In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke.’ 

BENEDICK. The savage bull may; but if ever the 
sensible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull’s horns and 
set them in my forehead ; and let me be vilely painted, 
and in such great letters as they write, ‘Here is good 
horse to hire,’ let them signify under my sign ‘ Here you 
may see Benedick the married man.’ 264 

cLaupi0. If this should ever happen, thou wouldst be 
horn-mad. 

DON PEDRO. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his 
quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 268 

BENEDICK. I look for an earthquake too then. 

DON PEDRO. Well, you will temporize with the hours. 
In the meantime, good Signior Benedick, repair to 
Leonato’s: commend me to him and tell him I will 
not fail him at supper; for indeed he hath made great 


preparation. 
BENEDICK. I have almost matter enough in me for 
such an embassage ; and so I commit you— 276 


ctaupiIo. To the tuition of God: from my house, if I 
had it,— 

DON PEDRO. The sixth of July: your loving friend, 
Benedick. 280 

BENEDICK. Nay, mock not, mock not. The body 
of your discourse is sometime guarded with fragments, 
and the guards are but slightly basted on neither: ere 
you flout old ends any further, examine your conscience : 
and so I leave you. (Exit. 

cLauDIO. My liege, your highness now may do me good. 
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DON PEDRO. My love is, thine to teach: teach it but 
how, 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 288 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 
cLauDIo. Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 
DON PEDRO. No child but Hero; she’s his only heir. 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? ; 
CLAUDIO. O! my lord, 292 
When you went onward on this ended action, 
I looked upon her with a soldier’s eye, 
That lik’d, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love ; 296 
But now I am return’d, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 
All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 300 
Saying, I lik’d her ere I went to wars. 
DON PEDRO. Thou wilt be like a lover presently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of words. 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it, 304 
And I will break with her, and with her father, 
And thou shalt have her. Was ’t not to this end 
That thou began’st to twist so fine a story ? 
cLAuDIO. How sweetly do you minister to love, 
That know love’s grief by his complexion ! 209 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
I would have salv’d it with a longer treatise. 
DON PEDRO. What need the bridge much broader than 
the flood ? 312 
The fairest grant is the necessity. 
Look, what will serve is fit: ’tis once, thou lov’st, 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know we shall have revelling to-night : 316 
I will assume thy part in some disguise, 
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 
And in her bosom [ll unclasp my heart, 
And take her hearing prisoner with the force 320 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale : 
Then, after to her father will I break ; 
And the conclusion is, she shall be thine. 
In practice let us put it presently. [Exeunts 
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Scene IT.—A Room in Lronaro’s House. 
Enter Lronaro and ANTONIO, meeting. 

LEONATO. How now, brother! Where is my cousin, 
your son ? Hath he provided this music ? 

ANTONIO. He is very busy about it. But, brother, 
I can tell you strange news that you yet dreamt not of. 

LEONATO. Are they good ? 5 

ANTONIO. As the event stamps them: but they have 
a good cover ; they show well outward. The prince and 
Count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached alley in my 
orchard, were thus much overheard by a man of mine: 
the prince discovered to Claudio that he loved my niece 
your daughter, and meant to acknowledge it this night 
in a dance; and, if he found her accordant, he meant 
to take the present time by the top and instantly break 
with you of it. 

LEONATO. Hath the fellow any wit that told you 
this ? 16 

ANTONIO. A good sharp fellow: I will send for him ; 
and question him yourself. 

LEONATO. No, no; we will hold it as a dream till it 
appear itself: but I will acquaint my daughter withal, 
that she may be the better prepared for an answer, 
if peradventure this be true. Go you, and tell her of 
1t. [Several persons cross the stage.] Cousins, you know what 
you have to do. O! I cry you mercy, friend ; go you 
with me, and I will use your skill. Good cousin, have 
a care this busy time. [Exeunt. 


Scene IIl.—Another Room in Lronato’s House. 
Enter Don JoHN and CONRADE. 

CONRADE. What the good-year, my lord! why are 
you thus out of measure sad ? 

DON JOHN. There is no measure in the occasion that 
breeds; therefore the sadness is without limit. 4 

CONRADE. You should hear reason. 

DON JoHN. And when I have heard it, what blessing 
brings it ? 

CONRADE. If not a present remedy, at least a patient 
sufferance. 9 

DON JOHN. I wonder that thou, being,—as thou say’st 
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thou art,—born under Saturn, goest about to apply a 
moral medicine to a mortifying mischief. I cannot hide 
what I am: I must be sad when I have cause, and smile 
at no man’s jests; eat when I have stomach, and wait 
for no man’s leisure ; sleep when I am drowsy, and tend 
on no man’s business ; laugh when I am merry, and claw 
no man in his humour. 17 

CONRADE. Yea; but you must not make the full 
show of this till you may do it without controlment. 
You have of late stood out against your brother, and 
he hath ta’en you newly into his grace; where it is 
impossible you should take true root but by the fair 
weather that you make yourself: it is needful that you 
frarhe the season for your own harvest. 24 

pon JoHN. I had rather be a canker in a hedge 
than a rose in his grace; and it better fits my blood 
to be disdained of all than to fashion a carriage to rob 
love from any: in this, though I cannot be said to be 
a flattering honest man, it must not be denied but 
Tam a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted with a muzzle 
and enfranchised with a clog; therefore I have decreed 
not to sing in my cage. If I had my mouth, I would 
bite; if I had my liberty, I would do my liking: in the 
meantime, let me be that I am, and seek not to alter 
me. 35 

CONRADE. Can you make no use of your discontent ? 

DON JOHN. I make all use of it, for I use it only. 
Who comes here ? 38 

Enter Boracuio. 
What news, Borachio ? 

BORACHIO. I came yonder from a great supper: the 
prince, your brother, is royally entertained by Leonato ; 
and I can give you intelligence of an intended marriage. 

DON JOHN. Will it serve for any model to build mis- 
chief on? What is he for a fool that betroths himself 
to unquietness ? 45, 

BORACHIO. Marry, it is your brother’s right hand. 

DON JOHN. Who? the most exquisite Claudio ? 

BORACHIO. Even he. 48 

DON JOHN. A proper squire! And who, and who ? 
which way looks he ? 

BORACHIO. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of 
Leonato. rebar 52 
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DON JOHN. A very forward March-chick ! How came 
you to this ? 

BORACHIO. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I was 
smoking a musty room, comes me the prince and Claudio, 
hand in hand, in sad conference : I whipt me behind the 
arras, and there heard it agreed upon that the prince 
should woo Hero for himself, and having obtained her, 
give her to Count Claudio. 60 

DON JOHN. Come, come; let us thither: this may 
prove food to my displeasure. That young start-up hath 
all the glory of my overthrow : if I can cross him any 
way, I bless myself every way. You are both sure, and 
will assist me ? 65 

CONRADE. , - yan 

Heoedeas: To the death, my lord. 

DON JOHN. Let us to the great supper: their cheer 
is the greater that I am subdued. Would the cook 
were of my mind! Shall we go to prove what ’s to be 
done ? 70 

BORACHIO. We'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt. 


ACT II. 


Scene I.—A Hall in Leonato’s House. 

Enter Lronato, ANTONIO, HERO, Beatrice, and Others. 
LEONATO. Was not Count John here at supper ? 
ANTONIO. I saw him not. 

BEATRICE. How tartly that gentleman looks! I 
never can see him but I am heart-burned an hour 
after. 5 

HERO. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

BEATRICE. He were an excellent man that were 
made just in the mid-way between him and Benedick : 
the one is too like an image, and says nothing; and 
the other too like my lady’s eldest. son, evermore 
tattling. u 

LEONATO. Then half Signior Benedick’s tongue in 
Count John’s mouth, and half Count John’s melancholy 
in Signior Benedick’s face,— 

BEATRICE. Witha good leg and a good foot, uncle, and 
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money enough in his purse, such a man would win any 
woman in the world, if a’ could get her good will. 

LEONATO. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get 
thee a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

ANTONIO. In faith, she’s too curst. 20 

BEATRICE. Too curst is more than curst: I shall 
lessen God’s sending that way; for it is said, ‘God 
sends a curst cow short horns ;’ but to a cow too curst 
he sends none. 24 

LEONATO. So, by being too curst, God will send you 
no horns ? 

BEATRICE. Just, if he send me no husband; for the 
which blessing I am at him upon my knees every 
morning and evening. Lord! I could not endure a 
husband with a beard on his face: I had rather lie in 
the woollen. 31 

LEONATO. You may light ona husband that hath no 
beard. 

BEATRICE. What should I do with him? dress him 
in my apparel and make him my waiting-gentlewoman ? 
He that hath a beard is more than a youth, and he 
that hath no beard is less than a man; and he that 
is more than a youth is not for me; and he that is 
less than a man, I am not for him: therefore I will 
even take sixpence in earnest of the bear-ward. and 
lead his apes into hell. 41 

LEONATO. Well then, go you into hell ? 

BEATRICE. No; but to the gate; and there will the 
devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on his 
head, and say, ‘Get you to heaven, Beatrice, get you 
to heaven ; here’s no place for you maids :’ so deliver 
Tup my apes, and away to Saint Peter for the heavens ; 
he shows me where the bachelors sit, and there live we 
as merry as the day is long. 49 

ANTONIO. [ToHxro.] Well, niece, I trust you will be 
tuled by your father. 

BEATRICE. Yes, faith; it is my cousin’s duty to 
make curtsy, and say, ‘Father, as it please you :’— 
but yet for all that, cousin, let him be a handsome 
fellow, or else make another curtsy, and say, ‘ Father, 
as it please me.’ 56 

LEONATO. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day 
fitted with a husband. 


sceNEI] MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING 277 


BEATRICE. Not till God make men of some other 
metal than earth. Would it not grieve a wornan to 
be over-mastered with a piece of valiant dust? to 
make an account of her life to a clod of wayward 
marl? No, uncle, Pll none: Adam’s sons are my 
brethren ; and truly, I hold it a sin to match in my 
kindred. 65 

LEONATO. Daughter, remember what I told you: if 
the prince do solicit you in that kind, you know your 
answer. 68 

BEATRICE. The fault will be in the music, cousin, 
if you be not wooed in good time: if the prince be 
too important, tell him there is measure in everything, 
and so dance out the answer. For, hear me, Hero: 
wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a Scotch jig, 
a measure, and a cinque-pace : the first suit is hot and 
hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as fantastical; the 
wedding, mannerly-modest, as a measure, full of state 
and ancientry ; and then comes Repentance, and, with 
his bad legs, falls into the cinque-pace faster and faster, 
till he sink into his grave. 79 

LEONATO, Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

BEATRICE. I have a good eye, uncle: I can see a 
church by daylight. 

LEONATO. The revellers are entering, brother: make 
good room. 84 


Enter Don PEpRo, CLaupio, BENEDICK, BALTHAZAR, Don 
JoHN, Boracuto, Maraaret, Ursuna, and Others, 
masked. 

DON PEDRO. Lady, will you walk about with your 
friend ? 

HERO. So you walk softly and look sweetly and say 
nothing, I am yours for the walk; and especially when 
I walk away. 89 

DON PEDRO. With me in your company 4 

HERO. I may say so, when I please. 

DON PEDRO. And when please you to say so ? 92 

HERO. When I like your favour; for God defend the 
lute should be like the case ! 

DON PEDRO. My visor is Philemon’s roof; within the 
house is Jove. 96 

HERO. Why, then, your visor should be thatch’d 
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DON PEDRO. Speak low, if youspeak love. [Takes her aside. 

BALTHAZAR. Well, I would you did like me. 

MARGARET. So would not I, for your own sake ; for 
I have many ill qualities. 101 

BALTHAZAR. Which is one ? 

MARGARET. I say my prayers aloud. 

BALTHAZAR. I love you the better; the hearers may 
cry Amen. 105 

MARGARET. God match me with a good dancer ! 

BALTHAZAR. Amen. 

MARGARET. And God keep him out of my sight when 
the dance is done! Answer, clerk. 109 
BALTHAZAR. No more words: the clerk is answered. 

yRrsuLa. I know you well enough: you are Signior 
Antonio. 112 

ANTONIO. Ata word, I am not. 

ursuLA. I know you by the waggling of your head. 

ANTONIO. ‘To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

URSULA. You could never do him so ill-well, unless 
you were the very man. Here’s his dry hand up and 
down: you are he, you are he. 

ANTONIO. Ata word, 1 am not. 119 

URSULA. Come, come; do you think I do not know 
you by your excellent wit ? Can virtue hide itself ? Go 
to, mum, you are he: graces will appear, and there ’s an 
end. 123 

BEATRICE. Will you not tell me who told you so ? 

BENEDICK. No, you shall pardon me. 

BEATRICE. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 

BENEDICK. Not now. 127 

BEATRICE. That I was disdainful, and that I had my 
good wit out of the ‘ Hundred Merry Tales’. Well, this 
was Signior Benedick that said so. 

BENEDICK. What’s he ? 131 

BEATRICE. I am sure you know him well enough. 

BENEDICK. Not I, believe me. 

BEATRICE. Did he never make you laugh ? 

BENEDICK. I pray you, what is he ? 135 

BEATRICE. Why, he is the prince’s jester: a very dull 
fool; only his gift is in devising impossible slanders : 
none but libertines delight in him ; and the commenda- 
tion is not in his wit, but in his villany ; for he both 
pleases men and angers them, and then they laugh at him 
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and beat him. I am sure he is in the fleet : I would he 
had boarded me ! 
BENEDICK. When I know the gentleman, I’ll tell him 
what you say. 144 
BEATRICE. Do, do: he’ll but break a comparison or 
two on me; which, peradventure not marked or not 
laughed at, strikes him into melancholy; and then 
there ’s a partridge wing saved, for the fool will eat no 
supper that night. [Music within] We must follow the 
leaders. 150 
BENEDICK. In every good thing. 
BEATRICE. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave 
them at the next turning. 153 
[Dance. Then exeunt all but Don Jouy, Boracuto, and CLavpio. 
DON JOHN. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, 
and hath withdrawn her father to break with him 
about it. The ladies follow her and but one visor 


remains. 157 
BORACHIO. And that is Claudio: I know him by his 
bearing. 
DON JOHN. Are not you Signior Benedick ? 160 


CLAUDIO. You know me well; I am he. 

DON JOHN. Signior, you are very near my brother 
in his love: he is enamoured on Hero; I pray you, 
dissuade him from her; she is no equal for his birth : 
you may do the part of an honest man in it. 165 

CLAUDIO. How know you he loves her ? 

DON JOHN. I heard him swear his affection. 

BORACHIO. So did I too; and he swore he would 
marry her to-night. 169 

DON JOHN. Come, let us to the banquet. 

[Exeunt Don JoHN and Boracuto. 

CLAUDIO. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 

But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio. 172 
*Tis certain so; the prince woos for himself. 
Friendship is constant in all other things 

Save in the office and affairs of love : 

Therefore all hearts in love use their own tongues; 176 
Let every eye negotiate for itself 

And trust no agent ; for beauty is a witch 

Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. 

This is an accident of hourly proof, 180 
Which I mistrusted not. Farewell, therefore, Hero ! 
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Re-enter BENEDICK. 

BENEDICK. Count Claudio ? 

CLAUDIO. Yea, the same. 

BENEDICK. Come, will you go with me ? 184 

cuaupIo. Whither ? 

BENEDICK. Even to the next willow, about your 
own business, count. What fashion will you wear the 
garland of ? About your neck, like a usurer’s chain ? 
or under your arm, like a lieutenant’s scarf? You 
must wear it one way, for the prince hath got your 
Hero. 

cLaupIo. I wish him joy of her. 192 

BENEDICK. Why, that’s spoken like an_ honest 
drdvier: so they sell bullocks. But did you think the 
prince would have served you thus ? 

cyAupIo. I pray you, leave me. 196 

BENEDICK. Ho! now you strike like the blind man: 
twas the boy that stole your meat, and you'll beat the 
post. 199 

cuaupio. If it will not be, Pll leave you. (Exit. 

BENEDICK. Alas! poor hurt fowl. Now will he creep 
into sedges. But, that my lady Beatrice should know 
me, and not know me! The prince’s fool! Ha! it may 
be I go under that title because I am merry. Yea, but 
so I am apt to do myself wrong; I am not so reputed : 
it is the base though bitter disposition of Beatrice that 
puts the world into her person, and so gives me out. 
Well, Tl be revenged as I may. 208 


Re-enter Don PEDRO. 
DON PEDRO. Now, signior, where’s the count ? Did 
you see him 2 
BENEDICK. ‘Troth, my lord, I have played the part 
of Lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy as 
a lodge in a warren. I told him, and I think I told him 
true, that your Grace had got the good will of this 
young lady ; and I offered him my company to a willow 
tree, either to make him a garland, as being forsaken, or 
to bind him up a rod, as being worthy to be whipped. 
DON PEDRO. To be whipped! What’s his fault ? 
BENEDICK. The flat transgression of a school-boy, 
who, being overjoy’d with finding a bird’s nest, shows 
it his companion, and he steals it. 221 
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DON PEDRO. Wilt thou make a trust a transgression ? 
The transgression is in the stealer. 

BENEDICK. Yet it had not been amiss the rod had 
been made, and the garland too; for the garland he 
might have worn himself, and the rod he might have 
bestowed on you, who, as I take it, have stolen his bird’s 
nest. 228 

DON PEDRO. I will but teach them to sing, and restore 
them to the owner. 

BENEDICK. If their singing answer your saying, by 
my faith, you say honestly. 232 

DON PEDRO. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to 
you: the gentleman that danced with her told her she 
is much wronged by you. 235 

BENEDICK. QO! she misused me past the endurance 
of a block : an oak but with one green leaf on it, would 
have answered her: my very visor began to assume 
life and scold with her. She told me, not thinking 
I had been myself, that I was the prince’s jester; that 
I was duller than a great thaw; huddling jest upon 
jest with such impossible conveyance upon me, that 
I stood like a man at a mark, with a whole army 
shooting at me. She speaks poniards, and every word 
stabs: if her breath were as terrible as her termina- 
tions, there were no living near her; she would infect 
to the north star. I would not marry her, though she 
were endowed with all that Adam had left him before 
he transgressed : she would have made Hercules have 
turned spit, yea, and have cleft his club to make the 
fire too. Come, talk not of her; you shall find her the 
infernal Ate in good apparel. I would to God some 
scholar would conjure her, for certainly, while she is 
here, a man may live as quiet in hell as in a sanctuary ; 
and people sin upon purpose because they would go 
thither ; so, indeed, all disquiet, horror and perturbation 
follow her. 257 

Re-enter CLaupIo, BEatTrice, Hero, and LEoNATo. 

DON PEDRO. Look! here she comes. 

BENEDICK. Will your Grace command me any service 
to the world’s end? I will go on the slightest errand 
now to the Antipodes that you can devise to send me 
on; I will fetch you a toothpicker now from the furthest 
inch of Asia; bring you the length of Prester John’s 


‘ 
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foot ; fetch you a hair off the Great Cham’s beard; do 
you any embassage to the Pigmies, rather than hold three 
words’ conference with this harpy. You have no employ- 
ment for me ? 267 
DON PEDRO. None, but to desire your good company. 
BENEDICK. O God, sir, here’s a dish I love not: I 


cannot endure my Lady Tongue. [Exit. 
DON PEDRO. Come, lady, come; you have lost the 
heart of Signior Benedick. 272 


BEATRICE. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me awhile ; and 
I gave him use for it, a double heart for a single one: 
marry, once before he won it of me with false dice, there- 
fore your Grace may well say I have lost it. 276 

DQN PEDRO. You have put him down, lady, you have 
put him down. 

BEATRICE. So I would not he should do me, my lord, 
lest I should prove the mother of fools. I have brought 


Count Claudio, whom you sent me to seek. 281 
DON PEDRO. Why, how now, count! wherefore are 
you sad ? 
CLAUDIO. Not sad, my lord. 284 


DON PEDRO. How then? Sick ? 

cLAupDIO. Neither, my lord. 

BEATRICE. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor 
merry, nor well; but civil count, civil as an orange, and 
something of that jealous complexion. 289 

DON PEDRO. I? faith, lady, I think your blazon to 
be true; though, Pll be sworn, if he be so, his conceit 
is false. Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy name, 
and fair Hero is won; I have broke with her father, 
and, his good will obtained ; name the day of marriage, 
and God give thee joy ! 295 

LEONATO. Count, take of me my daughter, and with 
her my fortunes: his Grace hath made the match, and 
all grace say Amen to it ! 

BEATRICE. Speak, count, ’tis your cue. 299 

cLAUDIO. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy: I 
were but little happy, if I could say how much. Lady, 
as you are mine, Iam yours: I give away myself for you 
and dote upon the exchange. 303 

BEATRICE. Speak, cousin ; or, if you cannot, stop his 
mouth with a kiss, and let not him speak neither. 

DON PEDRO. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart. 
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BEATRICE. Yea, my lord; I thank it, poor fool, it 
keeps on the windy side of care. My cousin tells him 
in his ear that he is in her heart. 309 

cLaupIoO. And so she doth, cousin. 

BEATRICE. Good Lord, for alliance ! Thus goes every 
one to the world but I, and I am sunburnt. I may sit 
in a corner and cry heigh-ho for a husband ! 313 

DON PEDRO. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

BEATRICE. I would rather have one of your father’s 
getting. Hath your Grace ne’er a brother like you ? 
Your father got excellent husbands, if a maid could 
come by them. 

DON PEDRO. Will you have me, lady ? 319 

BEATRICE. No, my lord, unless I might have another 
for working days: your Grace is too costly to wear 
every day. But, I beseech your Grace, pardon me; 
I was born to speak all mirth and no matter. 323 

DON PEDRO. Your silence most offends me, and to 
be merry best becomes you; for, out of question, you 
were born in a merry hour. 326 

BEATRICE. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried ; but 
then there was a star danced, and under that was I born. 
Cousins, God give you joy! 

LEONATO. Niece, will you look to those things I told 


you of ? 331 
BEATRICE. I cry you mercy, uncle. By your Grace’s 
pardon. [Exit. 


DON PEDRO. By my troth, a pleasant spirited lady. 

LEONATO. There’s little of the melancholy element 
in her, my lord: she is never sad but when she sleeps ; 
and not ever sad then, for I have heard my daughter 
say, she hath often dreamed of unhappiness and waked 
herself with laughing. 339 

DON PEDRO. She cannot endure to hear tell of a 
husband. 

LEONATO. O! by no means: she mocks all her 
wooers out of suit. 343 

DON PEDRO. She were an excellent wife for Bene- 
dick. 

LEONATO. O Lord! my lord, if they were but a week 
married, they would talk themselves mad. 347 

DON PEDRO. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
church ? 


. 
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cLAUDIO. To-morrow, my lord. Time goes on crutches 
till love have all his rites. » 351 

LEONATO. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is 
hence a just seven-night; and a time too brief too, to 
have all things answer my mind. 354 

DON PEDRO. Come, you shake the head at so long 
a breathing; but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time 
shall not go dully by us. I will in the interim under- 
take one of Hercules’ labours, which is, to bring Signior 
Benedick and the Lady Beatrice into a mountain of 
affection the one with the other. I.would fain have 
it a match; and I doubt not but to fashion it, if you 
three will but minister such assistance as I shall give 
you direction. 363 

LEONATO. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me 
ten nights’ watchings. 

cuaupIo. And I, my lord. 

DON PEDRO. And you too, gentle Hero ? 367 

HERO. I will do any modest office, my lord, to help 
my cousin to a good husband. 

DON PEDRO. And Benedick is not the unhopefullest 
husband that I know. Thus far can I praise him; he 
is of a noble strain, of approved valour, and confirmed 
honesty. I will teach you how to humour your cousin, 
that she shall fall in love with Benedick; and I, with 
your two helps, will so practise on Benedick that, in 
despite of his quick wit and his queasy stomach, he 
shall fall in love with Beatrice. If we can do this, 
Cupid is no longer an archer: his glory shall be ours, 
for we are the only love-gods. Go in with me, and 
I will tell you my drift. [Exeunt. 


Scene I].—Another Room in Lzonato’s House. 
Enter Don JouNn and Boracuto. 
DON JOHN. It is so; the Count Claudio shall marry 
the daughter of Leonato. 
BORACHIO. Yea, my lord; but I can cross it. 
DON JOHN. Any bar, any cross, any impediment 
will be medicinable to me: I am sick in displeasure 
to him, and whatsoever comes athwart his affection 


ranges evenly with mine. How canst thou cross this 
marriage ? 8 
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 BORACHIO. Not honestly, my lord; but so covertly 
that no dishonesty shall appear in me. 

DON JOHN. Show me briefly how. 

BORACHIO. I think I told your lordship, a year since, 
how much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting- 
gentlewoman to Hero. 

DON JOHN. I remember. 15 

BORACHIO. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the 
night, appoint her to look out at her lady’s chamber- 
window. 

DON JOHN, What life is in that, to be the death of 
this marriage ? 20 

BORACHIO. The poison of that lies in you to temper. 
Go you to the prince your brother; spare not to tell 
him, that he hath wronged his honour in marrying the 
renowned Claudio,—whose estimation do you mightily 
hold up,—to a contaminated stale, such a one as Hero. 

DON JOHN. What proof shall I make of that ? 26 

BORACHIO. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato. Look you for 
any other issue ? 

DON JOHN. Only to despite them, I will endeavour 
any thing. 31 

BORACHIO. Go, then; find me a meet hour to draw 
Don Pedro and the Count Claudio alone: tell them 
that you know that Hero loves me; intend a kind of 
zeal both to the prince and Claudio, as—in love of your 
brother’s honour, who hath made this match, and. his 
friend’s reputation, who is thus like to be cozened with 
the semblance of a maid,—that you have discovered 
thus. They will scarcely believe this without trial : 
offer them instances, which shall bear no less likelihood 
than to see me at her chamber-window, hear me call 
Margaret Hero; hear Margaret term me Claudio; and 
bring them to see this the very night before the intended 
wedding: for-in the meantime I will so fashion the 
matter that Hero shall be absent; and there shall 
appear such seeming truth of Hero’s disloyalty, that 
jealousy shall be called assurance, and all the prepara- 
tion overthrown. 48 

DON JOHN. Grow this to what adverse issue it can, 
1 will put it in practice. Be cunning in the working 
this, and thy fee is a thousand ducats. 


SH. I O 
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BORACHIO. Be you constant in the accusation, and 


my cunning shall not shame me. 53 
pon JoHN. I will presently go learn their day of 
marriage. [Exeunt. 


Scene II].—Leonato’s Garden. 


Enter BENEDICK. 

BENEDICK. Boy! 

Enter a Boy. 

Boy. Signior ? 

BENEDICK. In my chamber-window lies a book ; 
bring it hither to me in the orchard. 4 

Boy. Iam here already, sir. 

BENEDICK. I know that; but 1 would have thee 
hence, and here again. [Exit Boy.] 1 do much wonder 
that one man, seeing how much another man is a fool 
when he dedicates his behaviours to love, will, after he 
hath laughed at such shallow follies in others, become 
the argument of his own scorn by falling in love: and 
such a man is Claudio. I have known, when there was 
no music with him but the drum and the fife; and now 
had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe: I have 
known, when he would have walked ten mile afoot to 
see a good armour; and now will he lie ten nights 
awake, carving the fashion of a new doublet. He was 
wont to speak plain and to the purpose, like an honest 
man and a soldier ; and now is he turned orthographer ; 
his words are a very fantastical banquet, just so many 
strange dishes. May I be so converted, and see with 
these eyes 2? I cannot tell; I think not: I will not be 
sworn but love may transform me to an oyster; but 
Ill take my oath on it, till he have made an oyster of me, 
he shall never make me such a fool. One woman is fair, 
yet I am well; another is wise, yet I am well; another 
virtuous, yet I am well; but till all graces be in one 
woman, one woman shall not come in my grace. Rich 
she shall be, that ’s certain ; wise, or I'll none ; virtuous, 
or I'll never cheapen her; fair, or V’ll never look on 
her; mild, or come not near me; noble, or not I for 
an angel; of good discourse, an excellent musician, 
and her hair shall be of what colour it please Ged. 
Ha! the prince and Monsieur Love! I will hide me in 
the arbour. . [Withdraws. 
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Enter Don Pepro, Leonaro, and CLavpio, followed by 
BALTHAZAR and Musicians. 


DON PEDRO. Come, shall we hear this music ? 36 

cLAuDIO. Yea, my good lord. How still the evening is, 
As hush’d on purpose to grace harmony ! 

DON PEDRO. See you where Benedick hath hid 


himsclf? 
cLAUDIO. O! very well, my lord: the music ended, 
We'll fit the kid-fox with a penny-worth. 41 
DON PEDRO. Come, Balthazar, we'll hear that song 
again. 
BALTHAZAR. O! good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander music any more than once. 44 


DON PEDRO. It is the witness still of excellency, 

To put a strange face on his own perfection. 
I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

BALTHAZAR. Because you talk of wooing, I will sing ; 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 49 
To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he woos ; 

Yet will he swear he loves. 

DON PEDRO. Nay, pray thee, come ; 

Or if thou wilt hold longer argument, 52 
Do it in notes. 

BALTHAZAR. Note this before my notes ; 

There ’s not a note of mine that ’s worth the noting. 

DON PEDRO. Why these are very crotchets that he 

speaks ; 55 
Notes, notes, forsooth, and nothing ! [Music, 

BENEDICK. Now, divine air! nowis his soul ravished ! 
Is it not strange that sheeps’ guts should hale souls 
out of men’s bodies? Well, a horn for my money, 
when all ’s done. 60 


BALTHAZAR sings. 
Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot in sea, and one on shore, 
To one thing constant never. 64 
Then sigh not so, 
But let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your sounds of woe 68 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 
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Sing no more ditties, sing no mo 
Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 
The fraud of men was ever so, 12 
Since summer first was leavy. 
Then sigh not so, 
But let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 16 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 

DON PEDRO. By my troth, a good song. 

BALTHAZAR. And an ill singer, my lord. 80 

DON PEDRO. Ha, no, no, faith ; thou singest well 
enough for a shift. 

BENEDICK. [Aside] An he had been a dog that 
should have howled thus, they would have hanged 
him; and I pray God his bad voice bode no mischief. 
I had as lief have heard the night-raven, come what 
plague could have come after it. 87 

DON PEDRO. Yea, marry; dost thou hear, Bal- 
thazar ? I pray thee, get us some excellent music, for 
to-morrow night we would have it at the Lady Hero’s 
chamber-window. 

BALTHAZAR. The best I can, my lord. 92 

DON PEDRO. Do so: farewell. [Exeunt BatrHazar and 
Musicians.] Come hither, Leonato: what was it you 
told me of to-day, that your niece Beatrice was in love 
with Signior Benedick ? 96 

CLAUDIO. O! ay :—tAside to Don Pzpro.] Stalk on, 
stalk on; the fowl sits. I did never think that lady 
would have loved any man. 99 

LEONATO. No, nor I neither; but most wonderful 
that she should so dote on Signior Benedick, whom she 
hath in all outward behaviours seemed ever to abhor. 

BENEDICK. [Aside] Ist possible ? Sits the wind in 
that corner ? 104 

LEONATO. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell 
what to think of it but that she loves him with an 
enraged affection : it is past the infinite of thought. 

DON PEDRO. May be she doth but counterfeit. 108 

CLAUDIO. Faith, like enough. 

LEONATO. O God! counterfeit! There was never 
counterfeit of passion came so near the life. of passion 
as she discovers it. 112 
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— PEDRO. Why, what effects of passion shows 
she ? 

CLAUDIO. ([Aside.] Bait the hook well: this fish will 
bite. 116 

LEONATO. What effects, my lord ? She will sit you; 
[To Claudio.] You heard my daughter tell you how. 

oLAuDIO. She did, indeed. 119 

DON PEDRO. How, how, I pray you? You amaze 
me: I would have thought her spirit had been invincible 
against all assaults of affection. 

LEONATO. I would have sworn it had, my lord; 
especially against Benedick. 124 

BENEDICK. [Aside.] | should think this a gull, but 
that the white-bearded fellow speaks it: knavery can- 
not, sure, hide itself in such reverence. 

CLAUDIO. [Aside.) He hath ta’en the infection: hold 


it up. 129 
DON PEDRO. Hath she made her affection known to 
Benedick ? 
LEONATO. No; and swears she never will: that’s 
her torment. 133 


cLAUDIO. ‘Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter says : 
‘Shall I,’ says she, ‘that have so oft encountered him 
with scorn, write to him that I love him ?’ 136 

LEONATO. This says she now when she is beginning 
to write to him; for she'll be up twenty times a night, 
and there will she sit in her smock till she have writ a 
sheet of paper : my daughter tells us all. 140 

ctaupIo. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I re- 
member a pretty jest your daughter told us of. 

LEONATO. QO! when she had writ it, and was reading 
it over, she found Benedick and Beatrice between the 
sheet ? 145 

cLaubIo. That. 

LEONATO. QO! she tore the letter into a thousand 
halfpence; railed at herself, that she should be so 
immodest to write to one that she knew would flout 
her: ‘I measure him,’ says she, ‘by my own spirit; 
for I should flout him, if he writ to me; yea, though 
T love him, I should.’ 152 

cLaupIo. Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, 
sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses ; 
‘O sweet Benedick! God give me patience !’ 


390 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING [Act 


LEONATO. She doth indeed; my daughter says so ; 
and the ecstasy hath so much overborne her, that my 
daughter is sometimes afeard she will do a desperate 
outrage to herself. It is very true. 159 

DON PEDRO. It were good that Benedick knew of it 
by some other, if she will not discover it. 

cLaupIo. To what end ? he would but make a sport 
of it and torment the poor lady worse. 

DON PEDRO. An he should, it were an alms to hang 
him. She’s an excellent sweet lady, and, out of all 
suspicion, she is virtuous. 166 

cLAupIo. And she is exceeding wise. 

DON PEDRO. In everything but in loving Benedick. 

LEonaTo. O! my lord, wisdom and blood com- 
bating in so tender a body, we have ten proofs to one 
that blood hath the victory. I am sorry for her, as 
I have just cause, being her uncle and her guardian. 

DON PEDRO. I would she had bestowed this dotage 
on me; I would have daffed all other respects and made 
her half myself. I pray you, tell Benedick of it, and 
hear what a’ will say. 176 

LEONATO. Were it good, think you ? 

cLaupIo. Hero thinks surely she will die; for she 
says she will die if he love her not, and she will die ere 
she make her love known, and she will die if he woo her, 
rather than she will bate one breath of her accustomed 
crossness. 182 

DON PEDRO. She doth well: if she should make 
tender of her love, ’tis very possible he’ll scorn it ; for 
the man,—as you know all,—hath a contemptible 
spirit. 186 

CLAUDIO. He is a very proper man. 

DON PEDRO. He hath indeed a good outward happi- 
ness. 

CLAUDIO. ’Fore God, and in my mind, very wise. 

DON PEDRO. He doth indeed show some sparks that 
are like wit. 192 

LEONATO. And I take him to be valiant. 

DON PEDRO. As Hector, I assure you: and in the 
managing of quarrels you may say he is wise; for 
either he avoids them with great discretion, or under- 
takes them with a most Christian-like fear. 197 

LEONATO. If he do fear God, a’ must necessarily keep 
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peace: if he break the peace, he ought to enter into 
a quarrel with fear and trembling. 200 
DON PEDRO. And so will he do; for the man doth 
fear God, howsoever it seems not in him by some large 
jests he will make. Well, I am sorry for your niece. 
Shall we go seek Benedick, and tell him of her love ? 
otaupio. Never tell him, my lord: let her wear it 
out with good counsel. 
LEONATO. Nay, that’s impossible: she may wear her 
heart out first. 208 
DON PEDRO. Well, we will hear further of it by 
your daughter: let it cool the while. I love Benedick 
well, and I could wish he would modestly examine him- 
self, to see how much he is unworthy to have so good 
a lady. 218 
LEONATO. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 
CLAUDIO. [Aside.] If he do not dote on her upon this, 
I will never trust my expectation. 216 
DON PEDRO. [Aside.] Let there be the same net spread 
for her; and that must your daughter and her gentle- 
woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold one 
an opinion of another’s dotage, and no such matter : 
that ’s the scene that I would see, which will be merely 
a dumb-show. Let us send her to call him in to dinner. 
{Exeunt Don PEpRo, CLaupio, and LEONATO. 
BENEDICK. [Advancing from the arbour.) This can be 
no trick: the conference was sadly borne. They have 
the truth of this from Hero. They seem to pity the 
lady: it seems, her affections have their full bent. 
Love me! why, it must be requited. I hear how I am 
censured: they say I will bear myself proudly, if 
I perceive the love come from her; they say too that 
she will rather die than give any sign of affection. 
I did never think to marry: I must not seem proud : 
happy are they that hear their detractions, and can 
put them to mending. They say the lady is fair: ’tis 
a truth, I can bear them witness; and virtuous: ’tis 
so, I cannot reprove it; and wise, but for loving me: 
by my troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor no great 
argument of her folly, for I will be horribly in love with 
her. I may chance have some odd quirks and remnants 
of wit broken on me, because I have railed so long 
against marriage; but doth not the appetite alter ? 


‘ 
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A man loves the meat in his youth that he cannot 
endure in his age. Shall quips and sentences and these 
paper bullets of the brain awe a man from the career 
of his humour? No; the world must be peopled. 
When I said I would die a bachelor, I did not think 
I should live till I were married. Here comes Beatrice. 
By this day! she’s a fair lady: I do spy some marks of 
love in her. 248 
Enter BEATRICE. 

BEATRICE. Against my will I am sent to bid you 
come in to dinner. 

BENEDICK. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

BEATRICH. I took no more pains for those thanks than 
you take pains to thank me: if it had been painful, 
I would not have come. 254 

BENEDICK. You take pleasure then in the message ? 

BEATRICE. Yea, just so much as you may take upon 
a knife’s point, and choke a daw withal. You have no 
stomach, signior : fare you well. (Exit. 

BENEDICK. Ha! ‘ Against my will I am sent to bid 
you come in to dinner,’ there’s a double meaning in 
that. ‘I took no more pains for those thanks than you 
took pains to thank me,’ that’s as much as to say, 
Any pains that I take for you is as easy as thanks. 
Ii I do not take pity of her, I am a villain; if I do 
not love her, lama Jew. I will go get her picture. [Bxit. 


ACT III. 


Scene [.—Leronaro’s Garden. 
Enter HERo, MarGaRET, and URSULA. 
HERO. Good Margaret, run thee to the parlour ; 

There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing with the prince and Claudio : 
Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 4 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her; say that thou overheard’st us, 
And bid her steal into the pleached bower, 
Where honey-suckles, ripen’d by the sun, 8 
' Forbid the sun to enter ; like favourites, 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
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Against that power that bred it. There will she hide her, 
To listen our propose. This is thy office ; 12 
Bear thee well in it and leave us alone. 

MARGARET. J’ll make her come, I warrant you, pre- 


sently. [Exit. 
HERO. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come, 
As we do trace this alley up and down, 16 


Our talk must only be of Benedick : 

When I do name him, let it be thy part 

To praise him more than ever man did merit. 

My talk to thee must be how Benedick 20 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : of this matter 

Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made, 

That only wounds by hearsay. 


Enter BEaTrice, behind. 
Now begin ; 
For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 24 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 
URSULA. The pleasant’st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden, oars the silver stream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 28 
So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture. 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 
HDRO. ‘Then go we near her, that her ear lose nothing 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. 33 
[They advance to the bower. 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggerds of the rock. 
URSULA. But are you sure 36 
That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 
HERO. So says the prince, and my new-trothed lord. 
ursuLA. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ? 
HERO. They did entreat me to acquaint her of it ; 
But I persuaded them, if they lov’d Benedick, AL 
To wish him wrestle with affection, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 
uRSULA. Why did you so? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as full as fortunate a bed 45 
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 
HERO. O god of love! I know he doth deserve 
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As much as may be yielded to a man ; 48 

But nature never fram’d a woman’s heart 

Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice ; 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 

Misprising what they look on, and her wit 52 

Values itself so highly, that to her 

All matter else seems weak. She cannot love, 

Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 

She is so self-endear’d. 

URSULA. Sure, I think so ; 56 
And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 

HERO. Why, you speak truth. I never yet saw man, 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur’d, 60 
But she would spell him backward : if fair-fae’d, 

She would swear the gentleman should be her sister ; 

If black, why, Nature, drawing of an antick, 

Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 64 

If low, an agate very vilely cut ; 

If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 

If silent, why, a block moved with none. 

So turns she every man the wrong side out, 68 

And never gives to truth and virtue that 

Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

URSULA. Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable. 
HERO. No; not to be so odd and from all fashions 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable. 73 

But who dare tell her so? If I should speak, 

She would mock me into air: O! she would laugh me 

Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 76 

Therefore let Benedick, like cover’d fire, 

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 

It were a better death than die with mocks, 

Which is as bad as die with tickling. 80 
URSULA. Yet tell her of it: hear what she will say. 
HERO. No; rather I will go to Benedick, 

And counsel him to fight against his passion. 

And, truly, Pll devise some honest slanders 84 

To stain my cousin with. One doth not know 

How much an ill word may empoison liking. 
ursuLA. O! do not do your cousin such a wrong. 

She cannot be so much without true judeiens aj 88 

Having so swift and excellent a wit 
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As she is priz’d to have,—as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as Signior Benedick. 
HERO. He is the only man of Italy, 92 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. 
uRSULA. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 
Speaking my fancy: Signior Benedick, 
For shape, for bearing, argument and valour, 96 
Goes foremost in report through Italy. 
HERO. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 
URSULA. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it. 
When are you married, madam ? 100 
HERO. Why, every day, to-morrow. Come, go in: 
I'll show thee some attires, and have thy counsel 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 
uRsULA. She’s lim’d, I warrant you: we have caught 
her, madam. 104 
HERO. If it prove so, then loving goes by haps: 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 
{Exeunt Hero and Ursvta. 
BEATRICE. [Advancing.] What fire is in mine ears ?. Can 
this be true ? 
Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so much ? 
Contempt, farewell! and maiden pride, adieu ! 109 
No glory lives behind the back of such. 
And, Benedick, love on; I will requite thee, 
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand : 112 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 
To bind our loves up in a holy band ; 
For others say thou dost deserve, and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. (Exit. 


Scene II.—A Room in Leonato’s House. 
Enter Don Prpro, CLtaupio, BENEDICK, and LEONATO. 

DON PEDRO. I do but stay till your marriage be 
consummate, and then go I toward Arragon. 

ctaupIo. IT’ll bring you thither, my lord, if you'll 
vouchsafe me. 4 

DON PEDRO. Nay, that would be as great a soil 
in the new gloss of your marriage, as to show a child 
his new coat and forbid him to wear it. I will only 
be bold with Benedick for his company ; for, from the 
crown of his head to the sole of his foot, he is all mirth ; 
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he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid’s bow-string, and the 
little hangman dare not shoot at him. He hath a heart 
as sound as a bell, and his tongue is the clapper; for 
what his heart thinks his tongue speaks. 13 

BENEDICK. Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

LEONATO. So say 1: methinks you are sadder. 

cLaupIo. I hope he be in love. 16 

DON PEDRO. Hang him, truant! there ’s no true drop 
of blood in him, to be truly touched with love. If he 
be sad, he wants money. 

BENEDICK. I have the tooth-ache. 20 

DON PEDRO. Draw it. 

BENEDICK. Hang it. 

cLAuDIo. You must hang it first, and draw it after- 
wards. 24 

DON PEDRO. What! sigh for the tooth-ache ? 

LEONATO. Where is but a humour or a worm 

BENEDICK. Well, every one can master a grief but 
he that has it. 28 

cLAuDIO. Yet say I, he is in love. 

DON PEDRO. ‘There is no appearance of fancy in him, 
unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange disguises ; 
as, to be a Dutchman to-day, a Frenchman to-morrow, 
or in the shape of two countries at once, as a German 
from the waist downward, all slops, and a Spaniard from 
the hip upward, no doublet. Unless he have a fancy to 
this foolery, as it appears he hath, he is no fool for fancy, 
as you would have it appear he is. 37 

cutaupIo. If he be not in love with some woman, 
there is no believing old signs: a’ brushes his hat 
a mornings; what should that bode 2 40 

DON PEDRO. Hath any man seen him at the barber’s ? 

cLauDIo. No, but the barber’s man hath been seen 
with him; and the old ornament of his cheek hath 
already stuffed tennis-balls. 44 

LEONATO. Indeed he looks younger than he did, by 
the loss of a beard. 

DON PEDRO. Nay, a’ rubs himself with civet: can 
you smell him out by that ? 48 

cuaupio. That’s as much as ‘to say the sweet 
youth ’s in love. 

DON PEDRO. The greatest note of it is his melan- 
choly. 52 
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cLaupDIo. And when was he wont to wash his face ? 

DON PEDRO. Yea, or to paint himself ? for the which, 
I hear what they say of him. 55 

cLAuDIO. Nay, but his jesting spirit ; which is now 
crept into a lute-string, and new-governed by stops. 

DON PEDRO. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him. 
Conclude, conclude he is in love. 

CLAUDIO. Nay, but I know who loves him. 60 

DON PEDRO. That would I know too: I warrant, one 
that knows him not. 

cLAUDIO. Yes, and his ill conditions ; and in despite 
of all, dies for him. 64 

DON PEDRO. She shall be buried with her face up- 
wards. 

BENEDICK. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ache. 
Old signior, walk aside with me: I have studied eight 
or nine wise words to speak to you, which these hobby- 


horses must not hear. [Exeunt BrNEprcK and LEoNaTo, 
DON PEDRO. For my life, to break with him about 
Beatrice. 72 


cLaubiIo. “Tis even so. Hero and Margaret have by 
this played their parts with Beatrice, and then the two 
bears will not bite one another when they meet. 


Enter Don JOuN. 
DON JOHN. My lord and brother, God save you ! 


DON PEDRO. Good den, brother. TT 

DON JOHN. If your leisure served, I would speak with 
you. 

DON PEDRO. In private ? 80 


DON JOHN. If it please you; yet Count Claudio may 
hear, for what I would speak of concerns him. 

DON PEDRO. What.’s the matter ? 

DON JOHN. [To Cxravpio.) Means your lordship to be 
married to-morrow 4 85 

DON PEDRO. You know he does. 

pon JoHN. IL know not that, when he knows what 
I know. 88 

cLtaupIo. If there be any impediment, I pray you 
discover it. 

DON JoHN. You may think I love you not: let 
that appear hereafter, and aim better at me by that 
I now will manifest. For my brother, I think he holds 
you well, and in dearness of heart hath holp to effect 
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your ensuing marriage ; surely suit ill-spent, and labour 
ill bestowed ! t 96 

DON PEDRO. Why, what’s the matter ? 

DON JOHN. I came hither to tell you; and circum- 
stances shortened,—for she hath been too long a talking 
of,—the lady is disloyal. 100 

CLAUDIO. Who, Hero ? 

DON JOHN. Even she: Leonato’s Hero, your Hero, 
every man’s Hero. 

cLauDIo. Disloyal 2 104 

DON JOHN. The word’s too good to paint out her 
wickedness; I could say, she were worse: think you 
of a worse title, and I will fit her to it. Wonder not 
till further warrant : go but with me to-night, you shall 
see her chamber-window entered, even the night before 
her wedding-day : if you love her then, to-morrow wed 
her ; but it would better fit your honour to change your 
mind. 112 

CLAUDIO. May this be so? 

DON PEDRO. [ will not think it. 

DON JOHN. If you dare not trust that you see, confess 
not that you know. If you will follow me, I will show 
you enough ; and when you have seen more and heard 
more, proceed accordingly. 118 

cLAuDIO. If lsee any thing to-night why I should not 
marry her to-morrow, in the congregation, where I should 
wed, there will I shame her. 121 

DON PEDRO. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, 
T will join with thee to disgrace her. 

DON JOHN. I will disparage her no further till you are 
my witnesses: bear it coldly but till midnight, and let 
the issue show itself. 

DON PEDRO. O day untowardly turned ! 

cLaupDIO. O mischief strangely thwarting ! 128 

DON JOHN. O plague right well prevented! So will 
you say when you have seen the sequel. [Exeunt. 

Scrne III.—A Street. 
Enter DocBErRY and VERGES, with the Watch. 

DOGBERRY. Are you good men and true ? 

VERGES. Yea, or else it were pity but they should 
suffer salvation, body and soul. 


DOGBERRY. Nay, that were a punishment tco good for 
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them, if they should have any allegiance in them, being 
chosen for the prince’s watch. 

verGES. Well, give them their charge, neighbour 
Dogberry. 8 

DOGBERRY. First, who think you the most desartless 
man to be constable ? 

FIRST WATCH. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal ; 
for they can write and read. 12 

DOGBERRY. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal. God 
hath blessed you with a good name: to be a well- 
favoured man is the gift of fortune; but to write and 
read comes by nature. 16 

SECOND watcH. Both which, Master constable,— 

DOGBERRY. You have: I knew it would be your 
answer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, give God 
thanks, and make no boast of it ; and for your writing 
and reading, let that appear when there is no need of 
such vanity. You are thought here to be the most sense- 
less and fit man for the constable of the watch ; therefore 
bear you the lanthorn. This is your charge: you shall 
comprehend all vagrom men; you are to bid any man 
stand, in the prince’s name. 

watcH. How, if a’ will not stand 2 27 

DOGBERRY. Why, then, take no note of him, but let 
him go; and presently call the rest of the watch together, 
and thank God you are rid of a knave. 

verGES. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is 
none of the prince’s subjects. 32 

DOGBERRY. ‘True, and they are to meddle with none 
but the prince’s subjects. You shall also make no noise 
in the streets : for, for the watch to babble and to talk 
is most tolerable and not to be endured. 36 

SECOND WaTcH. We will rather sleep than talk: we 
know what belongs to a watch. 

DOGBERRY. Why, you speak like an ancient and most 
quiet watchman, for I cannot see how sleeping should 
offend; only have a care that your bills be not stolen. 
Well, you are to call at all the alehouses, and bid those 
that are drunk get them to bed. 

watcH. How if they will not ? 44 

DOGBERRY. Why then, let them alone till they are 
sober : if they make you not then the better answer, you 
may say they are not the men you took them for. 
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WATCH. Well, sir. 48 

DOGBERRY. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, 
by virtue of your office, to be no true man; and, for 
such kind of men, the less you meddle or make with them, 
why, the more is for your honesty. 52 

SECOND warcH. If we know him to be a thief, shall 
we not lay hands on him ? 

DOGBERRY. ‘Truly, by your office, you may; but 
I think they that touch pitch will be defiled. The most 
peaceable way for you, if you do take a thief, is, to 
let him show himself what he is and steal out of your 
company. 

VERGES. You have been always called a merciful man, 
partner. 61 

DOGBERRY. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will, 
much more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

VERGES. If you hear a child cry in the night, you must 
call to the nurse and bid her still it. 65 

SECOND watcH. How if the nurse be asleep and will 
not hear us ? 

DOGBERRY. Why, then, depart in peace, and let the 
child wake her with crying; for the ewe that will not 
hear her lamb when it baes, will never answer a calf 
when he bleats. 

VERGES. Tis very true. 72 

DOGBERRY. This is the end of the charge. You con- 
stable, are to present the prince’s own person: if you 
meet the prince in the night, you may stay him. 15 

VERGES. Nay, by ’r lady, that I think, a’ cannot. 

DOGBERRY. Five shillings to one on ’t, with any man 
that knows the statues, he may stay him: marry, not 
without the prince be willing; for, mdeed, the watch 
ought to offend no man, and it is an offence to stay 
a man against his will. 81 

VERGES. By ’r lady, I think it be so. 

_DOGBERRY. Ha, ah, ha! Well, masters, good night : 
an there be any matter of weight chances, call up me: 
keep your fellows’ counsels and your own, and good 
night. Come, neighbour. 86 

SECOND WATCH. Well, masters, we hear our charge : 
let us go sit here upon the church-bench till two, and 
then all go to bed. . : Toco 

DOGBERRY. One word more, honest neighbours I 
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pray you, watch about Signior Lednato’s door; for the 
wedding being there to-morrow, there is a great coil to- 
night. Adieu; be vigitant, I beseech you. 93 


{Exeunt DoGBErry and VERGES,. 


Enter Boracuto and ConRADE. 

BORACHIO. What, Conrade ! 

WATCH. ([Aside.] Peace ! stir not. 

BORACHIO. Conrade, I say! 96 

CONRADE. Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 

BORACHIO. Mass, and my elbow itched; I thought 
there would a scab follow. 

CONRADE. I will owe thee an answer for that; and 
now forward with thy tale. 101 

BORACHIO. Stand thee close then under this pent- 
house, for it drizzles rain, and I will, like a true drunkard, 
utter all to thee. 104 

ae [Aside] Some treason, masters; yet stand 
close. 

BORACHIO. Therefore know, I have earned of Don 
John a thousand dueats. 108 

CONRADE. Is it possible that any villany should be so— 
dear ? 

BORACHIO. Thou shouldst rather ask if it were pos- 
sible any villany should be so rich ; for when rich villains 
have need of poor ones, poor ones may make what price 
they will. 

CONRADE. I wonder at it. 115 

BORACHIO. That shows thou art unconfirmed. Thou 
knowest that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or 
a cloak, is nothing to a man. 

CONRADE. Yes, it is apparel. 

BporacHio. I mean, the fashion. 120 

CONRADE. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

BorRAcHIO. Tush! I may as well say the fool’s the 
fool. But seest thou not what a deformed thief this 
fashion is ? 124 

WATCH. [Aside.] I know that Deformed; a’ has been 
a vile thief this seven years; a’ goes up and down like 
a gentleman : I remember his name. 

~ BoracHto. Didst thou not hear somebody ? 128 

CONRADE. No: ’twas:the vane on the. house. 

BORACHIO. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed 
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thief this fashion is ? how giddily he turns about all the 
hot bloods between fourteen and five-and-thirty ? some- 
time fashioning them like Pharaoh’s soldiers in the reechy 
painting ; sometime like god Bel’s priests in the old 
church-window ; sometime like the shaven Hercules in 
the smirched worm-eaten tapestry, where his cod-piece 
seems as massy as his club ?# 137 

CONRADE. All this I see, and I see that the fashion 
wears out more apparel than the man. But art not thou 
thyself giddy with the fashion too, that thou hast shifted 
out of thy tale into telling me of the fashion ? 141 

BORACHIO. Not so, neither; but know, that I have to- 
night wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero’s gentlewoman, 
by the name of Hero: she leans me out at her mistress’ 
chamber-window, bids me a thousand times good night, 
—I tell this tale vilely :—I should first tell thee how the 
prince, Claudio, and my master, planted and placed and 
possessed by my master Don John, saw afar off in the 
orchard this amiable encounter. 149 

CONRADE. And thought they Margaret was Hero # 

BORACHIO. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio ; 
but the devil my master, knew she was Margaret ; and 
partly by his oaths, which first possessed them, partly by 
the dark night, which did deceive them, but chiefly by 
my villany, which did confirm any slander that Don 
John had made, away went Claudio enraged ; swore he 
would meet her, as he was appointed, next morning at 
the temple, and there, before the whole congregation, 
shame her with what he saw o’er night, and send her 
home again without a husband. 160 

FIRST WATCH. We charge you in the prince’s name, 
stand ! 

SECOND WATCH. Call up the right Master constable. 
We have here recovered the most dangerous piece of 
lechery that ever was known in the commonwealth. 165 

FIRST WATCH. And one Deformed is one of them : 
I know him, a’ wears a lock. 

CONRADE. Masters, masters ! 168 

SECOND WATCH. You'll be made bring Deformed forth, 
I warrant you. 

CONRADE. Masters,— 

FIRST WATCH. Never speak: we charge you let us 
obey you to go with us. port 4° 173 
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BORACHIO. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, 
being taken up of these men’s bills. 

CONRADE. A commodity in question, I warrant you. 
Come, we'll obey you. [Exeunt. 


Scene IV.—A Room in Lzonato’s House. 
Enter Hero, Marcaret, and Ursuna. 

HERO. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and 
desire her to rise. 

uRsuLA. I will, lady. 

HERO. And bid her come hither. 4 

URSULA. Well. [Exit. 

MARGARET. ‘roth, I think your other rabato were 
better. 

HERO. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this. 8 

MARGARET. By my troth’s not so good; and I war- 
rant your cousin will say so. 

HERO. My cousin’s a fool, and thou art another: Dll 
wear none but this. 12 

MARGARET. I like the new tire within excellently, if 
the hair were a thought browner; and your gown’s 
a most rare fashion, 7? faith. I saw the Duchess of 
Milan’s gown that they praise so. 16 

HERO. QO! that exceeds, they say. 

MARGARET. By my troth’s but a night-gown in re- 
spect of yours: cloth o’ gold, and cuts, and laced with 
silver, set with pearls, down sleeves, side sleeves, and 
skirts round, underborne with a bluish tinsel; but for 
a fine, quaint, graceful, and excellent fashion, yours is 
worth ten on ’t. 23 

HERO. God give me joy to wear it! for my heart is 
exceeding heavy. 

MARGARET. ‘Twill be heavier soon by the weight of 
a man. 

HERO. Fie upon thee! art not ashamed ? 28 

MARGARET. Of what, lady ? of speaking honourably ? 
is not marriage honourable in a beggar? Is not your 
lord honourable without marriage ? I think you would 
have me say, ‘saving your reverence, a husband :’ an 
bad. thinking do not wrest true speaking, Pll offend 
nobody. Is there any harm in ‘the heavier for a hus- 
band’? None, I think, an it be the right husband and 
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the right wife ; otherwise tis light, and not heavy : ask 
my Lady Beatrice else ; here she comes. 37 


Enter BEATRICE. 

HERO. Good morrow, coz. 

BEATRICE. Good morrow, sweet Hero. 

HERO. Why, how now! do you speak in the sick tune? 

BEATRICE. Iam out of all other tune, methinks. 41 

MARGARET. Clap’s into ‘ Light o love’; that goes 
without a burden: do you sing it, and I'll dance it. 

BEATRICE. Ye light o’ love with your heels! then, if 
your husband have stables enough, you'll see he shall 
lack no barns. 

MARGARET. O illegitimate construction! I scorn that 
with my heels. 48 

BEATRICE. Tis almost five o’clock, cousin; tis time 
you were ready. By my troth, I am exceeding ill. 
Heigh-ho ! 51 

MARGARET. Fora hawk, a horse, or a husband ? 

BEATRICE. For the letter that begins them all, H. 

MARGARET. Well, an you be not turned Turk, there ’s 
no more sailing by the star. 

BEATRICE. What means the fool, trow ? 56 

MARGARET. Nothing 1; but God send every one their 
heart’s desire ! 

HERO. These gloves the count sent me; they are an 
excellent perfume. 60 

BEATRICE. Jam stuffed, cousin, I cannot smell. 

MARGARET. A maid, and stuffed! there’s goodly 
catching of cold. 

BEATRICE. O, God help me! God help me! how long 
have you professed apprehension ? 65 

MARGARET. Ever since you left it. Doth not my wit 
become me rarely ! 

BEATRICE. It is not seen enough, you should wear it 
in your cap. By my troth, 1 am sick. 69 

MARGARET. Get you some of this distilled Carduus 
Benedictus, and lay it to your heart : it is the only thing 
for a qualm. 12 

HERO. There thou prick’st her with a thistle. 

BEATRICE. Benedictus! why Benedictus ? you have 
some moral in this Benedictus. 15 

MARGARET. Moral! no, by my troth, I have no 
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moral meaning ; I meant, plain holy-thistle. You may 
think, perchance, that I think you are in love: nay, 
by ’r lady, I am not such a fool to think what I list ; 
nor I list not to think what I can; nor, indeed, I cannot 
think, if I would think my heart out of thinking, that 
you are in love, or that you will be in love, or that 
you can be in love. Yet Benedick was such another, 
and now is he become a man: he swore he would never 
marry ; and yet now, in despite of his heart, he eats his 
meat without grudging : and how you may be converted, 
I know not; but methinks you look with your eyes as 
other women do. 88 
BEATRICE. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps ? 
MARGARET. Not a false gallop. 


Re-enter URSvULA. 
URSULA. Madam, withdraw: the prince, the count, 
Signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of the 


town, are come to fetch you to church. 93 
HERO. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, good 
Ursula. [Exeunt. 


Scene V.—Another Room in Lronato’s House 
Enter Lronato with DoacBERRY and VERGES. 

LEONATO. What would you with me, honest neigh- 
bour ? 

DOGBERRY. Marry, sir, I would have some confidence 
with you, that decerns you nearly. 4 

LEONATO. Brief, I pray you; for you see it is a busy 
time with me. 

DOGBERRY. Marry, this it is, sir. 

VERGES. Yes, in truth it is, sir. 8 

LEONATO. What is it, my good friends ? 

DOGBERRY. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off 
the matter: an old man, sir, and his wits are not so 
blunt, as, God help, I would desire they were ; but, in 
faith, honest as the skin between his brows. 13 

vEerRGES. Yes, I thank God, I am as honest as any 
man living, that is an old man and no honester than I. 

DOGBERRY. Comparisons are odorous: palabras, neigh- 
bour Verges. 17 

LEONATO. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

DOGBERRY. It pleases your worship to say so, but we 
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are the poor duke’s officers; but truly, for mine own 
part, if I were as tedious as a king, I could find in my 
heart to bestow it all of your worship. 

LEONATO. All thy tediousness on me! ha ? 23 

DOGBERRY. Yea, an ’t were a thousand pound more 
than ’tis; for I hear as good exclamation on your wor- 
ship, as of any man in the city, and though I be but 
a poor man, I am glad to hear it. 

verGES. And so am I. 28 

LEONATO. I would fain know what you have to say. 

VERGES. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting 
your worship’s presence, ha’ ta’en a couple of as arrant 
knaves as any in Messina. 32 

DOGBERRY. A good old man, sir; he will be talking ; 
as they say, ‘ when the age is in, the wit is out.’ God 
help us! it is a world to see! Well said, 7 faith, neigh- 
bour Verges : well, God’s a good man; an two men ride 
of a horse, one must ride behind. An honest soul, 7? 
faith, sir; by my troth he is, as ever broke bread: but 
God is to be worshipped : all men are not alike; alas! 
good neighbour. 40 

LEONATO. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of 
you. 

DOGBERRY. Gifts that God gives. 

LEONATO. I must leave you. 44 

DOGBERRY. One word, sir: our watch, sir, hath 
indeed comprehended two aspicious persons, and we 
would have them this morning examined before your 
worship. 48 

LEONATO. Take their examination yourself, and bring 
it me: I am now in great haste, as may appear unto 
you. 

DOGBERRY. It shall be suffigance. 52 

LEONATO. Drink some wine ere you go: fare you 
well. 

Enter a Messenger. 

MESSENGER. My lord, they stay for you to give your 
daughter to her husband. 56 

LEONATO. I'll wait upon them: I am ready. 

[Exeunt Luonato and Messenger. 

DOGBERRY. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis 
Seacoal ; bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the gaol : 
we are now to examination these men. ; 60 
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VERGES. And we must do it wisely. 

DOGBERRY. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you ; 
here ’s that shall drive some of them to a non-come: 
only get the learned writer to set down our excommunica- 
tion, and meet me at the gaol. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 


Scene I—The Inside of a Church. 
Enter Don PEepro, Don Jonny, Leonato, FRIAR FRANCIS, 
CLauDIo, BENEDICK, HEeRo, Beatrice, &e. 

LEONATO. Come, Friar Francis, be brief: only to the 
plain form of marriage, and you shall recount their par- 
ticular duties afterwards. 

FRIAR. You come hither, my lord, to marry this 
lady ? 5 

CLAUDIO. No. 

LEONATO. ‘To be married to her, friar; you come to 
marry her. 8 

FRIAR. Lady, you come hither to be married to this 
count ? 

HERO. Ido. 

FRIAR. If either of you know any inward impediment, 
why you should not be conjoined, J charge you, on your 
souls, to utter it. 

CLAUDIO. Know you any, Hero ? 

HERO. None, my lord. 16 

FRIAR. Know you any, count ? 

LEONATO. I dare make his answer; none. 

CLAUDIO. O! what men dare do! what men may do! 
what men daily do, not knowing what they do! 20 

BENEDICK. How now! Interjections ? Why then, 
some be of laughing, as ah! ha! he! 

cLaubDIO. Stand thee by, friar. Father, by your 

leave : 
Will you with free and unconstrained soul 24 
Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

LEONATO. As freely, son, as God did give her me. 

cLaupio. And what have I to give you back whose 

worth 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift. ? 28 


. 
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DON PEDRO. Nothing, unless you render her again. 
cLAuDIO. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thankful- 
ness. 
There, Leonato, take her back again : 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend ; 32 
She ’s but the sign and semblance of her honour. 
Behold ! how like a maid she blushes here. 
O! what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal. 36 
Comes not that blood as modest evidence 
To witness simple virtue ? Would you not swear, 
All you that see her, that she were a maid, 
By these exterior shows ? But she is none: 40 
Sheknows the heat of a luxurious bed ; 
-Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 
LEONATO. What do you mean, my lord ? 

CLAUDIO. Not to be married, 
‘Not to knit my soul to an approved wanton. 44 
LEONATO. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof, 

‘Have vanquish’d the resistance of her youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity, 
cLaupIO. IL know what you would say: if I have 
known her, 48 
You'll say she did embrace me as a husband, 
And so extenuate the *forehand sin : 
No, Leonato, 
I never tempted her with word too large ; 52 
But, as a brother to his sister, show’d 
Bashful sincerity and comely love. 
HERO. And seem’d I ever otherwise to you ? 
cLAuDIO. Outonthee! Seeming! I will write against 
its: 56 
You seem to me as Dian in her orb, 
As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown; 
But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper’d animals 60 
That rage in savage sensuality. 
HERO. Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide 2 
LEONATO. Sweet prince, why speak not you ? 
DON PEDRO. What should I speak ? 
I stand dishonour’d, that have gone about 64 
To link my dear friend to a common stale. 
LEONATO. Are these things spoken, or do I but dream 2 
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DON JOHN. Sir, they are spoken, and these things are 


true. 68 
BENEDICK. This looks not like a nuptial. 
HERO. True! O God ! 


cLAUDIO. Leonato, stand I here 2 
Is this the prince ? Is this the prince’s brother ? 

Is this face Hero’s ? Are our eyes our own ? 12 
LEONATO. All this is so; but what of this, my lord ? 
cLauDIO. Let me but move one question to your 

daughter ; 

And by that fatherly and kindly power 

That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 16 
LEONATO. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 
HERO. O, God defend me! how am I beset ! 

What kind of catechizing call you this ? 79 
cLaupIo. To make you answer truly to your name. 
HERO. Is it not Hero? Who can blot that name 

With any just reproach ? 

CLAUDIO. Marry, that can Hero : 

Hero itself can blot out Hero’s virtue. 

What man was he talk’d with you yesternight 84 

Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 

Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

HERO. I talk’d with no man at that hour, my lord. 

DON PEDRO. Why, then are you no maiden. Leonato, 
I am sorry you must hear: upon mine honour, 89 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count, 

Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night, 

Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ; 92 

Who hath indeed, most like a liberal villain, 

Confess’d the vile encounters they have had 

A thousand times in secret. 

DON JOHN. Fie, fie! they are not to be nam’d, my lord, 
Not to be spoke of ; 97 
There is not chastity enough in language 
Without offence to utter them. Thus, pretty lady, 

I am sorry for thy much misgovernment. 100 

-cLaupDIO. O Hero! what a Hero hadst thou been, 

If half thy outward graces had been plac’d 

About thy thoughts and counsels of thy heart ! 

But fare thee well, most foul, most fair! farewell. 104 

‘Thou pure impiety, and impious purity ! 

For thee Pll lock up all the gates of love, 
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And on my eyelids shall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 108 
And never shall it more be gracious. 
LEONATO. Hath no man’s dagger here a point for me ? 
[HERO swoons. 
BEATRICE. Why, how now, cousin! wherefore sink 
you down ? 
DON JOHN. Come, let us go. These things, come thus 
to light, 112 
Smother her spirits up. 
[Exeunt Don PEpRo, Don JouN and CLAUDIO. 
BENEDICK. How doth the lady ? 


BEATRICE. Dead, I think ! help, uncle ! 
Hero! why, Hero! Uncle! Signior Benedick ! 
Friar ! 116 


LEONATO. O Fate! take not away thy heavy hand : 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame 
That may be wish’d for. 


BEATRICE, How now, cousin Hero ! 

FRIAR. Have comfort, lady, 120 
LEONATO. Dost thou look up ? 

FRIAR. Yea; wherefore should she not ? 


LEONATO. Wherefore! Why, doth not every earthly 
thing 

Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood ? 124 
Do not live, Hero; do not ope thine eyes ; 
For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly die, 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames, 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches, 128 
Strike at thy life. Griev’d I, I had but one ? 
Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame ? 
O! one too much by thee. Why had I one ? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in mine eyes ? 132 
Why had I not with charitable hand 
Took up a beggar’s issue at my gates, 
Who smirched thus, and mir’d with infamy, 
I might have said, ‘ No part of it is mine ; 136 
This shame derives itself from unknown loins ?’ 
But mine, and mine I lov’d, and mine I prais’d, 
And mine that I was proud on, mine so much 
That I myself was to myself not mine, 140 
Valuing of her; why, she—O! she is fallen’ 
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Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again, 


And salt too little which may season give 144 
To her foul-tainted flesh. 
BENEDICK. Sir, sir, be patient. 
For my part, I am so attir’d in wonder, 
I know not what to say. 147 


BEATRICE. QO! on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 
BENEDICK. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ? 
BEATRICE. No, truly, not; although, until last night 
I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 
LEONATO. Confirm’d, confirm’d! O! that is stronger 
made, 152 
Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron. 
Would the two princes lie ¢? and Claudio lie, 
Who lov’d her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 
Wash’d it with tears 2? Hence from her! let her die. 
FRIAR. Hear me a little; 157 
For I have only been silent so long, 
And given way unto this course of fortune, 
By noting of the lady : I have mark’d 160 
A thousand blushing apparitions 
To start into her face ; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes ; 
And in her eye there hath appear’d a fire, 164 
To burn the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth. Call me a fool ; 
Trust not my reading nor my observations, 
Which with experimental seal doth warrant 168 
The tenour of my book; trust not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error. 
LEONATO. Friar, it cannot be. 172 
Thou seest that all the grace that she hath left 
Is, that she will not add to her damnation 
A sin of perjury : she not denies it. 
Why seek’st thou then to cover with excuse 176 
That which appears in proper nakedness ? 
FRIAR. Lady, what man is he you are accus’d of ¢ 
HERO. They know that do accuse me, I know none ; 
If I know more of any man alive 180 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 
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Let all my sins lack mercy! O, my father ! 

Prove you that any man with me convers’d 

At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 184 
Maintain’d the change of words with any creature, 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death. 

FRIAR. There issome strange misprision in the princes. 

BENEDICK. Two of them have the very bent of honour ; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this, 189 
The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 

Whose spirits toil in frame of villanies, 

LEONATO. I know not. If they speak but truth of her, 
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honour, 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 

Time hath not yet so dried this blocd of mine, 
Nor age so eat up my invention, 196 
Nor fortune made such havoc of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends, 
But they shall find, awak’d in such a kind, 
Both strength of limb and policy of mind, 200 
Ability in means and choice of friends, 
To quit me of them throughly. 
FRIAR. Pause awhile, 
And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter here the princes left for dead ; 204 
Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 
And publish it that she is dead indeed : 
Maintain a mourning ostentation ; 
And on your family’s old monument 208 
Hang mournful epitaphs and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. 
LEONATO. What shall become of this? What will 


this do ? 
FRIAR. Marry, this well carried shall on her behalf 
Change slander to remorse ; that is some good 213 


But not for that dream I on this strange course, 

But on this travail look for greater birth. 

She dying, as it must be so maintain’d, 216 
Upon the instant that she was accus’d, 

Shall be lamented, pitied and excus’d 

Of every hearer ; for it so falls out 

That what we have we prize not to the worth 220 
Whiles we enjoy it, but being lack’d and lost, 

Why, then we rack the value, then we find - 
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The virtue that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours. So will it fare with Claudio : 224 
When he shall hear she died upon his words, 
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination, ’ 
And every lovely organ of her life 228 
Shall come apparell’d in more precious habit, 
More moving-delicate, and full of life 
Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 
Than when she liv’d indeed : then shall he mourn,— 
If ever love had interest in his liver,— 233 
And wish he had not so accused her, 
No, though he thought his accusation true. 
Let this be so, and doubt not but success 236 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 
But if all aim but this be levell’d false, 
The supposition of the lady’s death 240 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 
And if it sort not well, you may conceal her,— 
As best befits her wounded reputation,— 
In some reclusive and religious life, 244 
Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries, 
BENEDICK. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise you : 
And though you know my inwardness and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 248 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly and justly as your soul 
Should with your body. 
LEONATO. Being that I flow in grief, 
The smallest twine may lead me. 252 
FRIAR. Tis well consented : presently away ; 
For to strange sores strangely they strain the cure. 
Come, lady, die to live : this wedding day 
Perhaps is but prolong’d : have patience and endure. 
{Exeunt Friar, Hero, and LEonaTo. 
BENEDICK. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this 
while ? 
BEATRICE. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 
BENEDICK. I will not desire that. 260 
BEATRICE. You have no reason; I do it freely. 
BENEDICK. Surely I do believe your fair cousin is 
wronged. 
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BEATRICE. Ah! how much might the man deserve of 


me that would right her. — 265 
BENEDICK. Is there any way to show such friend- 
ship ? 
BEATRICE. A very even way, but no such friend. 
BENEDICK. May a man do it ? 269 


BEATRICE. It is a man’s office, but not yours. 

BENEDICK. I do love nothing in the world so well as 
you : is not that strange ? 272 

BEATRICE. As strange as the thing I know not. It 
were as possible for me to say I loved nothing so well 
as you; but believe me not, and yet I lie not; I con- 
fess nothing, nor I deny nothing. I am sorry for my 
cousin. 27 

BENEDICK. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 

BEATRICE. Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

BENEDICK. I will swear by it that you love me; and 
T will make him eat it that says I love not you. 281 

BEATRICE. Will you not eat your word ? 

BENEDICK. With no sauce that can be devised to it. 
I protest I love thee. 284 

BEATRICE. Why then, God forgive me! 

BENEDICK. What offence, sweet Beatrice ? 

BEATRICE. You have stayed me in a happy hour: 
I was about to protest I loved you. 288 

BENEDICK. And do it with all thy heart. 

BEATRICE. I love you with so much of my heart that 
none is left to protest. 

BENEDICK. Come, bid me do anything for thee. 292 

BEATRICE. Kill Claudio. 

BENEDICK. Ha! not for the wide world. 

BEATRICE. You kill me to deny it. Farewell. 

BENEDICK. ‘Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 296 

BEATRICE. I am gone, though I am here: there is no 
love in you: nay, I pray you, let me go. 

BENEDICK. Beatrice,— 

BEATRICE. In faith, I will go. 300 

BENEDICK. We'll be friends first. 

BEATRICE. You dare easier be friends with me than 
fight with mine enemy. 

BENEDICK. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 304 

BEATRICE. Is he not approved in the height a villain, 
that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kins- 
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woman ? O! that I were a man. What! bear her in 
hand until they come to take hands, and then, with 
public accusation, uncovered slander, unmitigated ran- 
cour,—O God, that I were a man! I would eat his heart 
in the market- -place. 

BENEDICK. Hear me, Beatrice,— 312 

BEATRICE. Talk with a man out at a window! a 
proper saying ! 

BENEDICK. Nay, but Beatrice,— 

BEATRICE. Sweet Hero! she is wronged, she is slan- 
dered, she is undone. 317 

BENEDICK. Beat 

BEATRICE. Princes and counties! Surely, a princely 
testimony, a goodly Count Comfect; a sweet gallant, 
surely! O! that I were a man for his sake, or that 
I had any friend would be a man formy sake! But man- 
hood is melted into curtsies, valour into compliment, 
and men are only turned into tongue, and trim ones too : 
he is now as valiant as Hercules, that only tells a lie and 
swears it. I cannot be a man with wishing, therefore 
I will die a woman with grieving. 

BENEDICK. Tarry, good Beatrice. By this hand, I love 
thee. 329 

BEATRICE. Use it for my love some other way than 
swearing by it. 

BENEDICK. Think you in your soul the Count Claudio 
hath wronged Hero ? 333 

BEATRICE. Yea, as sure as I have a thought or a 
soul. 

BENEDICK. Enough! I am engaged, I will challenge 
him. I will kiss your hand, and so leave you. By this 
hand, Claudio shall render me a dear account. As you 
hear of me, so think of me. Go, comfort your cousin : 
IT must say she is dead ; and so, farewell. [Exeunt. 





Scene JI.—A Prison. 
Enter DocBerRy, VERGES, and SEXTON, in gowns; and the 
Watch, with ConrapDb and BoRACcHIO. 
DOGBERRY. Is our whole dissembly appeared ? 
VERGES. O! a stool and a cushion for the sexton. 
SEXTON. Which be the malefactors ? 
DOGBERRY. Marry, that am Il and my partner. 4 
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vercEs. Nay, that’s certain: we have the exhibition 
to examine. 
sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be 
examined ? let them come before Master constable. 
DOGBERRY. Yea, marry, let them come before me. 
What is your name, friend ? 
BORACHIO. Borachio. 11 
DOGBERRY. Pray write down Borachio. Yours, 
sirrah ? 
CONRADE. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is 
Conrade. 
DOGBERRY. Write down Master gentleman Conrade. 
Masters, do you serve God # 17 
CGONRADE. 
BORACHIO. 
DOGBERRY. Write down that they hope they serve 
God: and write God first; for God defend but God 
should go before such villains! Masters, it is proved 
already that you are little better than false knaves, and 
it will go near to be thought so shortly. How answer 
you for yourselves ? 24 
CONRADE. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 
DOGBERRY. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you ; 
but I will go about with him. Come you hither, sirrah ; 
a word in your ear: sir, 1 say to you, it is thought you 
are false knaves. 29 
BORACHIO. Sir, I say to you we are none. 
DOGBERRY. Well, stand aside. ’Fore God, they are 
both in a tale. Have you writ down, that they are 
none ? 33 
SExTON. Master constable, you go not the way to 
examine: you must call forth the watch that are their 
accusers. 3€ 
DOGBERRY. Yea, marry, that’s the eftest way. Let 
the watch come forth. Masters, I charge you, in the 
prince’s name, accuse these men. 
FIRST WATCH. This man said, sir, that Don John, the 
prince’s brother, was a villain. 41 
DOGBERRY. Write down Prince John a villain. Why, 
that is flat perjury, to call a prince’s brother villain. 
BORACHIO. Master constable,— 44 
DOGBERRY. Pray thee, fellow, peace: I do not like 
thy look, I promise thee. 


Yea, sir, we hope. 
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SEXTON. What heard you him say else ? 47 

SECOND WATCH. Marry, that he had received a thou- 
sand ducats of Don John for accusing the Lady Hero 
wrongfully. 

DOGBERRY. Flat burglary as ever was committed. 

VERGES. Yea, by the mass, that it is. 52 

SEXTON. What else, fellow ? 

FIRST WATCH. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon 
his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole assembly, 
and not marry her. i 08 56 

DOGBERRY. O villain! thou wilt: be condemned into 
everlasting redemption for this. 

SEXTON. What else ? 

SECOND WATCH. This is all. 60 

SEXTON. And this is more, masters, than you can 
deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen 
away: Hero was in this manner accused, in this very 
manner refused, and, upon the gricf of this, suddenly 
died. Master Constable, let these men be bound, and 
brought to Leonato’s: I will go before and show him 
their examination. [Exit. 

DOGBERRY. Come, let them be opinioned. 68 

VERGES. Let them be in the hands— 

CONRADE. . Off, coxcomb ! 

DOGBERRY. God’s my life! where ’s the sexton ? let 
him write down the prince’s officer coxcomb. Come, 
bind them. Thou naughty varlet ! 73 

CONRADE. Away! you are an ass; you are an ass. 

DOGBERRY. Dost thou not suspect my place? Dost 
thou not suspect my years? O that he were here to 
write me down an ass! but, masters, remember that 
I am an ass; though it be not written down, yet for- 
get not that I am an ass. No, thou villain, thou art 
full of piety, as shall be proved upon thee by good 
witness. I am a wise fellow; and, which is more, an 
officer ; and, which is more, a householder ;\ and, which 
is more, as pretty a piece of flesh as any in Messina ; and 
one that knows the law, go to; and a rich fellow enough, 
go to; .and a fellow that hath had losses; and one 
that hath two gowns, and everything handsome about 
him. Bring him away. O that I had been writ down 
an ass! [Exeunt. 

wht ears 


SH. I P 


418 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING [ACT Vv 


ACT: V;, 


Screne J.—Before Leonato’s House. 
Enter Lronato and ANTONIO. 


ANTONIO. If you go on thus, you will kill yourself 
And ’tis not wisdom thus to second grief 


Against yourself. 
LEONATO. I pray thee, cease thy counsel, 
Which falls into mine ears as profitless 4 


As water in a sieve: give not me counsel ; 

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear 

But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine : 

Bring me a father that so loy’d his child, 8 

Whose joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine, 

And bid him speak of patience ; 

Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 

And let it answer every strain for strain, 12 

As thus for thus and such a grief for such, 

In every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 

If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard ; 

Bid sorrow wag, cry ‘hem’ when he should groan, — 16 

Patch grief with proverbs; make misfortune drunk 

With candle-wasters ; bring him yet to me, 

And I of him will gather patience. 

But there is no such man; for, brother, men 20 

Can counsel and speak comfort to that grief 

Which they themselves not feel; but, tasting it, 

Their counsel turns to passion, which before 

Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 24 

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 

Charm ache with air and agony with words. 

No, no; ’tis all men’s office to speak patience 

To those that wring under the load of sorrow, 28 

But no man’s virtue nor sufficiency 

To be so moral when he shall endure 

The like himself. - Therefore give me no counsel : 

My griefs cry louder than advertisement. 32 
ANTONIO. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 
LEONATO. I pray thee, peace! I will be flesh and 

blood ; { 

For there was never yet philosopher 

That could endure the toothache patiently, 36 
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However they have writ the style of gods 
And made a push at chance and sufferance. 
ANTONIO. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself ; 


Make those that do offend you suffer too. 40 
LEONATO. There thou speak’st reason: nay, I will 
do so. 


My soul doth tell me Hero is belied ; 

And that shall Claudio know ; so shall the prince, 

And all of them that thus dishonour her. 44 
ANTONIO. Here come the prince and Claudio hastily. 


Enter Don PEDRO and Cuaupio. 
DON PEDRO. Good den, good den, 
CLAUDIO. Good day to both of you. 
LEONATO. Hear you, my lords,— 
DON PEDRO. We have some haste, Leonato. 
LEONATO. Some haste, my lord! well, fare you well, 
my lord : 48 
Are you so hasty now ?—well, all is one. 
DON PEDRO. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old 
man. 
ANTONIO. If he could right himself with quarrelling, 
Some of us would lie low. 


CLAUDIO. Who wrongs him ? 52 
LEONATO. Marry, thou dost wrong me; thou dissem- 
bler, thou. 


Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword ; 
I fear thee not. 
CLAUDIO. Marry, beshrew my hand, 
If it should give your age such cause of fear. 56 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 
LEONATO. Tush, tush, man! never fleer and jest at me: 
I speak not like a dotard nor a fool, 
As, under privilege of age, to brag 60 
What. I have done being young, or what would do, 
Were I not old. Know, Claudio, to thy head, 
Thou hast so wrong’d mine innocent child and me 
That I am fore’d to lay my reverence by, 64 
And, with grey hairs and bruise of many days, 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 
I say thou hast belied mine innocent child : 
Thy slander hath gone through and through her heart, 
And she lies buried with her ancestors ; 69 


420 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING [ACT V 


O! in a tomb where never scandal slept, 

Save this of hers, fram’d by thy villany ! 71 
oLAupDIO. My villany ? 

LEONATO. Thine, Claudio ; thine, I say. 

DON PEDRO. You say not right, old man. 

LEONATO. My lord, my lord, 
I'll prove it on his body, if he dare, 

Despite his nice fence and his active practice, 

His May of youth and bloom of lustihood. 76 
cLaubIo. Away! I will not have to do with you. 
LEONATO. Canst thou so daff me? Thou hast kill’d 

my child ; 

If thou kill’st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

ANTONIO. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed : 
But that ’s no matter; let him kill one first : 81 
Win me and wear me; let him answer me. 

Come, follow me, boy ; come, sir boy, come, follow me. 

Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining fence ; 84 

Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 

LEONATO. Brother,— 

ANTONIO. Content yourself. God knows I lov’d my 

niece ; 

And she is dead, slander’d to death by villains, 88 

That dare as well answer a man indeed 

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue. 

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops ! 


LEONATO. ’ Brother Antony,— 
ANTONIO. Hold your content. What, man! I know 
them, yea, 92 


And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple, 
Scambling, out-facing, fashion-monging boys, 

That lie and cog and flout, deprave and slander, 

Go antickly, show outward hideousness, 96 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst ; 


And this is all! 99 
LEONATO. But, brother Antony,— 
ANTONIO. Come, ’tis no matter : 


Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 
DON PEDRO. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your 
patience. Of 
My heart is sorry for your daughter’s death ; 
But, on my honour, she was charg’d with nothing ~ 104 
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But what was true and very full of proof. 
LEONATO. My lord, my lord— 


DON PEDRO. I will not hear you. 
LEONATO. No? 
Come, brother, away. I will be heard.— 107 


ANTONIO. And shall, or some of us will smart for it. 
{Exeunt Lronato and ANTONIO. 


Enter BENEDICK. 

DON PEDRO. See, see; here comes the man we went 
to seek. 

CLAUDIO. Now, signior, what news ? 

BENEDICK. Good day, my lord. 112 

DON PEDRO. Welcome, signior : you are almost come 
to part almost a fray. 

cLauDIo. We had like to have had our two noses 
snapped off with two old men without teeth. 116 

DON PEDRO. Leonato and his brother. What thinkest 
thou? Had we fought, I doubt we should have been 
too young for them. 

BENEDICK. In a false quarrel there is no true valour. 
I came to seek you both. 121 

CLAUDIO. We have been up and down to seek thee ; 
for we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain have 
it. beaten away. Wilt thou use thy wit ? 124 

BENEDICK. It is in my scabbard ; shall I draw it ? 

DON PEDRO. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ? 

cLAUDIO. Never any did so, though very many have 
been beside their wit. I will bid thee draw, as we do the 
minstrels ; draw, to pleasure us. 129 

DON PEDRO. As I am an honest man, he looks pale. 
Art thou sick, or angry ? 

CLAUDIO. What, courage, man! What though care 
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill 
care. 134 

BENEDICK. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, 
an you charge it against me. I pray you choose another 
subject. 137 

cLAuDIO. Nay then, give him another staff: this last 
was broke cross. 

DON PEDRO. By this light, he changes more and more : 
I think he be angry indeed. 141 
_cLaupio. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 
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BENEDICK. Shall I speak a word in your ear ? 
cLAUDIO. God bless me froma challenge ! 144 
BENEDICK. [Aside to Cravpro.] You are a villain, I jest 
not: I will make it good how you dare, with what 
you dare, and when you dare. Do me right, or I will 
protest your cowardice. You have killed a sweet lady, 
and her death shall fall heavy on you. Let me hear from 
ou. 
cLauDIo. Well I will meet you, so I may have good 
cheer. 152 
DON PEDRO. What, a feast, a feast ? 
cLaupIo. I’ faith, I thank him; he hath bid me to 
a calf’s-head and a capon, the which if I do not carve 
mast curiously, say my knife ’s naught. Shall I not find 
a woodcock too ? 157 
BENEDICK. Sir, your wit ambles well; it goes easily. 
DON PEDRO. I'll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy 
wit the other day. I said, thou hadst a fine wit. ‘True,’ 
says she, ‘a fine little one.’ ‘No,’ said I, ‘a great 
wit.’ ‘Right,’ said she, ‘a great gross one.’ ‘ Nay,’ 


said I, ‘a good wit.’ ‘Just,’ said she, ‘it hurts no- 
body.’ ‘Nay,’ said I, ‘the gentleman is wise.’ ‘ Cer- 
tain,’ said she, ‘a wise gentleman.’ ‘Nay,’ said I, 


“he hath the tongues.” ‘That I believe,’ said she, 
‘for he swore a thing to me on Monday night, which 
he forswore on Tuesday morning: there’s a double 
tongue; there ’s two tongues.’ Thus did she, an hour 
together, trans-shape thy particular virtues; yet at 
last she concluded with a sigh, thou wast the properest 
man in Italy. 172 

cLauDIo. For the which she wept heartily and said 
she cared not. 

DON PEDRO. Yea, that she did; but yet, for all that, 
an if she did not hate him deadly, she would love him 
dearly. The old man’s daughter told us all. 177 

cLAUDIO. All, all; and moreover, God saw him when 
he was hid in the garden. 

DON PEDRO. But when shall we set the savage bull’s 
horns on the sensible Benedick’s head ? 181 

CLAUDIO. Yea, and text underneath, ‘Here dwells 
Benedick the married man !’ 

BENEDICK. Fare you well, boy: you know my mind. 
I will leave you now to your gossip-like humour : you 
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break jests as braggarts do their blades, which, God be 
thanked, hurt not. My lord, for your many’ courtesies 
I thank you: I must discontinue your company. Your 
brother the bastard is fled from Messina: you have, 
among you, killed a sweet and innocent lady. For my 
Lord Lack-beard there, he and I shall meet; and till 
then, peace be with him. (Exit. 

DON PEDRO. He is in earnest. 193 

cLaupDIo. In most profound earnest ; and, I'll warrant 
you, for the love of Beatrice. 

DON PEDRO. And hath challenged thee ? 196 

CLAUDIO. Most sincerely. 

DON PEDRO. What a pretty thing man is when he goes 
in his doublet and hose and leaves off his wit ! 

cLAUDIO. He is then a giant to an ape; but then is 
an ape a doctor to such a man. 201 

DON PEDRO. But, soft you; let me be: pluck up, my 
heart, and be sad! Did he not say my brother was 
fled ? 204 


Enter DocBERRyY, VERGES, and the Watch, with ConraDE 

and Borscuio. 

DOGBERRY. Come, you, sir: if justice cannot tame 
you, she shall ne’er weigh more reasons in her balance. 
Nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite once, you must be 
looked to. 208 

DON PEDRO. How now! two of my brother’s men 
bound ! Borachio, one ! 

CLAUDIO. Hearken after their offence, my lord. 

DON PEDRO. Officers, what offence have these men 
done ? 213 

DOGBERRY. Marry, sir, they have committed false 
report ; moreover, they have spoken untruths ; secon- 
darily, they are slanders; sixth and lastly, they have 
belied a lady ; thirdly, they have verified unjust things ; 
and to conclude, they are lying knaves. 218 

DON PEDRO. First, I ask thee what they have done ; 
thirdly, I ask thee what’s their offence; sixth and 
lastly, why they are committed ; and, to conclude, what 
you lay to their charge ? _ 222 

cLaupio. Rightly reasoned. and in his own division ; 
and, by my troth, there ’s one meaning well suited. 

DON PEDRO. Who have you offended, masters, that 
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you are thus bound to your answer ? this learned con- 
stable is too cunning to’ be understood. What ’s your 
offence @ 228 
BORACHIO. Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine 
answer: do you hear me, and let this count kill me. 
I have deceived even your very eyes: what your wis- 
doms could not discover, these shallow fools have brought 
to light ; who, in the night overheard me confessing to 
this man how Don John your brother incensed me to 
slander the Lady Hero; how you were brought into the 
orchard and saw me court Margaret in Hero’s garments ; 
how you disgraced her, when you should marry her. 
My villany they have upon record ; which I had rather 
seal with my death than repeat over to my shame. The 
Jady is dead upon mine and my master’s false accusa- 
tion; and, briefly, I desire nothing but the reward of a 
villain. 242 
DON PEDRO. Runs not this speech like iron through 
your blood 2 
cLaupIo. Ihave drunk poison whiles he utter’d it. 
DON PEDRO. But did my brother set thee on to this ? 
BORACHIO. Yea; and paid me richly for the practice 


of it. 
DON PEDRO. He is compos’d and fram’d of treachery : 
And fled he is upon this villany. 248 


CLAUDIO. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblance that I lov’d it first. 

DOGBERRY. Come, bring away the plaintiffs : by this 
time our sexton hath reformed Signior Leonato of the 
matter. And masters, do not forget to specify, when 
time and place shall serve, that I am an ass. 

VERGES. Here, here comes Master Signior Leonato, 
and the sexton too. 256 


Re-enter Lronato, ANTONIO, and the Sexton. 
LEONATO. Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyes, 
‘That, when I note another man like him, 
I may avoid him. Which of these is he ? 
BORACHIO. If you would know your wronger, look on 
R. me. 260 
des tobe Art thou the slave that with thy breath hast 
i 
Mine innocent child ? 
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BORACHIO. Yea, even I alone. 
LEONATO. No, not so, villain; thou beliest thyself : 
Here stand a pair of honourable men ; 264 


A third is fled, that had a hand in it. 

I thank you, princes, for my daughter’s death : 

Record it with your high and worthy deeds. 

*Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 268 
cLaubiIo. I know not how to pray your patience ; 

Yet I must speak. Choose your revenge yourself ; 

Impose me to what penance your invention 


Can lay upon my sin: yet sinn’d I not 272 
But in mistaking. 
DON PEDRO. By my soul, nor I: 


And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he’ll enjoin me to. 276 
LEONATO. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live ; 
That were impossible : but, I pray you both, 
Possess the people in Messina here 
How innocent she died ; and if your love 280 
Can labour aught in sad invention, 
Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb, 
And sing it to her bones : sing it to-night. 
To-morrow morning come you to my house, 284 
And since you could not be my son-in-law, 
Be yet my nephew. My brother hath a daughter, 
Almost the copy of my child that’s dead, 
And she alone is heir to both of us : 288 
Give her the right you should have given her cousin, 
And so dies my revenge. 
CLAUDIO. O noble sir, 
Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me ! 
I do embrace your offer ; and dispose 292 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 
LEONATO. To-morrow then I will expect your coming ; 
To-night I take my leave. This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 296 
Who, I believe, was pack’d in all this wrong, 
Hir’d to it by your brother. 


BORACHIO. No, by my soul she was not ; 
Nor knew not what she did when she spoke to me ; 
But always hath been just and virtuous: 300 


In anything that I do know by her. 
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DOGBERRY. Moreover, sir,—which, indeed, is not 
under white and black,—this plaintiff here, the offender, 
did call me ass: I beseech you, let it be remembered in 
his punishment. And also, the watch heard them talk 
of one Deformed: they say he wears a key in his ear 
and a lock hanging by it, and borrows money in God’s 
name, the which he hath used so long and never paid, 
that now men grow hard-hearted, and will lend nothing 
for God’s sake. Pray you, examine him upon that 
point. 311 

LEONATO. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

DOGBERRY. Your worship speaks like a most thankful 
and reverend youth, and I praise God for you. 

LEONATO. There’s for thy pains. 

DOGBERRY. God save the foundation ! 316 

LEONATO. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and 
I thank thee. 

DOGBERRY. I leave an arrant knave with your 
worship; which I beseech your worship to correct 
yourself, for the example of others. God keep your 
worship! I wish your worship well; God restore you 
to health! I humbly give you leave to depart, and if 
a merry meeting may be wished, God prohibit it ! Come, 
neighbour. [Exeunt DocBrrry and Vrrczs. 325 

LEONATO. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell. 

ANTONIO. Farewell, my lords: we look for you to- 


morrow. 
DON PEDRO. We will not fail. 
CLAUDIO. To-night ll mourn with Hero. 


[Exeunt Don PEepro and CLAUDIO. 

LEONATO, [To the Watch.] Bring you these fellows on. 

We'll talk with Margaret, 329 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. 


{Exeunt. 


Scene II.—Leronato’s Garden. 
Enter BENEDICK and MarcareEtT, meeting. 


BENEDICK. Pray thee, sweet Mistress Margaret, de- 


serve well at my hands by helping me to the speech of 
Beatrice. 


MARGARET. Will you then write me a sonnet in praise 
of my beauty ? ity 5 
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BENEDICK. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man 
living shall come over it ; for, in most comely truth, thou 
deservest it. 8 

MARGARET. To have no man come over me! why, 
shall I always keep below stairs 2 

BENEDICK. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound’s 
mouth ; it catches. 12 

MARGARET. And yours as blunt as the fencer’s foils, 
which hit, but hurt not. 

BENEDICK. A most manly wit, Margaret ; it will not 
hurt a woman: and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice. I give 
thee the bucklers. 17 

MARGARET. Give us the swords, we have bucklers of 
our own. 

BENEDICK. If you use them, Margaret, you must put 
in the pikes with a vice ; and they are dangerous weapons 
for maids. 

MARGARET. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who 
I think hath legs. 24 

BENEDICK. And therefore will come. [Exit Marcarer. 


The god of love, 
That sits above, 

And knows me, and knows me, 28 
How pitiful I deserve,— 


I mean, in singing; but in loving, Leander the good 
swimmer, Troilus the first employer of pandars, and 
a whole book full of these quondam carpet-mongers, 
whose names yet run smoothly in the even road of 
a blank verse, why, they were never so truly turned 
over and over as my poor self, in love. Marry, I cannot 
show it in rime; I have tried: I can find out no rime 
to ‘lady’ but ‘baby’, an innocent rime ; for ‘scorn’, 
‘horn’, a hard rime ; for ‘school’, ‘fool’, a babbling 
rime; very ominous endings: no, I was not born 
under a riming planet, nor 1 cannot woo in festival 
terms. 41 
Enter BEATRICE. 

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called thee ? 

BEATRICE. Yea, signior; and depart when you bid 
me. 44 

BENEDICK. O, stay but till then! 

BEATRICE. ‘Then’ is spoken: fate you well now : 
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and yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came for ; which 
is, with knowing what hath passed between you and 
Claudio. 49 

BENEDICK. Only foul words; and thereupon I will 
kiss thee. 

BEATRICE. Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind 
is but foul breath, and foul breath is noisome ; therefore 
I will depart unkissed. 54 

BENEDICK. Thou hast frighted the word out of his 
right sense, so forcible is thy wit. But I must tell thee 
plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge, and either 
I must shortly hear from him, or I will subscribe him 
a coward. And, I pray thee now, tell me, for which of 
my bad parts didst thou first fallin love with me? 60 

BEATRICE. For them all together; which maintained 
so politic a state of evil that they will not admit any good 
part to intermingle with them. But for which of my 
good parts did you first suffer love for me ? 64 

BENEDICK. ‘Suffer love,’ a good epithet! I do suffer 
love indeed, for I love thee against my will. 

BEATRICE. In spite of your heart, I think. Alas, poor 
heart! If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for 
yours ; for I will never love that which my friend hates. 

BENEDICK. Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

BEATRICE. It appears not in this confession: there ’s 
not one wise man among twenty that will praise him- 
self. 13 

BENEDICK. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that 
lived in the time of good neighbours. If a man do not 
erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall live 
no longer in monument than the bell rings and the widow 
weeps. 

BEATRICE. And how long is that think you ? 79 

BENEDICK. Question: why, an hour in clamour and 
a quarter in rheum: therefore it is most expedient for 
the wise,—if Don Worm, his conscience, find no impedi- 
ment to the contrary,—to be the trumpet of his own 
virtues, as lam to myself. So much for praising myself, 
who, I myself will bear witness, is praiseworthy. And 
now tell me, how doth your cousin ? 

BEATRICE. Very ill. 

BENEDICK. And how do you ? 88 
- BEATRICE. Very ill too. 
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BENEDICK. Serve God, love me, and mend.: There will 
I leave you too, for here comes one in haste. 


Enter Urnsuna. 

URSULA. Madam, you must come to your uncle. 
Yonder ’s old coil at home : it is proved, my Lady Hero 
hath been falsely accused, the prince and Claudio mightily 
abused ;.and Don John is the author of all, who is fled 
and gone. Will you come presently ? 96 

BEATRICE. Will you go hear this news, signior ? 

BENEDICK. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and 
be buried in thy eyes ; and moreover I will go with thee 
to thy uncle’s. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—The Inside of a Church. 
Enter Don Prpro, Craupio, and Attendants, with 
music and tapers. 
cuAupIO. Is this the monument of Leonato ? 
A LORD. It is, my lord. 
CLAUDIO. [Reads from a scroll.] 


Done to death by slanderous tongues 
Was the Hero that here lies : 4 
Death, in guerdon of her wrongs, 
Gives her fame which never dies. 
So the life that died with shame 
Lives in death with glorious fame. 8 


Hang thou there upon the tomb, 
Praising her when I am dumb. 
Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn. 


SONG. 


Pardon, goddess of the night, 12 
Those that slew thy virgin knight ; 
For the which, with songs of woe, 
Round about her tomb they go. 
Midnight, assist our moan ; 16 
Help us to sigh and groan, 
Heavily, heavily : 
Graves, yawn and yield your dead, 
Till death be uttered, 20 
Heavily, heavily. 
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cLaupIo. Now, unto thy bones good night ! 
Yearly will I do this rite. 
DON PEDRO. Good morrow, masters : put your torches 
out. 24 
The wolves have prey’d ; and look, the gentle day, 
Before the wheels of Pheebus, round about 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey. 
Thanks tu you all, and leave us: fare you well. 28 
CLAUDIO. Good morrow, masters: each his several 
way. 
DON earl Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds ; 
And then to Leonato’s we will go. 31 
cLaupio. And Hymen now with luckier issue speed ’s, 
Than this for whom we render’d up this woe! [Exeunt. 


ScrnE IV.—A Room in Leonato’s House. 


Enter Leonato, ANTONIO, BENEDICK, BEATRICE, MARGARET, 
Ursuia, Friar Francis, and HERo. 
FRIAR. Did I not tell you she was innocent ? 
LEONATO. So are the prince and Claudio, who accus’d 
her 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 
But Margaret was in some fault for this, 4 
Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 
ANTONIO. Well. I am glad that all things sort so 


well. 
BENEDICK. And so am I, being else by faith enfore’d 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 9 


LEONATO. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, 

Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves, 

And when I send for you, come hither mask’d : 12 

The prince and Claudio promis’d by this hour 

To visit me. [Exeunt ladies. 

You know your office, brother ; 

You must be father to your brother’s daughter, 

And give her to young Claudio. 16 
ANTONIO. Which I will do with confirm’d countenance. 
BENEDICK. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 
FRIAR. To do what, signior ? 

BENEDICK. ‘To bind me, or undo me; one of them. 

Signior Leonato, trnth it is, good signior, 21 
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Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 
LEONATO. That eye my daughter lent her: ’tis most 
true. 
BENEDICK. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 
LEONATO. The sight whereof I think, you had from 
me, 25 
From Claudio, and the prince. But what’s your will ? 
BENEDICK. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 
But, for my will, my will is your good will 28 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 
In the state of honourable marriage : 
In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 
LEONATO. My heart is with your liking. 
FRIAR. And my hep. 
Here come the prince and Claudio. 33 


Enter Don Prpro and CLaupi0, with Attendants. 
DON PEDRO. Good morrow to this fair assembly. 
LEONATO. Good morrow, prince; good morrow, 
Claudio : 
We here attend you. Are you yet determin’d 36 
To-day to marry with my brother’s daughter ? 
ctauDIO. Tl hold my mind, were she an Ethiop: 
LEONATO. Call her forth, brother: here’s the friar 


ready. [Exit ANTONIO. 
DON PEDRO. Good morrow, Benedick. Why, what ’s 
the matter, 40 


That you have such a February face, 
So full of frost, of storm and cloudiness ? 

cLAUDIO. I think he thinks upon the savage bull. 
Tush ! fear not, man, we’ll tip thy horns with gold, 44 
And all Europa shall rejoice at thee, 

As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 
When he would play the noble beast in love. 

BENEDICK. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low : 48 
And some such strange bull leap’d your father’s cow, 
And got a calf in that same noble feat, 

Much like to you, for you have just his bleat. 
cLaupiI0. For this lowe you : here come other reckon- 
ings. 52 
Re-enter ANTONIO, with the ladies masked. 
Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 
‘ANTONIO. This same is she, and I do give you her. 
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CLAUDIO. Why, then she’s mine. Sweet, let me see 
your face. 55 
LEONATO. No, that you shall not, till you take her hand 

Before this friar, and swear to marry her. 
cLAuDIO. Give me your hand : before this holy friar, 

Iam your husband, if you like of me. 

HERO. And when I liv’d, I was your other wife: 60 
(Unmasking. 

And when you lov’d, you were my other husband. 
ctaupio., Another Hero! 

HERO. Nothing certainer : 

One Hero died defil’d, but I do live, 

And surely as I live, lam a maid. 64 
RON PEDRO. The former Hero! Hero that is dead ! 
LEONATO. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander 

liv’d. 
FRIAR. All this amazement can I qualify : 

When after that the holy rites are ended, 68 

Pll tell you largely of fair Hero’s death : 

Meantime, let wonder seem familiar, 

And to the chapel let us presently. 

BENEDICK. Soft and fair, friar. Which is Beatrice ? 
BEATRICE. [Unmasking.] 1 answer to that name. 


What is your will ? 73 
BENEDICK. Do not you love me 2? 
BEATRICE. Why, no; no more than reason. 


BENEDICK. Why, then, your uncle and the prince and 
Claudio 


Have been deceived ; for they swore you did. 16 
BEATRICE. Do not you love me ? 
BENEDICK. Troth, no ; no more than reason. 


BEATRICE. Why, then, my cousin, Margaret, and 
Ursula, 
Are much deceiv’d ; for they did swear you did. 
BENEDICK. They swore that you were almost sick for 


me. 80 

BEATRICE. They swore that you were well-nigh dead 
for me. 

BENEDICK. *Tis no such matter. Then, you do not 
love me ? 


BEATRICE. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 
LEONATO. Come, cousin, lam sure you love the gentle- 
man. 84 
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edad And Ill be sworn upon ’t that he loves 
er ; 

For here ’s a paper written in his hand, 

A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 

Fashion’d to Beatrice. 

HERO. And here ’s another, 88 
Writ in my cousin’s hand, stolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

BENEDICK. A miracle! here ’s our own hands against 
our hearts. Come, I will have thee ; but, by this light, 
I take thee for pity. 93 

BEATRICE. I would not deny you; but, by this good 
day, I yield upon great persuasion, and partly to save 
your life, for I was told you were ina consumption. 96 

BENEDICK. Peace! I will stop your mouth. [Kisses her. 

DON PEDRO. How dost thou, Benedick, the married 
man ? 99 

BENEDICK. I'll tell thee what, prince; a college of 
witerackers cannot flout me out of my humour. Dost 
thou think I care for a satire or an epigram? No; if 
a man will be beaten with brains, a’ shall wear nothing 
handsome about him. In brief, since I do purpose 
to marry, I will think nothing to any purpose that the 
world can say against it; and therefore never flout 
at me for what I have said against it, for man is a giddy 
thing, and this is my conclusion. For thy part, Claudio, 
I did think to have beaten thee; but, in that thou 
art like to be my kinsman, live unbruised, and love my 
cousin. 111 

cLtauDIO. I had well hoped thou wouldst have denied 
Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy 
single life, to make thee a double-dealer ; which, out of 
question, thou wilt be, if my cousin do not look exceeding 
narrowly to thee. 116 

BENEDICK. Come, come, we are friends. Let ’s have 
a dance ere we are married, that we may lighten our 
own hearts and our wives’ heels. 

LEONATO. We'll have dancing afterward. 120 

BENEDICK. First, of my word ; therefore play, music ! 
Prince, thou art sad; get thee a wife, get thee a wife: 
there is no staff more reverend than one tipped with 
horn. 124 


‘ 
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Enter ‘a Messenger. 
MESSENGER. My lord, your brother John is ta’en in 
flight, 
And bree with armed men back to Messina. 
BENEDICK. Think not on him till to-morrow: Til 
devise thee brave punishments for him. Strike up, 
pipers ! [Dance. Exeunt. 
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LOVES LABOUR’S LOST 


INTRODUCTION 


THE Quarto edition of Love’s Labour’s Lost which 
appeared in 1598 is the first play issued in any form 
that bears the name of Shakespeare on the title-page. 
From this Quarto the Folio text of 1623 was printed 
with a few unimportant variations, and with a division 
into acts, which does not occur in the Quarto. The 
play is named in Meres’s list given in Palladis Tamia 
of 1598, and is mentioned in the same year in the Alba 
of Robert Tofte: ‘Loves Labour Lost I once did see, 
a play ycleped so, so called to my paine.’ In 1599 the 
Passionate Pilgrim—a piratical miscellany of verse, in- 
cluding some poems by Shakespeare—reprints three 
pieces from the play. 

It has been inferred from Tofte’s reference (‘I once 
did see’) that he had witnessed the performance a con- 
siderable time before he wrote these words; but this is 
perhaps a misunderstanding of the Elizabethan ‘ once’. 
The Quarto, however, which mentions on the title-page 
that the comedy was ‘ presented before her Highnes this 
last Christmas ’, mentions also that it had been ‘ newly 
corrected and augmented ’. The general belief of scholars 
is that the play was one of Shakespeare’s earliest dramas; 
perhaps the first that is entirely his own, and that in 
1597-8 it was revised and received certain additions. 
The great body of the comedy has all the characteristics 
of Shakespeare’s earliest period of authorship; those 
peculiarities of versification which in the course of time 
he left behind him are here present, and in a striking 
degree. But such a speech as that of Berowne in Act Iv, 
Sc. iii, beginning with the words 

O! ’tis more than need. 
Have at you, then, affection’s men-at-arms, 
has a splendour of rhetoric of which Shakespeare in his 
dramatic nonage seems to have been incapable. It is 
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a curious fact also that in the text as we have it, we find 
apparently in two passages both the original lines, which 
were meant to be cancelled, and the lines by which it 
was intended that these should be replaced (compare 
Act Iv, Se. iii, lines 293-314, with 315-51, and Act v, 
Sc. ii, lines 812-17, with lines 818-64). This can hardly 
be explained by saying that the revision was hasty ; far 
more probably it was due to an error of the printer. 

Mr. Sidney Lee called attention to the fact that a real 
Biron and a real Longaville were among the chief sup- 
porters of Henry of Navarre; the Duke de Mayenne was 
one of his opponents, but from his name Shakespeare 
may have formed that of his Dumaine.. An English force 
wag assisting Henry of Navarre in 1589, serving often 
under Marshalde Biron. Without noticing more question- 
able suggestions of Mr. Lee, we may perhaps accept 15389 
or 1590 as a probable date for the original play ; but it 
must be admitted that the evidence for any precise date 
is scanty. All we can say with anything approaching 
certainty is that the comedy was of early origin, and that 
in revising it for presentation before the Queen at a later 
date, Shakespeare did not rewrite it as a whole but raised 
it to a higher level by some corrections and some splendid 
additions which stand out impressively from the earlier 
and inferior matter. 

Plot can hardly here be named, so slender is the 
design, so largely is the play one of dialogue and of 
rhetoric. Such plot as there is appears to be of Shake- 
speare’s own invention. The King and his associates 
would form an academy of philosophic culture, for- 
swearing the natural indulgences of the senses, and the 
company of woman; love breaks in with the Princess 
and her ladies and spoils their design, but the fruition of 
love must be delayed—such is almost the whole of the 
story. Nor is there in Love's Labour’s Lost, except 
perhaps in the one instance of Berowne, any full study 
or presentation of character. The purport of the play is 
to satirize certain affectations of manner and of speech ; 
while, as it were by the way, it also expounds an idea, 
which was Shakespeare’s own. Yet it would be untrue 
to say that in expounding this idea it has a direct didactic 
purpose. ‘Nature,’ says Polixenes in one of Shake- 
speare’s latest comedies, ‘is made better by no mean but 
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nature makes that mean.’ In the present comedy—one 
certainly of his earliest—may be discovered, as under- 
lying the entire design, the conviction that no means of 
bettering nature which is not of nature’s making can 
attain its end. The King of Navarre and two of his lords 
are the devotees of an ascetic ideal of culture. Berowne, 
who is wiser than they, can accept the prescribed vows 
because he is assured beforehand, as a true child of 
nature cannot but be, that the vows of each and of all 
must be forthwith forsworn. The affectations of speech 
which are ridiculed are departures from nature, but are 
scarcely so wide a departure as this overstrained project 
of the King. Two days bring the design to ruin. Berowne 
himself is found in the end to have touched the facts of 
life on only one side—that of joy; and he is dismissed 
by Rosaline for a twelve-months’ education and pro- 
bation which shall instruct’ him in the other side of 
human existence—that of pain and sorrow. Grief has 
indeed already made its incursion on the scene, and 
startled the sometime students, now turned lovers, with 
a cruel sense of reality—the father of the Princess lies 
dead. It is a strange end for a comedy, and we can 
hardly doubt that Shakespeare’s meaning is this—a true 
education is not to be attained by removing from the 
world into a region of fantastical culture, but by sub- 
mitting to the complete discipline of both joy and sorrow. 
He does not preach a doctrine ; but his view of life is 
embodied in his art. 

In the period of the Renaissance much attention was 
given to schemes of education which should replace the 
exhausted ideals of the Middle Ages. Shakespeare’s pro- 
fession of faith on this subject is made through Berowne, 
who perhaps has something in common with the youthful 
Shakespeare himself. Much attention was also given to 
literary style—to modes of utterance which should lift 
prose from the rudeness of the earlier writers, and should 
give it a certain distinction and aesthetic beauty. In 
Spain there was the alto estilo of Guevara ; in England 
the elaborated, artificial prose manner which culminated 
in Lyly’s Huphues. Our comedy—Love’s Labour ’s Lost 
—has been sometimes carelessly described as a satire of 
the Euphuistic manner. Euphuism ‘in the strict sense of 
the word was a combination of many rhetorical devices, 


440 LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST 


and it was the conjunction of these which gave its 
character to the style. * If Shakespeare had ridiculed 
Lyly, he would have been casting scorn upon a writer 
from whom he had learnt much. Traces of single features 
of Euphuism may easily be detected in Love’s Labour ’s 
Lost, but in no single passage are these brought into con- 
junction, and no passage of the play reproduces the 
Euphuistic style. Don Adriano de Armado has a ridicu- 
lous alto estilo of his own; but it is not in the manner of 
Lyly. Holofernes—whom it is absurd to suppose with 
Warburton a caricature of the Italian dictionary-com- 
piler John Florio—is grotesquely pedantic, as the school- 
master of comedy was often elsewhere represented ; but 
we need not suppose that his pedantry is derived from 
any actual model. Don Adriano and Holofernes have 
much more in common with the generalized types of the 
braggart and the pedant in Italian comedy than with 
any individuals who trod the soil of England. But 
Shakespeare had evidently been impressed by the new 
efforts towards certain Renaissance artificialities of style, 
and his design was to burlesque these, or rather the ten- 
dency towards these, in what often becomes a dramatic 
extravaganza. It is surely a waste of learning to attempt 
to identify Shakespeare’s braggart or pedant with any 
mortal man of Elizabethan days. The follies of Holo- 
fernes may possibly have been in the first instance 
suggested by the Rombus of Sir Philip Sidney’s mask, 
though for this there is slender evidence, but the pedantry 
of Holofernes is different from that of Rombus. We 
believe that Shakespeare’s extravaganza is essentially 
his own. He knew that learning was displayed some- 
times by scraps of Latin and by ‘ink-horn’ terms. He 
knew that there were many attempts at rendering prose 
artistic which resulted in its becoming artificial. This 
was enough for the young dramatist. He satirizes ten- 
dencies, but not individuals. And it does not follow 
because he ridiculed these tendencies that he was himself 
untouched by them. He smiles in our play at the follies 
of Petrarchan sonneteering; yet many parallels could 
be pointed out between passages in Love’s Labour ’s Lost 
and Shakespeare’s own sonnets. Berowne, who, if any 
one in the play, approaches nearest to Shakespeare him- 
self, by no means always expresses himself in ‘ honest 
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yeas and russet kersey noes’. In the vaguer sense of 
the word ‘ Euphuism’, Shakespeare in his early years 
was himself something of the Euphuist; but the style 
towards which he was advancing was no artificial style 
imposed from without: it was in the highest sense in- 
dividual, personal, essentially his own. ‘Such modes of 
fashion,’ wrote Pater, ‘are, at their best, an example of 
the artistic predominance of form over matter; of the 
manner of the doing it over the thing done; and have 
a beauty of their own. . . . It is this foppery of delicate 
language, this fashionable plaything of his time, with 
which Shakespeare is occupied in Love’s Labour ’s Lost. 
He shows us the manner in all its stages; passing from 
the grotesque and vulgar pedantry of Holofernes, 
through the extravagant but polished caricature of 
Armado, to become the characteristic of a real though 
still quaint poetry in Berowne himself, who is still 
chargeable even at his best with just a little affectation. 
As Shakespeare laughs broadly at it in Holofernes or 
Armado, so he is the analyst of its curious charm in 
Berowne ; and this analysis involves a delicate raillery 
by Shakespeare himself at his own chosen manner.’ 
This is well said. Shakespeare never wrote quite the 
common speech of the market or the street. In his latest 
plays he has a style which is unique. As Carlyle in the 
French Revolution produces his finest effects by writing 
in that Carlylese which was the true instrument of his 
thought and feeling, so in Cymbeline and the Wuinter’s 
Tale, Shakespeare charms us because he says beautiful 
things in speech that was peculiarly his own. And at the 
outset of his career he is already preoccupied with style, 
and condemns only those mannerisms which are derived 
from ornaments snatched up and plastered on from 
without, while he is fully sensible, as Pater was aware, 
to those peculiarities of manner which are required to 
express his own peculiar feeling for beauty, and does not 
condemn what he felt to be natural to his genius. 
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LOVE'S LABOUR’S LOST 


ACT TI. 


Scene I.—The Kine oF Nayarre’s Park. 
Enter the Kine, Brrownr, LonGAvILiE, and DUMAINE. 
KING. Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives, 
Live register’d upon our brazen tombs, 
And then grace us in the disgrace of death ; 
When, spite of cormorant devouring Time, 4 
The endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour which shall bate his scythe’s keen edge, 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 
Therefore, brave conquerors,—for so you are, 8 
That war against your own affections 
And the huge army of the world’s desires,— 
Our late edict shall strongly stand in force : 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ; 12 
Our court shall be a little academe, 
Still and contemplative in living art. 
You three, Berowne, Dumaine, and Longaville, 
Have sworn for three years’ term to live with me, 16 
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes 
That are recorded in this schedule here : 
Your oaths are pass’d ; and now subscribe your names, 
That his own hand may strike his honour down 20 
That violates the smallest branch herein. 
If you are arm’d to do, as sworn to do, 
Subscribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too. 
LONGAVILLE. I am resolv’d; ’tis but a three years’ 
fast : 24 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine : 
Fat paunches have lean pates, and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankrupt quite the wits. 
DUMAINE. My loving lord, Dumaine is mortified : 
The grosser manner of these world’s delights 29 
He throws upon the gross world’s baser slaves : 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die ; 
With all these living in philosophy. 32 
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BEROWNE. I can but say their protestation over ; 

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn, 

That is, to live and study here three years. 

But there are other strict observances : 36 

As, not to see a woman in that term, 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there : 

And one day in a week to touch no food, 

And but one meal on every day beside ; 40 

The which I hope is not enrolled there : 

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night, 

And not be seen to wink of all the day,— 

When I was wont to think no harm all night 44 

And make a dark night too of half the day,— 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

Of these are barren tasks, too hard to keep, 

Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep. 48 
KING. Your oath is pass’d to pass away from these. 
BEROWNE. Let me say no, my liege, an if you please. 

I only swore to study with your Grace, 


And stay here in your court for three years’ space. 52 
LONGAVILLE. You swore to that, Berowne, and to the 
rest. 


BEROWNE. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest. 
What is the end of study ? let me know. 
KING. Why, that to know which else we should not 
know. 56 
BEROWNE. Things hid and barr’d, you mean, from 
common sense ? 

KING. Ay, that is study’s god-like recompense. 
BEROWNE. Come on then; I will swear to study so, 
To know the thing I am forbid to know ; 60 

As thus: to study where I well may dine, 

When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 
Or study where to meet some mistress fine, 

When mistresses from common sense are hid ; 64 
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If study’s gain be thus, and this be so, 
Study knows that which yet it doth not know. 68 
Swear me to this, and I will ne’er say no. 

KING. These be the stops that hinder study quite, 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

BEROWNE. Why, all delights are vain ; but that most 

vain 72 
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Which, with pain purchas’d doth inherit pain : 
As, painfully to pore upon a book, 
To seek the light of truth ; while truth the while 
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look : 76 
Light seeking light doth light of light beguile : 
So, ere you find where light in darkness lies, 
Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 
Study me how to please the eye indeed, 80 
By fixing it upon a fairer eye, 
Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed, 
And give him light that it was blinded by. 
Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun, 84 
That will not be deep-search’d with saucy looks ; 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 
Save base authority from others’ books. 
These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights 88 
That give a name to every fixed star, 
Have no more profit of their shining nights 
Than those that walk and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know is to know nought but fame ; 92 
And every godfather can give a name. 
KING. How well he’s read, to reason against reading ! 
DUMAINE. Proceeded well, to stop all good pro- 


ceeding ! 
LONGAVILLE. He weeds the corn, and still lets grow 
the weeding. 96 
BEROWNE. The spring is near, when green geese are 
a-breeding. 
DUMAINE. How follows that ? 
BEROWNE. Fit in his place and time. 
DUMAINE. In reason nothing. 
BEROWNE. Something then, in rime. 
KING. Berowne is like an envious sneaping frost 
That bites the first-born infants of the spring. 101 
BEROWNE. Well, say 1am: why should proud summer 
boast 
Before the birds have any cause to sing ? 
Why should I joy in an abortive birth ? 104 


-At Christmas I no more desire a rose 
Than wish a snow in May’s new-fangled mirth ; 

- But like of each thing that in season grows. 
So: you, to study now it is too late, 108 
Climb o’er the house to unlock the little gate. . 
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KING. Well, sit you out: go home, Berowne: adieu ! 
BEROWNE. No, my good lord; I have sworn to stay 
with you: 
And though I have for barbarism spoke more 112 
Than for that angel knowledge you can say, 
Yet confident I'll keep to what I swore, 
And bide the penance of each three years’ day. 
Give me the paper; let me read the same ; 116 
And to the strict’st decrees I'll write my name. 
K1InG. How well this yielding rescues thee from shame! 
BEROWNE Item, ‘ That no woman shall come within 
a mile of my court.’ Hath this been proclaimed ? 120 
LONGAVILLE. Four days ago. 
BEROWNE. Let’s see the penalty. ‘On pain of losing 
her tongue.’ Who devised this penalty ? 
LONGAVILLE. Marry, that did I. 


BEROWNE. Sweet lord, and why ? 
LONGAVILLE. To fright them hence with that dread 
penalty. 125 


BEROWNE. A dangerous law against gentility ! 

Item. ‘If any man be seen to talk with a woman 
within the term of three years, he shall endure such 
public shame as the rest of the court can possibly devise.’ 
This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 130 

For well you know here comes in embassy 
The French king’s daughter with yourself to speak— 

A maid of grace and complete majesty— 133 
About surrender up of Aquitaine 

To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father : 

Therefore this article is made in vain, 136 

Or vainly comes th’ admired princess hither. 

KING. Whatsay you,lords ? why, this was quite forgot. 

BEROWNE. So study evermore is overshot : 

While it doth study to have what it would, 140 
It doth forget to do the thing it should ; 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 

°*Tis won as towns with fire ; so won, so lost. 

kInG. We must of force dispense with this decree ; 
She must lie here on mere necessity. 145 

BEROWNE. Necessity will make us all forsworn 

Three thousand times within this three years’ space ; 
For every man with his affects is born, 148 

Not by might master’d, but by special grace. >: 
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If I break faith this word shall speak for me, 


I am forsworn ‘on mere necessity ’. 151 
So to the laws at large I write my name : [Subscribes. 
And he that breaks them in the least degree 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame : 
Suggestions are to others as to me ; 
But I believe, although I seem so loath, 156 
I am the last that will last keep his oath. 
But is there no quick recreation granted ? 
kinG. Ay, that there is. Our court, you know, is 
haunted. 
With a refined traveller of Spain ; 160 
A man in all the world’s new fashion planted, 
That hath a mint of phrases in his brain ; 
One whom the music of his own vain tongue 
Doth ravish like enchanting harmony ; 164 
A man of complements, whom right and wrong 
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny : 
This child of fancy, that Armado hight, 
For interim to our studies shall relate 168 
In high-born words the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain lost in the world’s debate. 
How you delight, my lords, I know not, I; 
But, I protest, I love to hear him lie, 172 
And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 
BEROWNE. Armado is a most illustrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words, fashion’s own knight. 
LONGAVILLE. Costard the swain and he shall be our 
sport ; 176 
And, so to study, three years is but short. 


Enter DULL, with a letter, and CosTaRD. 


DULL. Which is the duke’s own person ? 

BEROWNE. This, fellow. What wouldst ? 179 

puLL. I myself reprehend his own person, for I am his 
Grace’s tharborough : but I would see his own person in 
flesh and blood. 182 

BEROWNE. This is he. 

DULL. Signior Arm—Arm—commends you. There ’s 
villany abroad : this letter will tell you more. 185 

COSTARD. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching 
me. 

Kinc. A letter from the magnificent Armado, 188 
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BEROWNE. How long soever the matter, I hope in God 
for high words. 

LONGAVILLE. A high hope for a low heaven: God 
grant us patience ! 192 

BEROWNE. ‘To hear, or forbear laughing ? 

LONGAVILLE. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh 
moderately ; or to forbear both. 

BEROWNE. Well, sir, be it as the style shall give us 
cause to climb in the merriness. 197 

COSTARD. ‘The matter is to me, sir, as concerning 
Jaquenetta. The manner of it is, I was taken with the 
manner. 200 

BEROWNE. In what manner ? 

GOSTARD. In manner and form following, sir; all 
those three: I was seen with her in the manor-house, 
sitting with her upon the form, and taken following her 
into the park; which, put together, is, in manner and 
form following. Now, sir, for the manner,—it is the 
manner of a man to speak to a woman, for the form,— 
in some form. 208 

BEROWNE. For the following, sir ? 

cosTaRD. As it shall follow in my correction; and 
God defend the right ! 211 

KING. Will you hear this letter with attention ? 

BEROWNE. As we would hear an oracle. 

cosTARD. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken 
after the flesh. 215 

KING. ‘Great deputy, the welkin’s vicegerent, and 
sole dominator of Navarre, my soul’s earth’s God, and 
body’s fostering patron,’ 

cCosTARD.. Not a word of Costard yet. 

KING. ‘So it is,— 220 

COSTARD. It may be so; but if he say it is so, he is, 
in telling true, but so.— 

KING. Peace! 

COSTARD. Be to me and every man that dares not 
fight. 225 

KING. No words! 

COSTARD. Of other men’s secrets, I beseech you. 

KING. ‘So it is, besieged with sable-coloured melan- 
choly, f did commend the black-oppressing humour to 
the most wholesome physic of thy health-giving air; 
and, as I am a gentleman, betook myself to walk. The 
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time when? About the sixth hour; when beasts most 
graze, birds best peck, and men sit down to that nourish- 
ment which is called. supper: so much for the time 
when. Now for the ground which; which, I mean, 
I walked upon; it is ycleped thy park. Then for the 
place where ; where, I mean, I did encounter that most 
obscene and preposterous event, that draweth from my 
snow-white pen the ebon-coloured ink, which here thou 
viewest, beholdest, surveyest, or seest. But to the place 
where, it standeth north-north-east and by east from 
the west corner of thy curious-knotted garden : there 
did I see that low-spirited swain, that base minnow of 
thy mirth,’— 244 
COSTARD. Me. 
KinG. ‘that unlettered small-knowing soul,’— 
COSTARD. Me. 
KING. ‘that shallow vessel,’— 248 
COSTARD. Still me. 
KING. ‘which, as I remember, hight Costard,’— 
COSTARD. O me. 251 
KING. ‘sorted and consorted, contrary to thy estab- 
lished proclaimed edict and, continent canon, with— 
with,—O ! with but with this I passion, to say where- 
Wwith,—— 
cosTARD. With a wench. 25€ 
KING. ‘ with a child of our grandmother Eve, a female; 
or, for thy more sweet understanding, a woman. Him, 
I,—as my ever-esteemed duty pricks me on,—have sent 
to thee, to receive the meed of punishment, by thy sweet 
Grace’s officer, Antony Dull; a man of good repute, 
carriage, bearing, and estimation.’ 262 
puLL. Me, an ’t please you; I am Antony Dull. 
Kina. ‘For Jaquenetta,—so is. the weaker vessel 
called’ which I apprehended with the aforesaid swain,— 
I keep her as a vessel of thy law’s fury; and shall, at 
the least of thy sweet notice, bring her to trial. Thine, 
in all compliments of devoted and heart-burning heat of 
duty, 
Don ADRIANO DE ARMADO.’ 
BEROWNE. This is not so well as I looked for, but the 
best that ever I heard 272 
xing. Ay, the best for the worst But, sirrah, what 
say you to this ? 


SH. I Q 
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COSTARD. Sir, I confess the wench. 

KING. Did you hear the proclamation ? 276 

cosTARD. I do confess much of the hearing it, but 
little of the marking of it. 

KING. It was proclaimed a year’s imprisonment to be 
taken with a wench. 280 

COSTARD. I was taken with none, sir: I was taken 
with a damosel. 


KING. Well, it was proclaimed ‘ damosel ’. 283 

COSTARD. This was no damosel neither, sir: she was 
a ‘virgin’. 

KING. It is so varied too; for it was proclaimed 
“virgin ’. 287 


«COSTARD. If it were, I deny her virginity : I was taken 
with a maid. 
KiInG. This maid will not serve your turn, sir. 
COSTARD. This maid will serve my turn, sir. 291 
KING. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence : you shall 
fast a week with bran and water. 
cosTaRD. I had rather pray a month with mutton and 
porridge. 
KING. And Don Armado shall be your keeper. 296 
My Lord Berowne, see him deliver’d o’er : 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that 
Which each to other hath so strongly sworn. 
{Exeunt Kine, LONGAVILLE, and DUMAINE. 
BEROWNE. I'll lay my head to any good man’s hat, 
These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. 301 
Sirrah, come on. 
COSTARD. I suffer for the truth, sir: for true it is 
I was taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true 
girl; and therefore welcome the sour cup of prosperity ! 
Affliction may one day smile again; and till then, sit thee 
down, sorrow ! [Exeunt. 


ScrenE II.—The Same. 
Enter ARMADO and Morn. 

ARMADO. Boy, what sign is it when a man of great 
spirit grows melancholy ? 

MOTH. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 

ARMADO. Why, sadness is one and the self-same thing, 
dear imp. 5 

moTH. No, no; O Lord, sir. no, 
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ARMADO. How canst thou part sadness and melan- 
choly, my tender juvenal ? 8 

moTH. By a familiar demonstration of the working, 
my tough senior. 

ARMADO. Why tough senior ? why tough senior ? 

MoTH. Why tender juvenal ? why tender juvenal 2 

ARMADO. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent 
epitheton appertaining to thy young days, which we 
may nominate tender. 15 

motH. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent title to 
your old time, which we may name tough. 

ARMADO. Pretty, and apt. 

MoTH. How mean you, sir? I pretty, and my saying 
apt ? or I apt, and my saying pretty ? 20 

ARMADO. ‘Thou pretty, because little. 

moTH. Little pretty, because little. Wherefore apt ? 

ARMADO. And therefore apt, because quick. 

MOTH. Speak you this in my praise, master ? 24 

ARMADO. In thy condign praise. 

mMoTH. I will praise an eel with the same praise. 

ARMADO. What! that an eel is ingenious ? 

MOTH. ‘That an eel is quick. 28 

ARMADO. I do say thou art quick in answers: thou 
heatest my blood. 

MoTH. Iam answered, sir. 

ARMADO,. I love not to be crossed. 32 

MOTH. [Aside] He speaks the mere contrary: crosses 
love not him. 

ARMADO. I have promised to study three years with 
the duke. 36 

MOTH. You may do it in an hour, sir. 

ARMADO. Impossible. 


mMoTH. How many is one thrice told ? 39 
ARMADO. Lam ill at reckoning ; it fitteth the spirit of 
a tapster. 


MOTH. You are a gentleman and a gamester, sir. 

ARMADO. I confess both: they are both the varnish 
of a complete man. 44 

moTH. Then, I am sure you know how much the 
gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

ARMADO. It doth amount to one more than two. 

motH. Which the base vulgar do call three. 48 

“ARMADO. ‘True. 
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motH. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study ? Now, 
here ’s three studied, ere you'll thrice wink; and how 
easy it is to put ‘ years’ to the word ‘three’, and study 
three years in two words, the dancing horse will tell 


you. 
ARMADO. <A most fine figure ! 
MoTH. To prove you a cipher. 56 


ARMADO. I will hereupon confess I am in love; and 
as it is base for a soldier to love, so am I in love with 
a base wench. If drawing my sword against the humour 
of affection would deliver me from the reprobate thought 
of it, I would take Desire prisoner, and ransom him 
to any French courtier for a new devised curtsy. I 
think scorn to sigh: methinks: I should outswear 
Cupid. Comfort me, boy: what great men have been 
in love ? 65 

motTH. Hercules, master. 

ARMADO. Most sweet Hercules! More authority, dear 
boy, name more; and, sweet my child, let them be men 
of good repute and carriage. 69 

MOTH. Samson, master: he was a man of good car- 
riage, great carriage, for he carried the town-gates on his 
back like a porter ; and he was in love. 72 

ARMADO. O well-knit Samson! strong-jointed Sam- 
son! I do excel thee in my rapier as much as thou didst 
me in carrying gates. I am in love too. Who was 
Samson’s love, my dear Moth ? 76 

motH. A woman, master. 

ARMADO. Of what complexion ? 

moTH. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or one 
of the four. 80 

ARMADO. ‘Tell me precisely of what complexion. 

moTtH. Of the sea-water green, sir. 

ARMADO. Is that one of the four complexions ? 

motH. As I have read, sir; and the best of them 
too. | 85 

ARMADO. Green indeed is the colour of lovers ;_ but to 
have a love of that colour, methinks Samson had small 
reason for it. He surely affected her for her wit. 

MOTH. It was so, sir, for she had a green wit. 89 

ARMADO, My love is most immaculate white and red. 

mMoTH. Most maculate thoughts, master, are masked 
under such colours. E 92 


SCENE II] LOVE’S LABOUR ’S LOST 453 


ARMADO. Define, define, well-educated infant. 

MorH. My father’s wit, and my mother’s tongue, 
assist me ! 95 

ARMADO. Sweet invocation of a child ; most pretty and 
pathetical ! 

MOTH. If she be made of white and red, 

Her faults will ne’er be known, 
For blushing cheeks by faults are bred, 100 
And fears by pale white shown : 
Then if she fear, or be to blame, 
By this you shall not know, 
For still her cheeks possess the same 104 
Which native she doth owe. 
A dangerous rime, master, against the reason of white 
and red. 107 

ARMADO. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and 
the Beggar ? 

MOTH. The world was very guilty of sucha ballad some 
three ages since; but I think now ’tis not to be found ; 
or, if it were, it would neither serve for the writing nor 
the tune. 113 

ARMADO. I will have that subject newly writ o’er, 
that I may example my digression by some mighty pre- 
eedent. Boy, I do love that country girl that I took in 
the park with the rational hind Costard: she deserves 
well. 

MOTH. [Aside.] To be whipped; and yet a better love 
than my master. 120 
ARMADO. Sing, boy: my spirit grows heavy in love. 

moTH. And that’s great marvel, loving a light 
wench. 

ARMADO. I say, sing. 124 

motTH. Forbear till this company be past. 


Enter Dutt, CosTarp, and JAQUENETTA. 

DULL. Sir, the duke’s pleasure is, that you keep 
Costard safe : and you must let him take no delight nor 
no penance, but a’ must fast three days a week. For 
this damsel, I must keep her at the park ; she is allowed 
for the day-woman. Fare you well. 

ARMADO. I do betray myself with blushing. Maid! 

JAQUENETTA. Man ? 132 

ARMADO. I will visit thee at the lodge. 
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JAQUENETTA. That ’s hereby. 

ARMADO. I know where it is situate. 

JAQUENETTA. Lord, how wise you are! 136 

ARMADO. I will tell thee wonders. 

JAQUENETTA. With that face ? 

ARMADO. I love thee. 

JAQUENETTA. So I heard you say. 140 

ARMADO. And so farewell. 

JAQUENETTA. Fair weather after you! 

DULL. Come, Jaquenetta, away ! 143 

{Exeunt Dutt and JAQUENETTA. 

ARMADO. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences ere 
thou be pardoned. 

COSTARD. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do it 
on a full stomach. 

ARMADO. ‘Thou shalt be heavily punished. 148 

COSTARD. I am more bound to you than your fellows, 
for they are but hghtly rewarded. 

ARMADO. ‘Take away this villain: shut him up. 

MoTH. Come, you transgressing slave: away! 152 

cosTaRD. Let me not be pent up, sir: I will fast, 
being loose. 

motu. No, sir; that were fast and loose : thou shalt 
to prison. 156 

COSTARD. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of 
desolation that I have seen, some shall see— 

MOTH. What shall some see ? 

CosTARD. Nay, nothing, Master Moth, but what they 
jook upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent in 
their words ; and therefore I will say nothing: I thank 
God I have as little patience as another man, and there- 
fore I can be quiet. [Exeunt Mors and Cosrarp. 

ARMADO. I do affect the very ground, which is base, 
where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, 
which is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn,—which 
is a great argument of falsehood,—if I love. And 
how can that be true love which is falsely attempted ? 
Love is a familiar ; Love is a devil: there is no evil 
angel but Love. Yet was Samson so tempted, and he 
had an excellent strength ; yet was Solomon so seduced, 
and he had a very good wit. Cupid’s butt-shaft is too 
hard for Hercules’ club, and therefore too much odds 
for a Spaniard’s rapier. The first and second clause will 
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not serve my turn; the passado he respects not, the 
duello he regards not : his disgrace is to a called boy, 
but his glory is, to subdue men. Adieu, valour ! rust, 
rapier! be still, drum! for your manager is in love ; 
yea, he loveth. Assist me some extemporal god of rime, 
for I am sure I shall turn sonneter. Devise, wit ; write, 
pen ; for I am for whole volumes in folio. [Pxit. 


ACT II. 


Scene I. -The Kiyo oF Navarre’s Park. A Pavilion 
and Tents at a distance. 


Enter the Prrycess of France, RosaLinE, Marta, KaTHARINE, 
Boyer, Lords, and other Attendants, 
BoYET. Now, madam, summon up your dearest 
spirits : 
Consider whom the king your father sends, 
To whom he sends, and what.’s his embassy : 
Yourself, held precious in the world’s esteem, 4 
To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitaine, a dowry for a queen. 8 
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace 
As Nature was in making graces dear 
When she did starve the general world beside, 


And prodigally gave them all to you. 12 
PRINCESS. Good Lord Boyet, my beauty, though but 
mean, 


Needs not the painted flourish of your praise : 

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 

Not utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues. 16 
I am less proud to hear you tell my worth 

Than you much willing to be counted wise 

In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 

But now to task the tasker : good Boyet, 20 
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 

Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 

Till painful study shall out-wear three years, 

No woman may approach his silent court : 24 
Therefore to us seemth it a needful course, 

Before we enter his forbidden gates, 
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To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf, 
Bold of your worthiness, we single you 28 
As our best-moving fair solicitor. 
Tell him, the daughter of the King of France, 
On serious business, craving quick dispatch, 
Importunes personal conference with his Grace. 32 
Haste, signify so much ; while we attend, 
Like humble-visag’d suitors, his high will. 
BoYET. Proud of employment, willingly I go. 
PRINCEsS. All pride is willing pride, and yours is so. 
(Exit Boyer. 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 37 
That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ? 
~ FrrRst LoRD. Lord Longaville is one. 


PRINCESS. Know you the man ? 
MARIA. I know him, madam: at a marriage feast, 
Between Lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 41 


Of Jacques Falconbridge, solemnized 

In Normandy, saw I this Longaville. 

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem’d , 44 

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 

Nothing becomes him ill that he would well. 

The only soil of his fair virtue’s gloss,— 

If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil,— 48 

Is a sharp wit match’d with too blunt a will ; 

Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills 

It should none spare that come within his power. 
PRINCESS. Some merry mocking lord, belike ; is’t so ? 
MARIA. They say so most that most his humours know. 
PRINCESS. Such short-liv’d wits do wither as they 

grow. 

Who are the rest ? 

KATHARINE. The young Dumaine, a well-accomplish’d 
youth, 56 

Of all that virtue love for virtue lowd : 

Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill, 

For he hath wit to make an ill shape good, 

And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 60 

I saw him at the Duke Alengon’s once ; 

And much too little of that good I saw 

Is my report to his great worthiness. 
ROSALINE. Another of these students at that time 

Was there with him, if 1 have heard a truth : 65 


SCENE 1] LOVE’S LABOUR ’S LOST 457 


Berowne they call him ; but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
I never spent an hour’s talk withal. 68 
His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 
For every object that the one doth catch 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest, 
Which his fair tongue, conceit’s expositor, 72 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 76 
PRINCESS. God bless my ladies! are they all in love, 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise ? 
FIRST LORD. Here comes Boyet. 
Re-enter BoyeEt. 
PRINCESS. Now, what admittance, lord ? 80 
BOYET. Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 
And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all address’d to meet you, gentle lady, 
Before Icame. Marry, thus much I have learnt ; 84 
He rather means to lodge you in the field, 
Like one that comes here to besiege his court, 
Than seek a dispensation for his oath, 


To let you enter his unpeeled house. 88 
Here comes Navarre. [The Ladies mask. 
Enter Kiya, LoNGAVILLE, DUMAINE, BEROWNE, and 
Attendants. 


KING. Fair princess, welcome to the court of Navarre. 
PRINCESS. ‘ Fair,’ I give you back again; and ‘ wel- 
come’ I have not yet: the roof of this court is too high 
to be yours, and welcome to the wide fields too base to 
be mine. 
KING. You shall be welcome, madam, to my court. 
PRINCESS. I will be welcome, then: conduct me 
thither. 96 
KING. Hear me, dear lady; I have sworn an oath. 
PRINCESS. Our Lady help my lord ! he’ll be forsworn. 
KING. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 
PRINCESS. Why, will shall break it ; will, and nothing 
else. 100 
~~ xing. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 
PRINCESS. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise, 
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Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 

I hear your grace hath sworn out house-keeping : —-104 
’Tis deadly sin. to keep that oath, my lord, 

And sin to break it. 

But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold : 


To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 108 
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 
And suddenly resolve me in my suit. [Gives a paper. 


KING. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

PRINCESS. You will the sooner that I were away, 
For you'll prove perjur’d if you make me stay. 113 

BEROWNE. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

ROSALINE. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

BEROWNE. I know you did. 


ROSALINE. How needless was it then 116 
To ask the question ! 

BEROWNE. You must not be so quick. 

ROSALINE. Tis ‘long of you that spur me with such 
questions. 

BEROWNE. Your wit ’s too hot, it speeds too fast, *twill 
tire. 

ROSALINE. Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 

BEROWNE. What time o’ day ? 121 


ROSALINE. The hour that fools should ask. 
BEROWNE. Now fair befall your mask ! 
ROSALINE. Fair fall the face it covers ! 124 
BEROWNE. And send you many lovers ! 
ROSALINE. Amen, so you be none. 
REROWNE. Nay, then I will be gone. 
KING. Madam, your father here doth intimate 128 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 
Being but the one half of an entire sum 
Disbursed by my father in his wars. 
But say that he, or we,—as neither have,— 132 
Receiv’d that sum, yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more ; in surety of the which, 
One part of Aquitaine is bound to us, 
Although not valued to the money’s worth. 136 
If then the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfied, 
We will give up our right in Aquitaine, 
And hold fair friendship with his majesty. 140 
But that it seems, he little purposeth, 
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For here he doth demand to have repaid 

A hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands, 

On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, 144 

To have his title live in Aquitaine ; 

Which we much rather had depart withal, 

And have the money by our father lent, 

Than Aquitaine, so gelded as it is. 148 

Dear princess, were not his requests so far 

From reason’s yielding, your fair self should make 

A yielding ’gainst some reason in my breast, 

And go well satisfied to France again. 152 
PRINCESS. You do the king my father too much wrong 

And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In so unseeming to confess receipt 

Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 156 
kInG. I do protest I never heard of it ; 

And if you prove it, Pll repay it back 

Or yield up Aquitaine. 
PRINCESS. We arrest your word. 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances 160 

For such a sum from special officers 

Of Charles his father. 


KING. Satisfy me so. 
BoyzET. So please your Grace, the packet is not come 
Where that and other specialties are bound : 164 


To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 
KING. It shall suffice me: at which interview 
All liberal reason I will yield unto. 
Meantime, receive such welcome at my hand 168 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness. 
You may not come, fair princess, in my gates ; 
But here without you shall be so receiv’d, 172 
As you shall deem yourself lodg’d in my heart, 
Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell : 


To-morrow shall we visit you again. 116 
PRINCESS. Sweet health and fair desires consort your 
Grace ! 


KING. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place ! 
[Exeunt Kine and his Train, 


BEROWNE. Lady, I will commend you to mine own 
heart. 


460 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST [ACT II 


ROSALINE. Pray you, do my commendations ; I would 
be glad to see it. 180 

BEROWNE. I would you heard it groan. 

ROSALINE. Is the fool sick 4 

BEROWNE. Sick at the heart. 

ROSALINE. Alack! let it blood. 184 

BEROWNE. Would that do it good ? 

ROSALINE. My physic says, ‘ay.’ 

BEROWNE. Will you prick ’t with your eye ¢ 

ROSALINE. No point, with my knife. 188 

BEROWNE. Now, God save thy life! 

ROSALINE. And yours from long living ! 

BEROWNE. I cannot stay thanksgiving. [Retiring. 


DuMAINE. Sir, I pray you, a word: what lady is that 
same ? 192 
BOYET. The heir of Alengon, Katharine her name. 
DUMAINE. A gallant lady. Monsieur, fare you well. [Exit. 
LONGAVILLE. I beseech you a word: what is she in 
the white ? 
BOYET. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in the 
light. 196 
LONGAVILLE. Perchance light in the light. I desire her 
name. 
BOYET. She hath but one for herself ; to desire that, 
were a shame. 
LONGAVILLE. » Pray you, sir, whose daughter ? 
BOYET. Her mother’s, L have heard. 
LONGAVILLE. God’s blessing on your beard ! 
BOYET. Good sir, be not offended. 
She is an heir of Falconbridge. 
LONGAVILLE. Nay, my choler is ended. 
She is a most sweet lady. 


200 


204 


BOYET. Not unlike, sir; that may be. [Exit Loycavitre. 
BEROWNE. Whats her name, in the cap ? 

BOYET. Rosaline, by good hap. 208 
BEROWNE. Is she wedded or no ? 

BOYET. To her will, sir, or so. 

BEROWNE. You are welcome, sir. Adieu. 211 
BOYET. 


Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 


} {Exit Berowne.—Ladies unmask. 
MARIA. That last is Berowne, the merry madcap lord: 
Not a word with him but a jest. 


BOYET. And every jest but a word. 


SCENE 1} LOVE’S LABOUR ’S LOST 461 


PRINCESS. It was well done of you to take him at his 
word. 215 
BoYET. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to board. 
MARIA. Two hot sheeps, marry ! 
BOYET. And wherefore not ships ? 
No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips. 
MARIA. You sheep, and I pasture: shall that finish 
the jest 2 
BOYET. So you grant pasture for me. [Offering to kiss her. 
MARIA. Not so, gentle beast. 220 
My lips are no common, though several they be. 
BOYET. Belonging to whom 2 


MARIA, To my fortunes and me. 
PRINCESS. Good wits will be jangling ; but, gentles, 
agree. 
This civil war of wits were much better us’d 224 


On Navarre and his book-men, for here ’tis abus’d. 
BOYET. If my observation,—which very seldom lies, 

By the heart’s still rhetoric disclosed with eyes, 

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 228 
PRINCESS. With what ? 

BOYET. With that which we lovers entitle affected. 
PRINCESS. Your reason. 231 
BOYET. Why, all his behaviours did make their retire 

To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire ; 

His heart, like an agate, with your print impress’d, 

Proud with his form, in his eye pride express’d ; 

His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see, 236 

Did stumble with haste in his eyesight to be ; 

All senses to that sense did make their repair, 

To feel only looking on fairest of fair, 

Methought all his senses were lock’d in his eye, 240 

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ; 

Who, tend’ring their own worth from where they were 

glass’d, 

Did point you to buy them, along as you pass’d. 

His face’s own margent did quote such amazes, 244 

That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes. 

Tl give you Aquitaine, and all that is his, 

An’ you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 
PRINCESS. Come to our pavilion: Boyet is dispos’d. 
BOYET. But tospeak that in words which his eye hath 

disclos’d. 249 
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I only have made a mouth of his eye, 
By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 
ROSALINE. Thou art an old love-monger, and speak’st 


skilfully. 252 
mMaRIA. He is Cupid’s grandfather and learns news of 
him. 


ROSALINE. Then was Venus like her mother, for her 
father is but grim. 
BOoYET. Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 


MARIA. No. 
BOYET. What, then, do you see ? 
ROSALINE. Ay, our way to be gone. 
BOYET. You are too hard for me. —.256 
~ [Exeunt. 
ACT III. 


Scene I.—The Kine or Navarre’s Park. 
Enter ARMADO and Mora. 

ARMADO. Warble, child; make passionate my sense 
of hearing. 

MOTH. [Singing.}_ Concolinel,— 3 

ARMADO. Sweet air! Go, tenderness of years; take 
this key, give enlargement to the swain, bring him festi- 
nately hither; I must employ him in a letter to my 
love. 

MoTH. Master, will you win your love with a French 
brawl ? 9 

ARMADv. How meanest thou? brawling in French ? 

moTH. No, my complete master; but to jig off 
a tune at the tongue’s end, canary to it with your feet, 
humour it with turning up your eyelids, sigh a note 
and sing a note, sometime through the throat, as if you 
swallowed love by singing love, sometime through the 
nose, as if you snuffed up love by smelling love; with 
your hat penthouse-like o’er the shop of your eyes ; 
with your arms crossed on your thin belly-doublet like 
a rabbit on a spit ; or your hands in your pocket like 
a man after the old: painting; and keep not too long 
in one tune, but a snip and away. These are comple- 
ments, these are humours, these betray nice wenches, 
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that would be betrayed without these ; and make them 
men of note,—do you note me ?—that most are affected 
to these. 25 
ARMADO. How hast thou purchased this experience ? 
MOTH. By my penny of observation. 
ARMADO. But O—but O,— 28 
MoTH. ‘The hobby-horse is forgot,’ 
ARMADO. Callest thou my love * hobby-horse * ? 
MOTH. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a colt, 
and your love perhaps, a hackney. But have you forgot 
your love 2 33 
ARMADO. Almost I had. 
MoTH. Negligent student ! learn her by heart. 


ARMADO. By heart, and in heart, boy. 36 

moTH. And out of heart, master: all those three I will 
prove. 

ARMADO. What wilt thou prove ? 39 


MOTH. A man, if I live; and this, by, in, and with- 
out, upon the instant : by heart you love her, because 
your heart cannot come by her; in heart you love her, 
because your heart is in love with her ; and out. of heart 
you love her, being out of heart that you cannot enjoy 
her. 45 

ARMADO. [ am all these three. 

motTH. And three times as much more, and yet 
nothing at all. 48 

ARMADO. Fetch hither the swain: he must carry me 
a letter. 

moTH. A message well sympathized ; a horse to be 
ambassador for an. ass. 52 

ARMADO. Ha, ha! what sayest thou ? 

MOTH. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon the 
horse, for he is very slow-gaited. But I go. 

ARMADO. The way is but short : away ! 56 

moTH. As swift as lead, sir. 

ARMADO. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 

Ts not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow ? 59 
moTH. Minime, honest master; or rather, master, no. 

ARMADO. I say, lead is slow. 


MOTH. You are too swift, sir, to say so: 
Is that lead slow which is fir’d from a gun ? 
ARMADO. Sweet smoke of rhetoric ! 63 


He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that ’s he: 
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I shoot thee at the swain. , 
MOTH. Thump then, and I flee. [Exit. 
ARMADO. A most acute juvenal; volable and free of 
grace ! 
By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy face : 
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 68 
My herald is return’d. 


Re-enter Morn with CostTarp. 
mMoTH. A wonder, master! here’s a costard broken in 


a shin. 
ARMADO. Some enigma, some riddle: come, thy 
Penvoy ; begin. 71 


CosTARD. No egma, no riddle, no lenvoy ; no salve 
in the mail, sir. O! sir, plantain, a plain plantain : no 
Penvoy, no Penvoy: no salve, sir, but a plantain. 

ARMADO. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter; thy 
silly thought, my spleen; the heaving of my lungs pro- 
vokes me to ridiculous smiling: O! pardon me, my 
stars. Doth the inconsiderate take salve for envoy, and 
the word l’envoy for a salve ? 79 

MoTH. Do the wise think them other? is not lenvoy 
a salve ? 

ARMADO. No, page: it is an epilogue or discourse, to 

make plain 

Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been sain. 

I will example it : 84 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee 
Were still at odds, being but three. 

There ’s the moral. Now the lenvoy. 8T 
MoTH. I will add the envoy. Say the moral again. 
ARMADO. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee 

Were still at odds, being but three. 

MOTH. Until the goose came out of door, 

And stay’d the odds by adding four. 92 

Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow with my 

Penvoy. 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, being but three. 96 
-ARMADO. Until the goose came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. 

MOTH. A good l’envoy, ending in the goose. 

Would you desire more 2? — 100 


SCENE I] LOVE’S LABOUR ’S LOST 465 


CosTaRD. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, 
that’s flat. ; 
Sir, your pennyworth is good an your goose be fat. 
To sell a bargain well is as cunning as fast and loose : 
Let me see; a fat lenvoy ; ay, that ’s a fat goose. 
ARMADO. Come hither, come hither. How did this 

argument begin 2? 105 

MOTH. By saying that a costard was broken in a shin. 
Then call’d you for the Penvoy. 

cosTaRD. True, and I for a plantain : thus came your 

argument in ; 

Then the boy’s fat Penvoy, the goose that you bought ; 
And he ended the market. 

ARMADO. Buttellme ; how was there a costard broken 
in a shin 2 112 

MoTH. I will tell you sensibly. 

cosTaRD. Thou hast no feeling of it, Moth: I will 
speak that Penvoy : 

I, Costard, running out, that was safely within, 

Fell over the threshold and broke my shin. 117 
ARMADO. We will talk no more of this matter. 
cosTaRD. ‘Till there be more matter in the shin. 
ARMADO. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 
COSTARD. O! marry me to one Frances : I smell some 

envoy, some goose, in this. 122 
ARMADO. By my sweet soul, I mean setting thee at 
liberty, enfreedoming thy person: thou wert immured, 
restrained, captivated bound. 
COSTARD. ‘True, true, and now you will be my purga- 
tion and let me loose. 127 
ARMADO. I give thee thy liberty, set thee from dur- 
ance ; and in lieu thereof, impose upon thee nothing but 
this :—{Giving a letter.] Bear this significant to the country 
maid Jaquenetta. [Giving money.) There is remunera- 
tion ; for the best ward of mine honour is rewarding my 
dependents. Moth, follow. (Exit. 
moTH. Like the sequel, I. Signior Costard, adieu. 
. cosTaRD. My sweet ounce of man’s flesh ! my incony 
Jew ! [Exit Mors. 
Now will I look to his remuneration. Remuneration ! 
O! that’s the Latin word for three farthings: three 
farthings, remuneration. ‘What’s the price of this 
inkle ?’ ‘One penny.’ ‘No, Pll give you a remunera~ 
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tion:’ why, it carries it... Remuneration! | why, it is 
a fairer name than French crown I will never buy and 
sell out of this word. 142 


Enter BEROWNE. 

BEROWNE. O! my good knave Costard, exceedingly 
well met. 

COSTARD. Pray you, sir, how much carnation riband 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

BEROWNE. What is a remuneration ? 

CosTARD. Marry, sir, halfpenny farthing. 148 

BEROWNE. Why then, three-farthing-worth of silk 

costaRD. I thank your worship. God be wi’ 
you ! 

BEROWNE. Stay, slave; I must employ thee : 152 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 

Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

COSTARD. When would you have it done, sir ? 

BEROWNE. O, this afternoon. 156 

COSTARD. Well, I will do it, sir! fare you well. 

BEROWNE. QO, thou knowest not what it is. 

COSTARD. I shall know, sir, when I have done it. 

BEROWNE. Why, villain, thou must know first. 160 

costarD. I will come to your worship to-morrow 
morning. 

BEROWNE. It must be done this afternoon. Hark, 
slave, it is but this : 164 
The princess comes to hunt here in the park, 

And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 

When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her name, 

And Rosaline they call her : ask for her 168 

And to her white hand see thou do commend 

This seal’d-up counsel. [Gives him a shilling.] There’s thy 
guerdon : go. 

COSTARD. Gardon, O sweet gardon! better than 
remuneration ; a ‘leven-pence farthing better. Most 
sweet gardon! I will do it, sir, in print. Gardon! 
remuneration ! [Exit. 

BEROWNE. And I,— 175 
Forsooth, in love! I, that have been love’s whip ; 

A very beadie to a humorous sigh ; 
A critic, nay, a night-watch constable, 
A domineering pedant o’er, the boy, 
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Than whom no mortal so magnificent ! 180 
This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy, © 
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid ; 

Regent of love-rimes, lord of folded arms, 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 184 
Liege of all loiterers and malecontents, 

Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces, 

Sole imperator and great general 

Of trotting ’paritors : O my little heart ! 188 
And I to be a corporal of his field, 

And wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop ! 

What I! I love! I sue! I seek a wife ! 

A woman that is like a German clock, 192 
Still a-repairing, ever out of frame, 

And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watch’d that it may still go right ! 

Nay, to be perjur’d, which is worst of all; 198 
And, among three, to love the worst of all; 

A wightly wanton with a velvet brow, 

With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes ; 

Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed 200 
Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard : 

And I to sigh for her! to watch for her! 

To pray for her! Go to; it is a plague 

That Cupid will impose for my neglect 204 
Of his almighty dreadful little might. 

Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue. and groan: 
Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. [Exit. 


ACT IV. 


Scene I.—The Kina or Navarre’s Park. 
Enter the Princess, RoSALINE, Marra, KATHARINE, 
Boyet, Lords, Attendants, and a Forester. 
PRINCESS. Was that the king, that spurr’d his horse 
so hard 
Against the steep uprising of the hill ? 
BOYET. I know not; but I think it was not he. _ 
PRINCESS. Whoe’er a’ was, a’ showd a mounting 
mind. ! 4 
Well, lords, to-day we shall have our dispatch ; 
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On Saturday we will return to France. 

Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush 

That we must stand and play the murderer in ? 8 
FORESTER. Hereby, upon the edge of yonder coppice ; 

A stand where you may make the fairest shoot. 
PRINCESS. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot, 

And thereupon thou speak’st the fairest shoot. 12 
FORESTER. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 
PRINCESS. What, what ? first praise me, and again 


say no ? 
O short-liv’d pride! Not fair ? alack for woe! 15 
FORESTER. Yes, madam, fair. 
PRINCESS. Nay, never paint me now : 


Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 

Here, good my glass [Gives money] :—Take this for ell- 

ing true: 

Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 19 
FORESTER. Nothing but fairis that which you inherit. 
PRINCESS. See, see! my beauty will be sav’d by merit. 

O heresy in fair, fit for these days ! 

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise. 

But come, the bow: now mercy goes to kill, 24 

And shooting well is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I save my credit in the shoot : 

Not wounding, pity would not let me do’t ; 

If wounding, then it was to show my skill, <8 

That more for praise than purpose meant to kill. 

And out of question so it is sometimes, 

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes, 

When, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward part, 32 

We bend to that the working of the heart ; 

As I for praise alone now seek to spill 

The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means no ill. 
BOYET. Do not curst wives hold that self-sovereignty 

Only for praise’ sake, when they strive to be 37 

Lords o’er their lords 2 
PRINCESS. Only for praise ; and praise we may afford 

To any lady that subdues a lord. 40 


Enter CostTarp. 
BOYET. Here comes a member of the commonwealth. 
COSTARD, God dig-you-den all! Pray you, which is 
the head lady ? 
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PRINCESS. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest 
that have no heads. 45 
COSTARD. Which is the greatest lady, the highest ? 

PRINCESS. The thickest, and the tallest. 
cosTaRD. The thickest, and the tallest! it is so; 
truth is truth. 48 
An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit, 
One o’ these maids’ girdles for your waist should be fit. 
Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickest here. 
PRINCESS. What’s your will, sir ? what ‘s your will ? 
COSTARD. I have a letter from Monsieur Berowne to 
one Lady Rosaline. 53 
PRINCESS. O! thy letter, thy letter; he’s a good 
friend of mine. 
Stand aside, good bearer. Boyet, you can carve ; 
Break up this capon. 
BOYET. I am bound to serve. 56 
This letter is mistook ; it importeth none here, 
It is writ to Jaquenetta 


PRINCESS. We will read it, I swear. 
Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 
BOYET. ‘By heaven, that thou art fair, is most 


infallible ; true, that thou art beauteous; truth itself, 
that thou art lovely. More fairer than fair, beautiful 
than beauteous, truer than truth itself, have commisera- 
tion on thy heroical vassal! The magnanimous and 
most illustrate king Cophetua set eye upon the pernicious 
and indubitate beggar Zenelophon, and he it was that 
might rightly say veni, vidi, vici; which to anatomize 
in the vulgar—O base and obscure vulgar !—videlicet, 
he came, saw, and overcame: he came, one; saw, 
two; overcame, three. Who came? the king: Why 
did he come ? to see: Why did he see? to overcome : 
To whom came he? to the beggar: What saw he ? 
the beggar. Whom overcame he? the beggar. The 
conclusion is victory : on whose side ? the king’s; the 
captive is enriched: on whose side? the beggar’s. 
The catastrophe is a nuptial: on whose side? the 
king’s, no, on both in one, or one in both. I am the 
king, for so stands the comparison; thou the beggar, 
for so witnesseth thy lowliness. Shall I command thy 
love? I may: Shall I enforce thy love? I could: 
Shall I entreat thy love? I will. What shalt thou ex- 
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change for rags ? robes; for tittles? titles; for thyself ? 
me. Thus, expecting thy reply, I profane my lips on 
thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart on thy 
every part. 85 
Thine, in the dearest design of Industry, 
Don ADRIANO DE ARMADO. 
‘Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar 88 
’Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey : 
Submissive fall his princely feet before, 
And he from forage will incline to play. 
But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then ? 92 
Food for his rage, repasture for his den.’ 
PRINCESS. What plume of feathers is he that indited 
~ this letter ? 
What vane ?: what weathercock ? did you ever hear 
better ? 
BOYET. Iam much deceiv’d but I remember the style. 
PRINCESS. Else your memory is bad, going o’er it 


erewhile. 97 
BOYET. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps here in 
court ; 


A phantasime, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport 
To the prince and his book-mates. 


PRINCESS. Thou, fellow, a word. 100 
Who gave thee this letter ? 

COSTARD. I told you; my lord. 

PRINCESS. ‘To whom shouldst thou give it ? 

COSTARD. From my lord to my lady. 


PRINCESS. From which lord, to which lady ? 
CosTARD. From my lord Berowne, a good master of 
mine, 104 
To a lady of France, that he call’d Rosaline. 
PRINCESS. Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come, lords, 
away. 
Here, sweet, put up this: “twill be thine another day. 
[Exeunt Princsss and Train. 
BoYET. Who is the suitor ? who is the suitor @ 


ROSALINE. Shall I teach you to know ? 

BOYET, Ay, my continent of beauty. 

ROSALINE. Why, she that bears the bow. 
Finely put off ! 


BOYET. My lady goes to kill horns; but, if thou 
marry, 
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Hang me by the neck if horns that year miscarry 112 
Finely put on ! 
ROSALINE. Well then, I am the shooter. 


BOYET. And who is your deer ? 

ROSALINE. If we choose by the horns, yourself : come 
not near. 

Finely put on, indeed ! 116 


MARIA. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she 

strikes at the brow. 

BOYET. But she herself is hit lower: have I hit her 

now ? 

ROSALINE. Shall I come upon thee with an old saying, 
that was a man when King Pepin of France was a little 
boy, as touching the hit it ? 121 

BOYET. So may I answer thee with one as old, that 
was a woman when Queen Guinever of Britain was a 
little wench, as touching the hit it. 124 

ROSALINE. Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it, 

Thou canst not hit it, my good man. 

BOYET. An I cannot, cannot, cannot, 

An I cannot, another can. 128 
[Exeunt ROSALINE and KATHARINE. 

cosTARD. By my troth, most pleasant : how both did 

fit it! 

MARIA. A mark marvellous well shot, for they bath 

did hit it ! 
BoYeT. A mark! O! mark but that mark; a mark, 
says my lady ! 
Let the mark have a prick in *t, to mete at, if it may be. 
MARIA. Wide o’ the bow hand! i faith your hand is 
out. 133 

COSTARD. Indeed a’ must shoot nearer, or he’ll ne’er 

hit the clout. 

BoyET. An’ if my hand be out, then belike your hand 

is in. 


COsTARD, Then will she get the upshoot by cleaving 
the pin. 136 

MARIA. Come, come, you talk greasily; your lips 
grow foul. 


COSTARD. She’s too hard for you at pricks, sir: 
challenge her to bowl. ! 

BoYET. I fear too much rubbing. Good night, my 
good owl. » - {Exeunt- Boyer and Marta, 
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costaRD. By my soul, a swain! a most simple clown ! 
Lord, lord how the ladies and I have put him down ! 
0’ my troth, most sweet jests ! most incony vulgar wit! 
When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it were, 

so fit, 

Armado, o’ the one side, O! a most dainty man. 144 
To see him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan ! 
To see him kiss his hand ! and how most sweetly a’ will 


swear ! 
And his page o’ t’other side, that handful of wit ! 
Ah! heavens, it is a most pathetical nit. 148 
(Shouting within.] Sola, sola ! [Exit running. 


7 Scene Il.—The Same. 
Enter HoLoFERNES, Str NATHANIEL, and DULL. 

NATHANIEL. Very reverend sport, truly : and done in 
the testimony of a good conscience. 

HOLOFERNES. ‘The deer was, as you know, sanguis, 
in blood; ripe as a pomewater, who now hangeth like 
a jewel in the ear of czlo, the sky, the welkin, the heaven ; 
and anon falleth like a crab on the face of terra, the soil, 
the land, the earth. 7 

NATHANIEL. Truly, Master Holofernes, the epithets 
are sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least: but, sir, 
I assure ye, it was a buck of the first head. 

HOLOFERNES. Sir Nathaniel, haud credo. 11 

puLL. *Twas not a haud credo; *twas a pricket. 

HOLOFERNES. Most barbarous intimation! yet a 
kind of insinuation, as it were, in via, in way, of ex- 
plication; facere, as it were, replication, or, rather, 
ostentare, to show, as it were, his inclination,—after 
his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, unpruned, un- 
trained, or, rather, unlettered, or, ratherest, uncon- 
firmed fashion,—to insert again my haud credo for a 
deer. 20 

puLL. I said the deer was not a haud credo; ’twas 
a pricket. 

HOLOFERNES. ‘Twice sod simplicity, bis coctus ! 

O! thou monster Ignorance, how deformed dost thou 

look ! 24 

NATHANIEL, Sir, he hath not fed of the dainties that 
_are bred of a book ; 
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he hath not eat paper, as it were; he hath not drunk 

ink: his intellect is not replenished; he is only an 

animal, only sensible in the duller parts : 28 

And such barren plants are set before us, that we thank- 
ful should be, 

Which we of taste and feeling are, for those parts that 
do fructify in us more than he ; 

For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, or 


a fool: 
So, were there a patch set on learning, to see him in 
a school : 32 


But, omne bene, say I; being of an old Father’s mind, 
Many can brook the weather that love not the wind. 
DULL. You two are book-men: can you tell by your 


wit, 
What was a month old at Cain’s birth, that’s not five 
weeks old as yet ? 36 


HOLOFERNES. Dictynna, goodman Dull: Dictynna, 
goodman Dull. 

DULL. What is Dictynna ? 

NATHANIEL. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon. 

HOLOFERNES. The moon was a month old when Adam 


was no more ; 40 
And raught not to five weeks when he came to five- 
score. 


The allusion holds in the exchange. 
puLu. Tis true indeed: the collusion holds in the 


exchange. 
HOLOFERNES. God comfort thy capacity! I say, the 
allusion holds in the exchange. 45 


puut. And I say the pollusion holds in the exchange, 
for the moon is never but a month old; and I say beside 
that ’twas a pricket that the princess killed. 
HOLOFERNES. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an ex- 
temporal epitaph on the death of the deer? and, to 
humour the ignorant, I have call’d the deer the princess 
killed, a pricket. 52 
NATHANIEL. Perge, good Master Holofernes, perge ; 
so it shall please you to abrogate scurrility. 
HOLOFERNES. [ will something affect the letter; for 
it argues facility. 56 
The preyful princess pierc’d and prick’d a pretty pleasing 
pricket ; 
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Some say a sore; but not a sore, till now made sore 
with shooting. . 
The dogs did yell; put L to sore, then sorel jumps from 
thicket ; 59 
Or pricket, sore, or else sorel ; the people fall a hooting. 
If sore be sore, then Lto sore makes fifty sores one sorel ! 
Of one sore Ia hundred make, by adding but one more L. 
NATHANIEL. A rare talent! 
DULL. [Aside.] If a talent be a claw, look how he claws 
him with a talent. 65 
HOLOFERNES. This is a gift that I have, simple, 
simple; a foolish extravagant. spirit, full of forms, 
figures, shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, 
revolutions : these are begot in the ventricle of memory, 
nourished in the womb of pia mater, and delivered 
upon the mellowing of occasion. But the gift is good 
in those in whom it is acute, and I am thankful for 
it. 73 
NATHANIEL. Sir, I praise the Lord for you, and so 
may my parishioners ; for their sons are well tutored by 
you, and their daughters profit very greatly under you : 
you are a good member of the commonwealth. 
HOLOFERNES. Mehercle! if their sons be ingenuous, 
they shall want no instruction; if their daughters be 
capable, I will put it to them. But, vir sapit qui pauca 
loquitur. A soul feminine saluteth us. 81 


Enter JAQUENETTA and CosTARD. 

JAQUENETTA. God give you good morrow, Master 
parson. 

HOLOFERNES. Master parson, quasi pers-on. An if 
one should be pierced, which is the one ? 85 

cosTARD. Marry, Master schoolmaster, he that is 
likest to a hogshead. 

HOLOFERNES. Piercing a hogshead! a good lustre or 
conceit in a turf of earth; fire enough for a flint, pearl 
enough for a swine: ’tis pretty ; it is well. 

JAQUENETTA. Good Master, parson {giving a letter to 
Natuaniet], be so good as read me this letter: it was 
given me by Costard, and sent me from Don Armado : 
I beseech you, read it. 94 

HOLOFERNES. §Fauste, precor gelida quando pecus 
omne sub umbra Ruminat,’ and so forth. Ah!. good old 
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Mantuan. I may speak of thee as the traveller doth of 
Venice : 
—Venetia, Venetia, 
Chi non te vede, non te pretia. 100 
Old Mantuan! old Mantuan! Who understandeth thee 
not, loves thee not. Ut, re, sol, la, mi, fa. Under 
pardon, sir, what are the contents? or, rather, as 
Horace says in his—What, my soul, verses ? 104 
NATHANIEL. Ay; sir, and very learned. 
HOLOFERNES. Let me hear a staff, a stanze, a verse: 
lege, domine. 
NATHANIEL. If love make me forsworn, how shall I 
swear to love ? 108 
Ah! never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow’d ; 
Though to myself forsworn, to thee I'll faithful prove ; 
Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like osiers 
bow’d. 0 
Study his bias leaves and makes his book thine eyes, 
Where all those pleasures live that art would com- 
rehend : 113 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suffice. 
Well learned is that tongue that well can thee com- 
mend ; 
All ignorant that soul that sees thee without wonder ; 
Which is to me some praise that I thy parts admire. 
Thy eye Jove’s lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful 


thunder, 
Which, not to anger bent, is music and sweet fire. 
Celestial as thou art, O! pardon love this wrong, 120 


That sings heaven’s praise with such an earthly tongue ! 


HOLOFERNES. You find not the apostrophas, and so 
miss the accent: let me supervise the canzonet. Here 
are only numbers ratified ; but, for the elegancy, facility, 
and golden cadence of poesy, caret. Ovidius Naso was 
the man: and why, indeed, Naso, but for smelling out 
the odoriferous flowers of fancy, the jerks of invention ? 
Imitari is nothing; so doth the hound his master, the 
ape his keeper, the ’tired horse his rider. But, damosella 
virgin, was this directed to you ? 

JAQUENETTA. Ay, sir; from one Monsieur Berowne, 
one of the strange queen’s lords. 132 

HOLOFERNES. I will overglance the superscript. To 
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the snow-white hand of the most beauteous Lady 
Rosaline.’ I will look again on the intellect of the 
letter, for the nomination of the party writing to the 
person written unto: ‘ Your ladyship’s, in all desired 
employment, Brerowne.’—Sir Nathaniel, this Berowne 
is one of the votaries with the king; and here he hath 
framed a letter to a sequent of the stranger queen’s, 
which, accidentally, or by the way of progression, hath 
miscarried. Trip and go, my sweet; deliver this paper 
into the royal hand of the king; it may concern 
much. Stay not thy compliment; I forgive thy duty: 
adieu. 145 
JAQUENETTA. Good Costard, go with me. Sir, God 
saye your life! 
COSTARD. Have with thee, my girl. 148 
{Exeunt CosTarp and JAQUENETTA. 
NATHANIEL. Sir, you have done this in the fear of 
God, very religiously ; and, as a certain Father saith— 
HOLOFERNES. Sir, tell not meof the Father; I do fear 
colourable colours. But to return to the verses: did they 
please you, Sir Nathaniel ? 153 
NATHANIEL. Marvellous well for the pen. 
HOLOFERNES. I do dine to-day at the father’s of 
a certain pupil of mine; where, if before repast it shall 
please you to gratify the table with a grace, I will, on 
my privilege I have with the parents of the foresaid 
child or pupil, undertake your ben venuto; where 
I will prove those verses to be very unlearned, neither 
savouring of poetry, wit, nor invention. I beseech your 
society. 
NATHANIEL. And thank you too; for society—saith 
the text—is the happiness of life. 64 
HOLOFERNES. And, certes, the text most infallibly 
concludes it.—[To Dut.) Sir, I do invite you too: you shall 
not say me nay: pauca verba. Away! the gentles are 
at their game, and we will to our recreation. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—The Same. 
Enter BERowns, with a paper. 
BEROWNE. The king he is hunting the deer; I am 
coursing myself: they have pitched a toil; I am 
toiling in a pitch,—pitch that defiles: defile! a foul 
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word! Well, sit thee down, sorrow! for so they say 
the fool said, and so say I, and I the fool: well proved, 
wit! By the Lord, this love is as mad as Ajax: it kills 
sheep : it kills me, Ia sheep: well proved again o’ my 
side! I will not love; if I do, hang me; i’ faith, I will 
not. O! but her eye,—by this light, but for her eye, 
I would not love her; yes, for her two eyes. Well, Ido 
nothing in the world but lie, and lie in my throat. By 
heaven, I do love, and it hath taught me to rime, and 
to be melancholy ; and here is part of my rime, and here 
my melancholy. Well, she hath one o’ my sonnets 
already : the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and the 
lady hath it: sweet clown, sweeter fool, sweetest lady ! 
By the world, I would not care a pin if the other three 
were in. Here comes one with a paper: God give him 
grace to groan ! [Gets up into a tree. 


Enter the Kine, with a paper. 
KING. Ah me! 20 
BEROWNE. [Aside] Shot, by heaven! Proceed, sweet 
Cupid : thou hast thumped him with thy bird-bolt under 
the left pap. In faith, secrets ! 
KING. So sweet a kiss the golden sun gives not 24 

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose, 

As thy eye-beams, when their fresh rays have smote 
The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows ; 
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 28 

Through the transparent bosom of the deep, 

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light ; 

Thou shin’st in every tear that I do weep: 

No drop but as a coach doth carry thee ; 32 

So ridest thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tears that swell in me, 

And they thy glory through my grief will show : 
But do not love thyself; then thou wilt keep 36 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep. 

O queen of queens! how far thou dost excel, 
No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell. 


How shall she know my griefs ? I'll drop the paper : 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. Whois he comes here? 41 
[Steps aside. 


What, Longaville ! and reading ! listen, ear. 
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Enter Lonaavit_e, with a paper. 
BEROWNE. Now, in thy likeness, one more fool appear | 


LONGAVILLE. Ay me! I am forsworn. 44 
BEROWNE. Why, he comes in like a perjure, wearing 
papers. 


KING. In love, I hope: sweet fellowship in shame ! 
BEROWNE. One drunkard loves another of the name. 
LONGAVILLE. Am I the first that have been perjur’d 
so ? 48 
BEROWNE. I could put thee in comfort: not by two 
that I know: 
Thou mak’st the triumviry, the corner-cap of society, 
The shape of love’s Tyburn, that hangs up simplicity. 
LONGAVILLE. I fear these stubborn lines lack power 
to move. 52 
O sweet Maria, empress of my love ! 
These numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 
BEROWNE. O! rimes are guards on wanton Cupid’s 
hose : 
Disfigure not his slop 
LONGAVILLE. This same shall go. 56 


Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye, 

*Gainst whom the world cannot hold argument, 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 

Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment. 60 
A woman I forswore ; but I will prove, 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee : 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 

Thy grace, being gain’d, cures all disgrace in me. 64 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is : 

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost shine, 
Exhal’st this vapour-vow ; in thee it is: 

If broken, then, it is no fault of mine: 68 
If by me broke, what fool is not so wise 
To lose an oath to win a paradise ! 


BEROWNE. This is the liver-vein, which makes flesh 
a deity ; 

A green goose a goddess ;_ pure, pure idolatry. 72 

God amend us, God amend ! we are much out 0’ the way. 

‘LONGAVILLE. By whom shall I send this ?—Company! 


stay. [Steps aside. 
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BEROWNE. All hid, all hid; an old infant play. 
Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky, 76 
And wretched fools’ secrets heedfully o’er-eye. 
More sacks to the mill! O heavens! I have my wish. 


Enter Dumaryer, with a paper. 

Dumaine transform’d : four woodcocks in a dish ! 
DUMAINE. O most divine Kate! 80 
BEROWNE. O most profane coxcomb ! 

DUMAINE. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye ! 
BEROWNE. By earth, she is but corporal; there you 


lie. 
DUMAINE. Her amber hairs for foul have amber 
quoted. 84. 


BEROWNE. An amber-colour’d raven was well noted. 
DUMAINE. As upright as the cedar. 


BEROWNE. Stoop, I say ; 
Her shoulder is with child. 
DUMAINE. As fair as day. 
BEROWNE. Ay, aS some days; but then no sun must 
shine. 88 
DUMAINE. O! that I had my wish. 
LONGAVILLE. And I had mine! 


KING. And I mine too, good Lord ! 
BEROWNE. Amen, so I had mine. Is not that a good 
word ? 
DUMAINE. I would forget her; but a fever she 92 
Reigns in my blood, and will remember’d be. 
BEROWNE. A fever in your blood! why, then incision 
Would let her out in saucers : sweet misprision ! 
DUMAINE. Once more [Jl read the ode that I have 
writ. 96 
BEROWNE. Once more I'll mark how love can vary wit. 
DUMAINE. Ona day, alack the day ! 
Love, whose month is ever May, 
Spied a blossom passing fair 100 
Playing in the wanton air : 
Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
All unseen, ’gan passage find ; 
That the lover, sick to death, 104 
Wish’d himself the heaven’s breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow 
Air, would I might triumph so ! 
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But alack ! my hand is sworn 108 
Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 

Vow, alack! for youth unmeet, 

Youth so apt to pluck a sweet. 

Do not call it sin in me, 112 
That I am forsworn for thee ; 

Thou for whom e’en Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiop were ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 116 
Turning mortal for thy love. 


This will I send, and something else more plain, 
That shall express my true love’s fasting pain. 
O.! would the King, Berowne, and Longaville 120 
Were lovers too. ill, to example ill, 
Would from my forehead w ipe a perjur’d note ; 
For none offend where all alike do dote. 
LONGAVILLE. [Advancing.] Dumaine, thy love is far from 
charity, 124 
That in love’s grief desir’st society : 
You may look ‘pale, but I should blush, I know, 
To be o’erheard and taken napping so. 
KING. [Advancing.] Come, sir, you blush: as his your 
case is such ; 128 
You chide at him, offending twice as much : 
You do not love Maria ; Longaville 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile, 
Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 132 
His loving bosom to keep down his heart. 
T have been closely shrouded in this bush, 
And mark’d you both, and for you both did blush. 
IT heard your guilty rimes, observ’d your fashion, 136 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion : 
Ay me! says one; O Jove! the other cries ; 
One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other’s eyes : 
[To Loncavittz.] You would for paradise break faith and 


troth ; 140 
[To Dumarnz.] And Jove, for your love, would infringe an 
oath. 


What will Berowne say, when that he shall hear 

A faith infringed, which such zeal did swear ? 

How will he scorn! how will he spend his wit ! 144 
How will he triumph, leap and laugh at it! 
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For all the wealth that ever I did see, 

I would not have him know so much by me. 147 
BEROWNE. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. 

[Descends from the tree. 

Ah! good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me : 

Good heart ! what grace hast thou, thus to reprove 

These worms for loving, that art most in love ? 

Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears 152 

There is no certain princess that appears : 

You'll not be perjur’d, ’tis a hateful thing : 

Tush ! none but minstrels like of sonneting. 

But are you not asham’d ? nay, are you not, 156 

All three of you, to be thus much o’ershot ? 

You found his mote; the king your mote did see ; 

But I a beam do find in each of three. 

O! what a scene of foolery have I seen, 160 

Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen ; 

O me! with what strict patience have I sat, 

To see a king transformed to a gnat ; 

To see great Hercules whipping a gig, 164 

And profound Solomon to tune a jig, 

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys, 

And critic Timon laugh at idle toys! 

Where lies thy grief? O! tell me, good Dumaine, 

And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ? 169 

And where my liege’s ? all about the breast : 

A caudle, ho ! 
KING. Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray’d thus to thy over-view ? 172 
BEROWNE. Not you to me, but I betray’d by you: 

I, that am honest; I, that hold it sin 

To break the vow I am engaged in ; 

I am betrayd, by keeping company 176 

With men like men, men of inconstancy. 

When shall you see me write a thing in rime ? 

Or groan for Joan? or spend a minute’s time 

In pruning me ? When shall you hear that I 180 

Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 

A leg, a limb ?— 
KING. Soft ! Whither away so fast ? 

A true man or a thief that gallops so ? 184 
BEROWNE. I post from love; good lover, let me go. 
SH.I R 
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Enter JAQUENETTA and CosTARD. 
JAQUENETTA. God bless the king ! 


KING. What present hast thou there 4 
COSTARD. Some certain treason. 

KING. What makes treason here ? 
cosTARD. Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 

KING. If it mar nothing neither, 


The treason and you go in peace away together. 
JAQUENETTA. I beseech your Grace, let this letter be 


read : 190 
Our parson misdoubts it ; “twas treason, he said. 
KING. Berowne, read it over— [Giving the letter to him. 


Where hadst thou it 4 
JAQUENETTA. Of Costard. 
KING. Where hadst thou it ? 195 
cosTARD. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 
[BrRowneE tears the letter. 
KING. How now! what is in you? why dost thou 
tear it ? 
BEROWNE. A toy, my liege, a toy: your Grace needs 
not fear it. 
LONGAVILLE. It did move him to passion, and there- 
fore let ’s hear it. 
DUMAINE. [Picking up the pieces.] It is Berowne’s writing, 
and here is his name. 200 
BEROWNE, [To Cosrarv.] Ah, you whoreson loggerhead, 
you were born to do me shame. 
Guilty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, I confess. 
KING. What ? 
BEROWNE. That you three fools lack’d me fool to 
make up the mess ; 204 
He, he, and you, and you my liege, and I, 
Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die. 
OQ! dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 
DUMAINE. Now the number is even. 


BEROWNE. True, true; we are four. 
Will these turtles be gone ? 
KING. Hence, sirs ; away ! 
cosTARD. Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors 
stay. [Exeunt Cosrarp and JAQUENETTA, 


BEROWNE. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O ! let us embrace. 
As true we are as flesh and blood can be : 212 
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The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face ; 
Young blood doth not obey an old decree : 
We cannot cross the cause why we were born ; 


Therefore, of all hands must we be forsworn. 216 
KING. What! did these rent lines show some love of 
thine 2 


BEROWNE. ‘Did they,’ quoth you? Who sees the 
heavenly Rosaline, 

That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east, 220 
Bows not his vassal head, and, strucken blind, 

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ? 
What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 224 
That is not blinded by her majesty ? 

KING. What zeal, what fury hath inspir’d thee now ? 
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 

She, an attending star, scarce seen a light. 228 
BEROWNE. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Berowne : 

O! but for my love, day would turn to night. 
Of all complexions the cull’d sovereignty 

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ; 232 
Where several worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants that want itself doth seek. 
Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues,— 

Fie, painted rhetoric ! O! she needs it not : 236 
To things of sale a seller’s praise belongs ; 

She passes praise ; then praise too short doth blot. 
A wither’d hermit, five-score winters worn, 

Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye : 240 
Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born, 

And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy. 
O! ‘tis the sun that maketh all things shine. 

KiNG. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 244 
BEROWNE. Is ebony like her ? O wood divine ! 

A wife of such wood were felicity. 
O! who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 

That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack, 248 
If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No face is fair that is not full so black. 
KING. O paradox! Black is the badge of hell, 

The hue of dungeons and the scowl of night ; 252 
And beauty’s crest becomes the heavens well. 
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BEROWNE. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirit of 
light. 
O! ifin black my lady’s brows be deck’d, 
It mourns that painting and usurping hair 256 
Should ravish doters with a false aspect ; 
And therefore is she born to make black fair. 
Her favour turns the fashion of the days, 
For native blood is counted painting now ; 260 
And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise, 
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 
DUMAINE. To look like her are chimney-sweepers black. 
LONGAVILLE. And since her time are colliers counted 
bright. 264 
KInc. And Ethiops of their sweet complexion crack. 
DUMAINE. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is 


light. 
BEROWNE. Your mistresses dare never come in rain, 
For fear their colours should be wash’d away. 268 


KING. *Twere good yours did ; for, sir, to tell you plain, 
Ill find a fairer face not wash’d to-day. 

BEROWNE. I'll prove her fair, or talk till doomsday here. 
KING. No devil will fright thee then so much as she. 

DUMAINE. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 
LONGAVILLE. Look, here’s thy love: [Showing his shoe.] 

my foot and her face see. 

BEROWNE. QO! if the streets were paved with thine eyes, 
Her feet were much too dainty for such tread. 276 

DUMAINE. O vile! then, as she goes, what upward lies 
The street should see as she walk’d over head. 

KiInG. But what of this? Are we not all in love ? 
BEROWNE. Nothing so sure; and thereby all for- 


sworn. 280 
KING. Then leave this chat; and good Berowne, now 
prove 


Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 
DUMAINE. Ay, marry, there; some flattery for this evil. 
LONGAVILLE. O! some authority how to proceed ; 
Some tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the devil. 285 
DUMAINE. Some salve for perjury. 


BEROWNE. O, ’tis more than need. 
Have at you, then, affection’s men-at-arms : 
Consider what you first did swear unto, 288 


To fast, to study, and to see no woman ; 
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Flat treason ’gainst the kingly state of youth. 
Say, can you fast? your stomachs are too young, 
And abstinence engenders maladies. 

And where that you have vow’d to study, lords, 
In that each of you hath forsworn his book, 
Can you still dream and pore and thereon look ? 
For when would you, my lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of study’s excellence 
Without the beauty of a woman’s face ? 

From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They are the ground, the books, the academes, 


From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 


Why, universal plodding poisons up 

The nimble spirits in the arteries, 

As motion and long-during action tires 

The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

Now, for not looking on a woman’s face, 
You have in that forsworn the use of eyes, 
And study too, the causer of your vow ; 
For where is any author in the world 
Teaches such beauty as a woman’s eye ? 
Learning is but an adjunct to ourself, 

And where we are our learning likewise is : 
Then when ourselves we see in ladies’ eyes, 
Do we not likewise see our learning there ? 
O! we have made a vow to study, lords, 
And in that vow we have forsworn our books : 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 
In leaden contemplation have found out 
Such fiery numbers as the prompting eyes 
Of beauty’s tutors have enrich’d you with ? 
Other slow arts entirely keep the brain, 
And therefore, finding barren practisers, 
Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil ; 
But love, first learned in a lady’s eyes, 
Lives not alone immured in the brain, 

But, with the motion of all elements, 
Courses as swift as thought in every power, 
And gives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye ; 

A lover’s eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 

A lover’s ear will hear the lowest sound, 
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When the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d : 
Love’s feeling is more soft and sensible 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails : 
Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste. 
For valour, is not Love a Hercules, 337 
Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 
Subtle as Sphinx ; as sweet and musical 
As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair ; 340 
And when Love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 
Never durst poet touch a pen to write 
Until his ink were temper’d with Love’s sighs ; 344 
O! then his lines would ravish savage ears, 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 
From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ; 348 
They are the books, the arts, the academes, 
That show, contain, and nourish all the world ; 
Else none at all in aught proves excellent. 
Then fools you were these women to forswear, 352 
Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 
For wisdom’s sake, a word that all men love, 
Or for love’s sake, a word that loves all men, 
Or for men’s sake, the authors of these women ; 356 
Or women’s sake, by whom we men are men, 
Let us once lose our oaths to find ourselves, 
Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths. 
It is religion to be thus forsworn ; 360 
For charity itself fulfils the law ; 
And who can sever love from charity ? 
KING. Saint Cupid, then! and, soldiers, to the field ! 
BEROWNE. Advance your standards, and upon them, 
lords ! 364 
Pell-mell, down with them! but be first advis’d, 
In conflict that you get the sun of them. 
PONG AE URS. Now to plain-dealing ; lay these glozes 
Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France ? 368 
KING. And win them too: therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 
BEROWNE. First, from the park let us conduct them 
thither ; 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 372 
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Of his fair mistress : in the afternoon 

We will with some strange pastime solace them, 

Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 

For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours, 376 

Forerun fair Love, strewing her way with flowers. 
KING. Away, away! no time shall be omitted, 

That will betime, and may by us be fitted. 
BEROWNE. Allons! allons! Sow’d cockle reap’d no 

corn ; 380 

And justice always whirls in equal measure : 

Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn ; 
If so, our copper buys no better treasure. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


Scrne I.—The Kine or Navarre’s Park. 
Enter Houorernes, Str NaTHANIEL, and DULL. 

HOLOFERNES. Satis quod sufficit. 

NATHANIEL. I praise God for you, sir: your reasons 
at dinner have been sharp and sententious; pleasant 
without scurrility, witty without affection, audacious 
without impudency, learned without opinion, and strange 
without heresy. I did converse this quondam day with 
a companion of the king’s, who is intituled, nominated, 
or called, Don Adriano de Armado. 8 

HOLOFERNES, Novihominem tanquam te : his humour 
is lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue filed, his 
eye ambitious, his gait majestical, and his general 
behaviour vain, ridiculous, and thrasonical. He is too 
picked, too spruce, too affected, too odd, as it were, too 
peregrinate, as I may call it. 

NATHANIEL. A most singular and choice epithet. 15 

[Draws out his table-book. 

HOLOFERNES. He draweth out the thread of his 
verbosity finer than the staple of his argument. I abhor 
such fanatical phantasimes, such insociable and point- 
devise companions ; such rackers of orthography, as to 
speak dout, fine, when he should say, doubt ; det, when 
he should pronounce, debt,—d, e, b, t, not d, e, t: he 
clepeth a calf, cauf; half, hauf; neighbour vocatur 
nebour, neigh abbreviated ne. This is abhominable, 
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which he would call abominable,—it insinuateth me of 
insanie :; anne intelligis; domine? To make frantic, 
lunatic. 26 
NATHANIEL. Laus Deo bone intelligo. 
HOLOFERNES. Bone ? bone, for bene: Priscian a little 
scratched ; *twill serve. 29 


Enter Armapo, Motu, and CosTaRD. 

NATHANIEL. Videsne quis venit ? 

HOLOFERNES. Video, et gaudeo. 

ARMADO. [To Mors.) Chirrah ! a2 

HOLOFERNES. Quare Chirrah, not sirrah ? 

ARMADO. Men of peace, well encountered. 

HOLOFERNES. Most military sir, salutation. 

“MOTH. [Aside to Cosrarv.] They have been at a great 
feast of languages, and stolen the scraps. 37 

cCosTARD. O! they have lived long on the alms- 
basket of words. I marvel thy master hath not eaten 
thee for a word; for thou art not so long by the head 
as honorificabilitudinitatibus : thou art easier swallowed 
than a flap-dragon. 42 

MOTH. Peace! the peal begins. 

ARMADO. [To Hotorsrnes.] Monsieur, are you not let- 
tered ? 45 

MoTH. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the hornbook. What 
is a, b, spelt backward, with the horn on his head ? 

HOLOFERNES. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 48 

motH. Ba! most silly sheep with a horn. You hear 
his learning. 

HOLOFERNES. Quis, quis, thou consonant ? 

motH. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat 
them ; or the fifth, if I. 

HOLOFERNES. I will repeat them,—a, e, 1,— 

MOTH. The sheep; the other two concludes it;—o, u. 

ARMADO. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediter- 
raneum, a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit! snip, 
snap, quick and home! it rejoiceth my intellect : true 
wit ! 

mMoTH. Offered by a child to an old man; which is 
wit-old. f [soc6l 

HOLOFERNES. What is the figure? what is the 
figure ? 
moTH. Horns. is 64 
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HOLOFERNES. Thou disputest like an infant ; go, whip 
thy gig. 

MoTH. Lend me your horn to make one, and I will 
whip about your infamy circum circa. A gig of a 
cuckold’s horn. 69 

cosTaRD. An I had but one penny in the world, thou 
shouldst have it to buy gingerbread. Hold, there is 
the very remuneration I had of thy master, thou half- 
penny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of discretion. O! 
an the heavens were so pleased that thou wert but my 
bastard, what a joyful father wouldst thou make me. 
Go to; thou hast it ad dunghill, at the fingers’ ends, as 


they say. TT 
HOLOFERNES. O! I smell false Latin; dunghill for 
unguem. 


ARMADO, Arts-man, preambula: we will be singled 
from the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the 
charge-house on the top of the mountain ? 82 

HOLOFERNES. Or mons, the hill. 

ARMADO. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

HOLOFERNES. I do, sans question. 85 

ARMADO. Sir, it is the king’s most sweet pleasure and 
affection to congratulate the princess at her pavilion in 
the posteriors of this day, which the rude multitude call 
the afternoon. 89 

HOLOFERNES. The posterior of the day, most generous 
sir, is liable, congruent, and measurable for the after- 
noon: the word is well culled, chose, sweet and apt, 
I do assure you, sir; I do assure. 93 

ARMADO. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman, and 
my familiar, I do assure ye, very good friend. For 
what is inward between us, let it pass: I do beseech 
thee, remember thy curtsy ; I beseech thee, apparel thy 
head : and among other importunate and most serious 
designs, and of great import indeed, too, but iet that 
pass: for I must tell thee, it will please his Grace, by 
the world, sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder, and 
with his royal finger, thus dally with my excrement, 
with my mustachio: but, sweet heart, let that pass. 
By the world, I recount no fable : some certain special 
honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to Armado, 
a soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the world : 
but let that pass. The very all of all is, but, sweet 
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heart, I do implore secrecy, that the king would have 
me present the princess, sweet chuck, with some delight- 
ful ostentation, or show, or pageant, or antick, or fire- 
work. Now, understanding that the curate and your 
sweet self are good at such eruptions and sudden break- 
ing out of mirth, as it were, I have acquainted you withal, 
to the end to crave your assistance. 114 

HOLOFERNES. Sir, you shall present before her the 
Nine Worthies. Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some enter- 
tainment of time, some show in the posterior of this day, 
to be rendered by our assistance, at the king’s command, 
and this most gallant, illustrate, and learned gentleman, 
before the princess ; I say, none so fit as to present the 
Nine Worthies. 121 

NATHANIEL. Where will you find men worthy enough 
to present them ? 

HOLOFERNES. Joshua, yourself; myself, or this gallant 
gentleman, Judas Maccabeus; this swain, because of 
his great limb, or joint, shall pass Pompey the Great ; 
the page, Hercules,— 127 

ARMADO. Pardon, sir, error: he is not quantity 
enough for that Worthy’s thumb: he is not so big as 
the end of his club. 

HOLOFERNES. Shall I have audience? he shall pre- 
sent Hercules in minority: his enter and exit shall be 
strangling a snake ; and I will have an apology for that 
purpose. 134 

MoTH. An excellent device! so, if any of the audi- 
ence hiss, you may cry, ‘ Well done, Hercules! now 
thou crushest the snake!’ that is the way to make 
an offence gracious, though few have the grace to do 
it. 

ARMADO. For the rest of the Worthies ?— 140 

HOLOFERNES. I will play three myself. 

moTH. Thrice-worthy gentleman ! 

ARMADO. Shall I tell you a thing ? 

HOLOFERNES. We attend. 144 

ARMADO. We will have, if this fadge not, an antick. 
I beseech you, follow. 

HOLOFERNES. Via, goodman Dull! thou hast spoken 
no word all this while. 148 

DULL. Nor understood none neither, sir. 

HOLOFERNES. Allons! we will employ thee. 


SCENE 1] LOVE’S LABOUR ’S LOST 491 


DULL. Ill make one in a dance, or so; or I will 
play the tabor to the Worthies, and let them dance the 


hay. 153 
HOLOFERNES. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, 
away ! [Exeunt. 


Scene II.—The Same. Before the Princgss’s Pavilion. 
Enter the Princess, KaTHarINe, RosaLinn, and Marra. 
PRINCESS. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart, 
If fairings come thus plentifully in : 
A lady wall’d about with diamonds ! 
Look you what I have from the loving king. 4 
ROSALINE. Madam, came nothing else along with that? 
PRINCESS. Nothing but this! yes, as much love in 


rime 
As would be cramm’d up in a sheet of paper, 
Writ o’ both sides the leaf, margent and all, 8 


That he was fain to seal on Cupid’s name. 
ROSALINE. That was the way to make his godhead wax ; 
For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 
KATHARINE. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too. 
ROSALINE. You'll ne’er be friends with him: a’ kill’d 
your sister. 13 
KATHARINE. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy; 
And so she died : had she been light, like you, 
Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit, 16 
She might ha’ been a grandam ere she died ; 
And so may you, for a light heart lives long. 
ROSALINE. What’s your dark meaning, mouse, of this 
light word ? 
KATHARINE. A light condition in a beauty dark. 20 
ROSALINE. We need more light to find your meaning 
out. 
KATHARINE. You'll mar the light by taking it in snuff; 
Therefore, Pll darkly end the argument. 
ROSALINE. Look, what you do, you do it still ’ the 
dark. 24 
KATHARINE. So do not you, for you are a light wench. 
ROSALINE. Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore 
light. 
isn You weigh me not. Q! that’s you care 
not for me. 
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ROSALINE. Great reason ; for, ‘ past cure is still past 
care.’ ; 28 
PRINCESS. Well bandied both ; a set of wit well play’d. 
But Rosaline, you have a favour too : 
Who sent it ? and what is it ? 
ROSALINE. I would you knew : 
An if my face were but as fair as yours, 32 
My favour were as great ; be witness this. 
Nay, I have verses too, I thank Berowne : 
The numbers true ; and, were the numbering too, 
I were the fairest goddess on the ground : 36 
I am compared to twenty thousand fairs. 
O! he hath drawn my picture in his letter. 
PRINCESS. Anything like ? 
ROSALINE. Much in the letters, nothing im the praise. 
PRINCESS. Beauteous as ink; a good conclusion. 
KATHARINE. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 
ROSALINE. *Ware pencils! how ? let me not die your 
debtor, 
My red dominical, my golden letter : 44 
O, that your face were not so full of O’s! 
KATHARINE. A pox of that jest! and beshrew all 


shrows ! 
PRINCESS. But what was sent to you from fair Du- 
maine ? 
KATHARINE. Madam, this glove. 
PRINCESS. Did he not send you twain ? 
KATHARINE. Yes, madam; and moreover, 49 


Some thousand verses of a faithful lover : 
A huge translation of hypocrisy, 
Vilely compil’d, profound simplicity. 52 
MARIA. This, and these pearls to me sent Longaville : 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 
PRINCESS. I think no less. Dost thou not wish in 
heart 
The chain were longer and the letter short ? 56 
MARIA. Ay, or I would these hands might never part. 
PRINCESS. We are wise girls to mock our lovers so. 
ROSALINE. They are worse fools to purchase mocking 
so. 
That same Berowne I'll torture ere I go. 60 
O that I knew he were but in by the week ! 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and seek, 
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And wait the season, and observe the times, 

And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rimes, 64 
And shape his service wholly to my hests, 

And make him proud to make me proud that jests ! 

So perttaunt-like would I o’ersway his state 


That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 68 
PRINCESS. None are so surely caught, when they are 
catch’d, 


As wit turn’d fool: folly, in wisdom hatch’d, 
Hath wisdom’s warrant and the help of school 


And wit’s own grace to grace a learned fool. 72 
ROSALINE. The blood of youth burns not with such 
eXcess 


As gravity’s revolt to wantonness. 
MARIA. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 16 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 


Enter Boyet. 
PRINCESS. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 
BOYET. O! Lamstabb’d with laughter. Where’s her 


Grace ? 80 
PRINCESS. Thy news, Boyet ? 
BOYET. Prepare, madam, prepare !— 


Arm, wenches, arm ! encounters mounted are 

Against your peace: Love doth approach disguis’d, 

Armed in arguments ; you'll be surpris’d : 84 

Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence 

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 
PRINCESS. Saint Denis to Saint Cupid! What are 


they 
That charge their breath against us ? say, scout, say. 
BOYET. Under the cool shade of a sycamore 89 


I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour, 

When, lo! to interrupt my purpos’d rest, 

Toward that shade I might behold addrest y2 
The king and his companions : warily 

T stole into a neighbour thicket by, 

And overheard what you shall overhear ; 

That, by and by, disguis’d they will be here. 96 
Their herald is a pretty knavish page, 

That well by heart hath conn’d his embassage : 
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Action and accent did they teach him there ; 
‘Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body bear.’ —_100 
And ever and anon they made a doubt 
Presence majestical would put him out ; 
‘ For,’ quoth the king, ‘an angel shalt thou see ; 
Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously.’ 104 
The boy replied, ‘ An angel is not evil ; 
I should have fear’d her had she been a devil.’ 
With that all laugh’d and clapp’d him on the shoulder, 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder. 108 
One rubb’d his elbow thus, and fleer’d, and swore 
A better speech was never spoke before ; 
Another, with his finger and his thumb, 
Cry’d ‘ Via! we will do’t, come what willcome’; 112 
The third he caper’d and cried, ‘ All goes well’ ; 
The fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that, they all did tumble on the ground, 
With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 116 
That in this spleen ridiculous appears, 
To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears. 
PRINCESS. But what, but what, come they to visit us ? 
BoyET. They do, they do; and are apparell’d thus, 
Like Muscovites or Russians, as I guess. 121 
Their purpose is to parle, to court and dance ; 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress, which they'll know 124 
By favours several which they did bestow. 
PRINCESS. And will they so? the gallants shall be 
task’d : 
For, ladies, we will every one be mask’d, 
And not a man of them shall have the grace, 128 
Despite of suit, to see a lady’s face. 
Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear, 
And then the king will court thee for his dear : 
Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine, 
So shall Berowne take me for Rosaline, 133 
And change you favours too; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv’d by these removes. 
ROSALINE. Come on, then; wear the favours most in 
sight. 136 
KATHARINE. But in this changing what is your intent ? 
PRINCESS. The effect of my intent is, to cross theirs : 
They do it but in mocking merriment ; ; 
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And mock for mock is only my intent. 140 

Their several counsels they unbosom shall 

To loves mistook and so be mock’d withal 

Upon the next occasion that we meet, 

With visages display’d, to talk and greet. 144 
ROSALINE. But shall we dance, if they desire us to ’t ? 
PRINCESS. No, to the death, we will not move a foot: 

Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace ; 


But while ’tis spoke each turn away her face. 148 
BOYET. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker’s 
heart, 


And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

PRINCESS. ‘Therefore I do it; and I make no doubt, 
The rest will ne’er come in, if he be out. 152 
There’s no such sport as sport by sport o’erthrown, 

To make theirs ours and ours none but our own: 

So shall we stay, mocking intended game, 

And they, well mock’d, depart away with shame. 156 

[Trumpets sound within. 

BOYET. The trumpet sounds: be mask’d; the 

maskers come. {The Ladies mask. 

Enter Blackamoors with music; Motu; the Kine, BErROWNE, 
LONGAVILLE, and DuMAINE in Russian habits, and masked. 
motTH. ‘All hail, the richest beauties on the earth !’ 
BOYET. Beauties no richer than rich taffeta. 
motH. ‘A holy parcel of the fairest dames, 160 

{The Ladies turn their backs to him, 

That ever turn’d their—backs—to mortal views !’ 
BEROWNE. ‘ Their eyes,’ villain, ‘ their eyes.’ 
motH. ‘That ever turn’d their eyes to mortal views ! 

Out 164 
BOYET. True; ‘ out,’ indeed. 
mMoTH. ‘ Out of your favours, heavenly spirits, vouch- 

safe 

Not to behold ’— 

BEROWNE. ‘Once to behold,’ rogue. 168 

motTH. ‘Once to behold with your sun-beamed eyes, 

—with your sun-beamed eyes ’— 

BOYET. They will not answer to that epithet ; 

You were best call it ‘ daughter-beamed eyes’. 172 
moTtH. They do not mark me, and that brings me out. 
BEROWNE. Is this your perfectness? be gone, you 

rogue ! [Exit Morn. 
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ROSALINE. What would these strangers ? know their 
minds, Boyet : 
If they do speak our language, ‘tis our will 116 
That some plain man recount their purposes : 
Know what they would. 
~BoyEetT. What would you with the princess ? 

BEROWNE. Nothing but peace and gentle visitation. 

ROSALINE. What would they, say they ? 18] 

BOYET. Nothing but peace and gentle visitation. 

ROSALINE. Why, that they have; and bid them so be 

one. 

ets She says, you have it, and you may be gone. 

KING. Say to her, we have measur’d many miles, 

Ta tread a measure with her on this grass. 
BOYET. They say, that they have measur’d many 
a mile, 
To tread a measure with you on this grass. 188 

ROSALINE. It is not so. Ask them how many inches 

Is in one mile: if they have measur’d many, 
The measure then of one is easily told. 

BoYET. If to come hither you have measur’d miles, 
And many miles, the princess bids you tell 193 
How many inches do fill up one mile. 

BEROWNE. ‘Tell her we measure them by weary steps. 

BOYET. She hears herself. 

ROSALINE. How many weary steps, 

Of many weary miles you have o’ergone, 197 
Are number’d in the travel of one mile ? 

BEROWNE. We number nothing that we spend for you : 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite, 200 
That we may do it still without accompt. 

Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face, 
That we, like savages, may worship it. 

ROSALINE. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 

KING. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do ! 
Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to shine, 
Those clouds remoy’d, upon our watery eyne. 

ROSALINE. O vain petitioner! beg a greater matter ; 
Thou now request’st but moonshine in the water. 209 

kING. Then, in our measure but vouchsafe one change. 
Thou bid’st me beg ; this begging is not strange. 

ROSALINE. Play, music, then! Nay, you must do it 

soon. (Music plays. 
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Not yet ! no dance!) thus change I like the moon. 218 
KING. Will you not dance? How come you thus 


estrang’d ? 
ROSALINE. You took the moon at full, but now she’s 
chang’d. 


KING. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man, | 216 
The music plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it. 
ROSALINE. Our ears vouchsafe it. 


KING. But your legs should do it. 
ROSALINE. Since you are strangers, and come here by 
chance, 219 


We'll not be nice: take hands: we will not dance. 
KING. Why take we hands then ? 
ROSALINE. Only to part friends. 
Curtsy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends. 
KING. More measure of this measure: be not nice. 
ROSALINE. We can afford no more at such a price. 
KING. Prize you yourselves ? what buys your com- 


pany ? 225 
ROSALINE. Your absence only. 
KING. That can never be. 
ROSALINE. Then cannot we be bought : and so, adieu; 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you ! 228 


KiNG. If you deny to dance, let’s hold more chat. 

ROSALINE. In private, then. 

KING. I am best pleas’d with that. 
; [They converse apart. 

BEROWNE. White-handed mistress, one sweet word 


with thee. 
PRINCESS. Honey, and milk, and sugar; there are 
three. 232 
BEROWNE. Nay then, two treys, an if you grow so 
nice, 


Metheglin, wort, and malmsey : well run, dice ! 
There’s half a dozen sweets. 


PRINCESS, Seventh sweet, adieu : 
Since you can cog, Ill play no more with you. 236 

BEROWNE. One word in secret. 

PRINCESS. Let it not be sweet. 

BEROWNE. Thou griev’st my gall. 

PRINCESS. Gall ! bitter. 

BEROWNE. Therefore meet. 


[They converse apart. 
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DUMAINE. Will you vouchsafe with me to change a 
word ? 
MARIA. Name it 
‘DUMAINE. Fair lady,— 
MARIA. Say you so? Fair lord, 
Take that for your fair lady. 
DUMAINE. Please it you, 241 
As much in private, and I'll bid adieu. [They converse apart. 
KATHARINE. What! was your visor made without a 
tongue # 
LONGAVILLE. I know the reason, lady, why you ask. 
KATHARINE. Q! for your reason; quickly, sir; I long. 
LONGAVILLE. You have a double tongue within your 
mask, 
And would afford my speechless visor half. 
KATHARINE. ‘ Veal,’ quoth the Dutchman. Is not 


‘veal’ a calf ? 248 
LONGAVILLE. A calf, fair lady ! 
KATHARINE. No, a fair lord calf. 
LONGAVILLE. Let’s part the word. 
KATHARINE. No, Pl not be your half : 


Take all, and wean it: it may prove an ox. 

LONGAVILLE. Look, how you butt yourself in these 

sharp mocks. 252 
Will you give horns, chaste lady ? do not so. 

KATHARINE. Then die a calf, before your horns do 

grow. 

LONGAVILLE. One word in private with you, ere I die. 

KATHARINE. Bleat softly then ; the butcher hears you 

cry. (They converse apart. 
BOYET. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the razor’s edge invisible, 
Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen, 

Above the sense of sense ; so sensible 260 
Seemeth their conference ; their conceits have wings 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter things. 

ROSALINE. Not one word more, my maids: break off, 

break off. 263 

BEROWNE. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoff ! 

KING. Farewell, mad wenches : you have simple wits. 

PRINCESS. ‘Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovits. 

[Exeunt Kine, Lorps, Music, and Attendants. 
Are these the breed of wits so wonder’d at ? 
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BOYET. Tapers they are, with your sweet breaths 


puff'd out. 268 
ROSALINE. Well-liking wits they have; gross, gross; 
fat, fat. 


PRINCESS. O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout! 
Will they not, think you, hang themselves to-night ? 
Or ever, but in visors, show their faces ? 272 
This pert Berowne was out of countenance quite. 
ROSALINE. QO! they were all in lamentable cases, 
The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 275 
PRINCESS. Berowne did swear himself out of all suit. 
MARIA. Dumaine was at my service, and his sword : 
“No point,’ quoth I: my servant straight was mute. 
KATHARINE. Lord Longaville said, I came o’er his heart ; 
And trow you what he call’d me ? 


PRINCESS. Qualm, perhaps. 
KATHARINE. Yes, in good faith. 
PRINCESS. Go, sickness as thou art! 
ROSALINE. Well, better wits have worn plain statute- 
caps. 


But will you hear ? the king is my love sworn. 
PRINCESS, And quick Berowne hath plighted faith to 
me. 284 
KATHARINE. And Longaville was for my service born. 
MARIA. Dumaine is mine, as sure as bark on tree. 
BoyET. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear : 
Immediately they will again be here 288 
In their own shapes ; for it can never be 
They will digest this harsh indignity. 
PRINCESS. Will they return ? 
BOYET. They will, they will, God knows ; 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows : 
Therefore change favours ; and, when they repair, 


Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. 294 
PRINCESS. How blow? how blow? speak to be under- 
stood. 


BOYET. Fair ladies mask’d, are roses in their bud : 
Dismask’d, their damask sweet commixture shown, 
Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown. 
PRINCESS. Avaunt perplexity ! What shall we do 
If they return in their own shapes to woo ? 300 
ROSALINE. Good madam, if by me you'll be advis’d, 
Let ’s mock them still, as well known as disguis’d. 
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Let us complain to them what fools were here, 

Disguis’d like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ; 304 

And wonder what they were, and to what end 

Their shallow shows and prologue vilely penn’d, 

And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 

Should be presented at our tent to us. 308 
BOYET. Ladies, withdraw: the gallants are at hand. 
PRINCESS. Whip to our tents, as roes run over land. 

[Exeunt Princess, RosaLine, KATHARINE, and MARIA. 


Enter the Kixc, Berowne, LoncAviLLe, and DuMAINE in 
their proper habits. 

KING. Fair sir, God save you! Where is the princess ? 
BOYET. Gone to her tent. Please it your majesty, 
Command me any service to her thither ? 313 

KING. That she vouchsafe me audience for one word. 
BOYET. Iwill; andso will she, I know, my lord. [Exit. 
BEROWNE. This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons pease, 
And utters it again when God doth please : 317 
He is wit’s pedlar, and retails his wares 
At wakes and wassails, meetings, markets, fairs ; 
And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 320 
Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 
This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve ; 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve : 
He can carve too, and lisp: why, this is he 324 
That kiss’d his hand away in courtesy ; 
This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms: nay, he can sing 328 
A mean most meanly, and in ushering 
Mend him who can: the ladies call him, sweet ; 
The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet. 
This is the flower that smiles on every one, 332 
To show his teeth as white as whales-bone ; 
And consciences, that will not die in debt, 
Pay him the due of honey-tongu’d Boyet. 
KING. A blister on his sweet tongue, with my heart, 
That put Armado’s page out of his part ! 337 


Re-enter the Princess, ushered by Boyer; RosaLinr, Marta, 
KATHARINE, and Attendants. 
BEROWNE. See where it comes! Behaviour, what 
wert thou, 
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Till this man show’d thee ?. and what art thou now ? 

KING. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of day ! 
PRINCESS, ‘ Fair,’ in ‘ all hail’, is foul, as I conceive. 

KING. Construe my speeches better, if you may. 
PRINCESS. Then wish me better : I will give you leave. 

KING. We came to visit you, and purpose now 344 
To lead you to our court : vouchsafe it then. 

PRINCESS. This field shall hold me, and so hold your vow : 
Nor God, nor I, delights in perjur’d men. 

KING. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke : 


The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 349 
PRINCESS. You nick-name virtue ; vice you should have 
spoke ; 
For virtue’s office never breaks men’s troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 352 


As the unsullied lily, I protest, 
A world of torments though I should endure, 
I would not yield to be your house’s guest ; 
So much I hate a breaking cause to be 356 
Of heavenly oaths, vow’d with integrity. 
KING, QO! you have liv’d in desolation here, 
Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 
PRINCESS. Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear ; 
We have had pastime here and pleasant game. 361 
A mess of Russians left us but of late. 
KING. How, madam! Russians ? 
PRINCESS, Ay, in truth, my lord ; 
Trim gallants, full of courtship and of state. 364 
ROSALINE. Madam, speak true. It is not so, my lord : 
My lady, to the manner of the days, 
In courtesy gives undeserving praise. 
We four, indeed, confronted were with four 368 
In Russian habit : here they stay’d an hour, 
And talk’d apace ; and in that hour, my lord, 
They did not bless us with one happy word. 
I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 372 
When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 
BEROWNE. ‘This jest is dry to me. Fair gentle sweet, 
Your wit makes wise things foolish : when we greet, 
With eyes best seeing, heaven’s fiery eye, 376 
By light we lose light : your capacity 
Is of that nature that to your huge store 
Wise things seem foolish and rich things but poor. 
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ROSALINE. This proves you wise and rich, for in my 
eye— 380 
BEROWNE. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 
ROSALINE. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 
BEROWNE. O! I am yours, and all that I possess. 
ROSALINE. All the fool mine ¢ 
BEROWNE. I cannot give you less. 
ROSALINE. Which of the visors was it that you wore ? 
BEROWNE. Where? when? what visor? why de- 
mand you this ? 
ROSALINE. There, then, that visor; that superfluous 
case 388 
That hid the worse, and show’d the better face. 
KING. We are descried : they'll mock us now down- 
right. 
DUMAINE. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 
PRINCESS. Amaz’d, my lord? Why looks your high- 
ness sad ? 392 
ROSALINE. Help! holdhis brows! he’llswound. Why 
look you pale ? 
Sea-sick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 
BEROWNE. Thus pour the stars down plagues for perjury. 
Can any face of brass hold longer out ?— 396 
Here stand I, lady ; dart thy skill at me; 
Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout ; 
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 
Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 400 
And I will wish thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 
O! never will I trust to speeches penn’d, 
Nor to the motion of a school-boy’s tongue, 404 
Nor never come in visor to my friend, 
Nor woo in rime, like a blind harper’s song, 
Taffeta phrases, silken terms precise, 
Three-pil’d hyperboles, spruce affectation, 408 
Figures pedantical ; these summer flies 
Have blown me full of maggot ostentation : 
I do forswear them ; and I here protest, 
By this white glove,—how white the hand, God 
knows,— 412 
Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express’d 
In russet yeas and honest kersey noes : 
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My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 416 
ROSALINE, Sans ‘sans’, I pray you. 
BEROWNE. Yet I have a trick 


Of the old rage : bear with me, I am sick ; 

I'll leave it by degrees. Soft! let us see : 

Write, ‘ Lord have mercy on us’ on those three ; 420 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies ; 

They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes : 
These lords are visited ; you are not free, 


For the Lord’s tokens on you do I see. 424 
PRINCESS. No, they are free that gave these tokens 
to us. 


BEROWNE. Our states are forfeit : seek not to undo us. 
ROSALINE. It is not so. For how can this be true, 
That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ? 428 

BEROWNE. Peace! for I will not have to do with you. 
ROSALINE. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 
BEROWNE. Speak for yourselves : my wit is at an end. 
KING. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude trans- 
gression 432 
Some fair excuse. 
PRINCESS. The fairest is confession. 
Were you not here, but even now, disguis’d ? 
KING. Madam, I was. 
PRINCESS, And were you well advis’d ? 
KING. I was, fair madam. 
PRINCESS, When you then were here, 
What did you whisper in your lady’s ear 4 437 
KING. That more than all the world I did respect her. 
PRINCESS. When she shall challenge this, you will 


reject her. 
KING. Upon mine honour, no. 
PRINCESS. Peace ! peace ! forbear ; 
Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear. 441 


KING. Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 
PRINCESS. I will; and therefore keep it. Rosaline, 
What did the Russian whisper in your ear ? 444 

ROSALINE. Madam, he swore that he did hold me dear 
As precious eyesight, and did value me 
Above this world ; adding thereto, moreover, 
That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 448 
PRINCESS. God give thee joy of him! the noble lord 
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Most honourably doth uphold his word. 
KING. What mean you, madam? by my life, my 
troth, 
I never swore this lady such an oath. 452 
ROSALINE. By heaven you did; and to confirm it 
plain, 
You gave me this: but take it, sir, again. 
KING. My faith and this the princess I did give: 
I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 456 
PRINCESS. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear ; 
And Lord Berowne, I thank him, is my dear. 
What, will you have me, or your pear! again ? 
BEROWNE. Neither of either; I remit both twain. 
I gee the trick on ’t : here was a consent, 461 
Knowing aforehand of our merriment, 
To dash it like a Christmas comedy. 
Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight zany, 
Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some Dick, 
That smiles his cheek in years, and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh when she’s dispos’d, 
Told our intents before ; which once disclos’d, 468 
The ladies did change favours, and then we, 
Following the signs, woo’d but the sign of she. 
Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 
We are again forsworn, in will and error. 472 
Much upon this it is: [To Boyer] and might not you 
Forestall our sport, to make us thus untrue ? 
Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squire, 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye ? 476 
And stand between her back, sir, and the fire, 
Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 
You put our page out: go, you are allow’d ; 
Die when you will, a smock shall be your shroud. 480 
You leer upon me, do you? there’s an eye 
Wounds like a leaden sword. 
BOYET. Full merrily 
Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 
BEROWNE. Lo! he is tilting straight. Peace! I have 
done. 484 
Enter Costarp. 
Welcome, pure wit! thou partest a fair fray. 
cosTARD. O Lord, sir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies shall come in or no. 487 
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BEROWNE. What, are there but three ? 


COSTARD. No, sir; but it is vara fine, 
For every one pursents three. 
BEROWNE. And three times thrice is nine. 


cosTaRD. Not so, sir; under correction, sir, I hope, 
it 1s not so. 
You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir; we know 
what we know : 
I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir,— 
BEROWNE. Is not nine. 492 
cosTaRD. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil 
it doth amount. 
BEROWNE. By Jove, I always took three threes for 


nine. 
CoSTARD. O Lord, sir! it were pity you should get 
your living by reckoning, sir. 497 


BEROWNE. How much is it ? 

cosTaRD. O Lord, sir! the parties themselves, the 
actors, sir, will show whereuntil it doth amount: for 
mine own part, I am, as they say, but to parfect one man 
in one poor man, Pompion the Great, sir. 502 

BEROWNE. Art thou one of the Worthies ? 

COSTARD. It pleased them to think me worthy of 
Pompion the Great : for mine own part, I know not the 
degree of the Worthy, but I am to stand for him. 


BEROWNE. Go, bid them prepare. 507 

COSTARD. We will turn it finely off, sir; we will take 
some care. {Exit. 

KING. Berowne, they will shame us; let them not 
approach. 


BEROWNE. We are shame-proof, my lord; and ’tis 
some policy 
To have one show worse than the king’s and his com- 
pany. 
KING. I say they shall not come. 512 
PRINCESS. Nay, my good lord, let me o’errule you now. 
That sport best pleases that doth least know how : 
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Die in the zeal of those which it presents ; 516 
Their form confounded makes most form in mirth, 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 
BEROWNE. A right description of our sport, my lord. 
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Enter ARMADO. 

aRMADO. Anointed, I implore so much expense of thy 

royal sweet breath as will utter a brace of words. 
[ARMADO converses with the K1Ne, and delivers a paper to him. 

PRINCESS. Doth this man serve God ? 522 

BEROWNE. Why ask you ? 

PRINCESS. He speaks not like a man of God’s making. 

ARMADO. ‘That’s all one, my fair, sweet, honey 
monarch ; for, I protest, the schoolmaster is exceeding 
fantastical ; too-too vain; too-too vain: but we will put 
it, as they say, to fortuna de la guerra. I wish you the 
peace of mind, most royal couplement ! (Exit. 

KING. Here is like to be a good presence of Worthies. 
He presents Hector of Troy; the swain, Pompey the 
Great ; the parish curate, Alexander; Armado’s page, 
Hercules ; the pedant, Judas Maccabezeus : 533 
And if these four Worthies in their first show thrive, 
These four will change habits and present the other five. 

BEROWNE. ‘There is five in the first show. 536 

KING. You are deceived, tis not so. 

BEROWNE. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-priest, 
the fool, and the boy :— 539 
Abate throw at novum, and the whole world again 
Cannot pick out five such, take each one in his vein. 

KING. The ship is under sail, and here she comes amain. 


Enter CostarpD armed, for Pompey. 
costaRD. ‘J Pompey am,’ 





BOYET. You lie, you are not he. 
COSTARD. ‘I Pompey am,’— 
BOYET. With libbard’s head on knee. 
BEROWNE. Well said, old mocker: I must needs be 
friends with thee. 545 
COSRAETE ‘I Pompey am, Pompey surnam’d the 
ig, — 


DUMAINE. ‘The Great.’ 
COSTARD. It is ‘Great,’ sir; ‘Pompey surnam’d the 


Great ; 548 
That oft in field, with targe and shield, did make my foe 
to sweat : 


And travelling along this coast, I here am come by 
chance, 
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France.’ 
If your ladyship would say, ‘Thanks, Pompey,’ I had 
done. 552 


PRINCESS. Great thanks, great Pompey. 

CosTARD. ‘Tis not so much worth ; but I hope I was 
perfect. I made a little fault in ‘ Great.’ 

BEROWNE. My hat toa halfpenny, Pompey proves the 
best Worthy. 557 


Enter Str NATHANIEL armed, for Alexander. 
NATHANIEL. ‘When in the world I liv’d, I was the 
world’s commander ; 
By east, west, north, and south, I spread my con- 
quering might : 
My scutcheon plain declares that I am Alisander,’— 
BOYET. Your nose says, no, you are not; for it 
stands too right. 561 
BEROWNE. Your nose smells ‘no’, in this, most 
tender-smelling knight. 
PRINCESS. The conqueror is dismay’d. Proceed, good 


Alexander. 
NATHANIEL. ‘When in the world I liv’d, I was the 
world’s commander ; ’— 564 


BOYET. Most true; ’tis right: you were so, Alisander. 
BEROWNE. Pompey the Great,— 
COSTARD. Your servant, and Costard. 
BEROWNE. ‘Take away the conqueror, take away 
Alisander. 568 
COSTARD. [To Natnantet.] O! sir, you have overthrown 
Alisander the conqueror! You will be scraped out of 
the painted cloth for this: your lion, that holds his 
poll-axe sitting on a close-stool, will be given to Ajax: 
he will be the ninth Worthy. A conqueror, and afeard to 
speak ! run away for shame, Alisander! [Naruanrzu retires]. 
There, an’t shall please you: a foolish mild man; an 
honest man, look you, and soon dashed! He is a mar- 
vellous good neighbour, faith, and a very good bowler ; 
but, for Alisander,—alas, you see how ’tis,—a little o’er- 
parted. But there are Worthies a-coming will speak 
their mind in some other sort. 580 
PRINCESS. Stand aside, good Pompey. 
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Enter HoLorerNes armed, for Judas; and Mors armed, 
for Hercules. 

HOLOFERNES. ‘ Great Hercules is presented by this imp, 
Whose club kill’d Cerberus, that three-headed canis ; 
And, when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp, 584 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus. 

Quoniam, he seemeth in minority, 

Ergo, I come with this apology.’ 

Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish.— —_ [Moruretires. 

‘ Judas I am.’— 589 
DUMAINE. A Judas! 

HOLOFERNES. Not Iscariot, sir. 

‘ Judas I am, ycleped Maccabzus.’ 592 
puMAINE. Judas Maccabeus clipt is plain Judas. 
BEROWNE. A kissing traitor. How art thou prov’d 

Judas ? 
HOLOFERNES. ‘Judas I am.’— 
DUMAINE. The more shame for you, Judas. 596 
HOLOFERNES. What mean you, sir ? 
BOYET. To make Judas hang himself. 
HOLOFERNES. Begin, sir; you are my elder. 
BEROWNE. Well follow’d: Judas was hanged on an 
elder. 600 
HOLOFERNES. I will not be put out of countenance. 
BEROWNE. Because thou hast no face. 
HOLOFERNES. What is this ? 
BOYET. A cittern-head. 604 
DUMAINE. The head of a bodkin. 
BEROWNE. A death’s face in a ring. 
LONGAVILLE. The face of an old Roman coin, scarce 
seen. 
BoYveT. The pommel of Cesar’s falchion. 608 
DUMAINE. The carved-bone face on a flask. 
BEROWNE. Saint George’s half-cheek in a brooch. 
DUMAINE. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 
BEROWNE. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth- 
drawer. 612 

And now forward’; for we have put thee in countenance. 
HOLOFERNES. You have put me out of countenance. 
BEROWNE. False: we have given thee faces. 
HOLOFERNES. But you have outfaced them all. 616 
BEROWNE. An thou wert a lion, we would do so. 
BOYET. Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go. 
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And so adieu, sweet Jude! nay, why dost thou stay ? 
DUMAINE, For the latter end of his name. 620 
BEROWNE. For the ass to the Jude? give it him :— 
Jud-as, away ! 

HOLOFERNES. This is not generous, not gentle, not 
humble. 

BOYET. A light for Monsieur Judas! it grows dark, 
he may stumble. 

PRINCESS. Alas! poor Maccabzeus, how hath he been 
baited. 624 

Enter ARmMabDo armed, for Hector. 

BEROWNE. Hide thy head, Achilles: here comes 

Hector in arms. 

DUMAINE. Though my mocks come home by me, I will 
now be merry. 628 
KING. Hector was but a Troyan in respect of this. 

BOYET. But is this Hector ? 

KING. I think Hector was not so clean-timbered. 
LONGAVILLE, His calf is too big for Hector. 632 
DUMAINE. More calf, certain. 

BOYET. No; he is best indued in the small. 
BEROWNE. ‘This cannot be Hector. 

DUMAINE. He’s a god or a painter; for he makes 


faces. 637 
ARMADO, ‘The armipotent Mars, of lances the 
almighty, 
Gave Hector a gift, — 
DUMAINE. A gilt nutmeg. 640 


BEROWNE. A lemon. 

LONGAVILLE. Stuck with cloves. 

DUMAINE. No, cloven. 

ARMADO. Peace ! 644 
‘The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty, 

Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Ilion ; 
A man so breath’d, that certain he would fight ye 


From morn till night, out of his pavilion. 648 
Iam that flower, — 

DUMAINE. That mint. 

LONGAVILLE. That columbine. 


ARMADO. Sweet Lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 
LONGAVILLE. I must rather give it the rein, for it 

runs against Hector. 652 
DUMAINE, . Ay, and Hector ’s a greyhound. 
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ARMADO. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten ; 
sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried ; when 
he breathed, he was a man. But I will forward with my 
device. [To the Princess.) Sweet royalty, bestow on me 
the sense of hearing. 

PRINCESS. Speak, brave Hector; we are much de- 
lighted. 660 

ARMADO. I do adore thy sweet Grace’s slipper. 

BOYET. [Aside to DUMAINE.] Loves her by the foot. 

DUMAINE. [Aside to Boyer.) He may not by the 
yard. 664 

ARMADO. ‘ This Hector far surmounted Hannibal,’— 

COSTARD. The party is gone; fellow Hector, she is 
gone ; she is two months on her way. 

ARMADO. What meanest thou ? 668 

COSTARD. Faith, unless you play the honest Troyan, 
the poor wench is cast aw ay : she’s quick; the child 
brags in her belly already : *tis yours. 

ARMADO. Dost thou infamonize me among poten- 
tates ? Thou shalt die. 673 

COSTARD. Then shall Hector be whipped for Jaquen- 
etta that is quick by him, and hanged for Pompey that 
is dead by him. 676 

DUMAINE. Most rare Pompey ! 

BoYET. Renowned Pompey ! 

BEROWNE. Greater than great, great, great, great 
Pompey ! Pompey the Huge ! 680 

DUMAINE. Hector trembles. 

BEROWNE. Pompey is moved. More Ates, more Ates ! 
stir them on! stir them on ! 

DUMAINE. Hector will challenge him. 684 

BEROWNE. Ay, if a’ have no more man’s blood in’s 
belly than will sup a flea. 

ARMADO. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 

cosTARD. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern 
man: I'll slash; I'll do it by the sword. I bepray you, 
let me borrow my arms again. 690 

DUMAINE. Room for the incensed Worthies ! 

cosTaRD. I'll do it in my shirt. 

DUMAINE. Most resolute Pompey ! 693 

MOTH. Master, let me take you a button-hole lower. 
Do you not see Pompey is uncasing for the combat ? 
What mean you ? you will lose your reputation. 
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ARMADO. Gentlemen and soldiers, pardon me; I will 
not combat in my shirt. 

DUMAINE. You may not deny it; Pompey hath made 
the challenge. 700 

ARMADO. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

BEROWNE. What reason have you for’ t ? 

ARMADO. The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt. 
I go woolward for penance. 704 

BOYET. True, and it was enjoined him in Rome for 
want of linen; since when, I'll be sworn, he wore none 
but a dish-clout of Jaquenetta s, and that a’ wears next 
his heart for a favour. 708 


Enter Monsieur MarcapgE, a Messenger. 
MARCADE. God save you, madam ! 
PRINCESS. Welcome, Marcade ; 
But that thou interrupt’st our merriment. 
MARCADE. I am sorry, madam; for the news I bring 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father— 713 
PRINCESS. Dead, for my life ! 
MARCADE. Even so: my tale is told. 
BEROWNE. Worthies, away! The scene begins to 
cloud. 717 
ARMADO. For my own part, I breathe free breath. 
I have seen the day of wrong through the little hole of 
discretion, and I will right myself like a soldier. 
{Exeunt Worthies. 
KING. How fares your majesty ? 721 
PRINCESS. Boyet, prepare: I will away to-night. 
KING. Madam, not so: I do beseech you, stay. 
PRINCESS. Prepare, I say. I thank you, gracious lords, 
For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat, 7125 
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom to excuse or hide 
The liberal opposition of our spirits, 7128 
If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath ; your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. Farewell, worthy lord ! 
A heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue, 732 
Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain’d. 
KING. The extreme part of time extremely forms 
All causes to the purpose of his speed, 736 
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And often, at his very loose, decides 
That which long process could not arbitrate : 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love 740 
The holy suit which fain it would convince ; 
Yet, since love’s argument was first on foot, 
Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it 
From what it purpos’d; since, to wail friends lost 1744 
Is not by much so wholesome-profitable 
As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 
PRINCESS. I understand you not: my griefs are double. 
BEROWNE. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of 
grief ; 748 
And by these badges understand the king. 
For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 
Play’d foul play with our oaths. Your beauty, ladies, 
Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our humours 752 
Even to the opposed end of our intents ; 
And what in us hath seem’d ridiculous,— 
As love is full of unbefitting strains ; 
All wanton as a child, skipping and vain ; 156 
Form’d by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye, 
Full of stray shapes, of habits and of forms, 
Varying in subjects, as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 760 
Which parti-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes, 
Have misbecome our oaths and gravities, 
Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults, 764 
Suggested us to make. Therefore, ladies, 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false, 
By being once false for ever to be true 768 
To those that make us both,—fair ladies, you : 
And even that falsehood, in itself a sin, 
Thus purifies itself and turns to grace. 

PRINCESS. We have receiv’d your letters full of love ; 
Your favours, the embassadors of love ; 173 
And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy, 

As bombast and as lining to the time. 176 
But more devout than this in our respects 
Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves 
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In their own fashion, like a merriment. ° 
DUMAINE. Our letters, madam, show’d much more 


than jest. ! 780 
LONGAVILLE. | So did our looks. 
ROSALINE, We did not quote them so. 


KING. Now, at the latest minute of the hour, 
Grant us your loves. 
PRINCESS. A time, methinks, too short 
To make a world-without-end bargain in. 784 
No, no, my lord, your Grace is perjur’d much, 
Full of dear guiltimess ; and therefore this : 
If for my love,—as there is no such cause,— 
You will do aught, this shall you do for me: 788 
Your oath I will not trust; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 
There stay, until the twelve celestial signs 792 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. 
If this austere insociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 
If frosts and fasts, hard lodging and thin weeds, 796 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 
But that it bear this trial and last love ; 
Then, at the expiration of the year, 
Come challenge me, challenge me by these deserts, 800 
And, by this virgin palm now kissing thine, 
I will be thine ; and, till that instant, shut 
My woful self up in a mourning house, 
Raining the tears of lamentation 804 
For the remembrance of my father’s death. 
If this thou do deny, let our hands part ; 
Neither intitled in the other’s heart. 
KING... If this, or more than this, I would deny, 808 
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest, 
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye ! 
Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast. 
BEROWNE. And what to me, my love ? and what to 
me 2 812 
ROSALINE. You must be purged too, your sins are 
rack’d : 
You are attaint with faults and perjury ; 
Therefore, if you my favour mean to get, 
A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest, 816 
SH. I Ss 
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But seek the weary beds of people sick. 
DUMAINE. But what to me, my love ? but what to me ? 
KATHARINE. A wife! A beard, fair health, and honesty ; 
With three-fold love I wish you all these three. 820 
DUMAINE. Q! shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife ? 
KATHARINE. Not so, my lord. A twelvemonth and 
a da 
T’ll mark no words that smooth-fac’d wooers say : 
Come when the king doth to my lady come ; 824 
Then, if I have much love, I'll give you some. 
DUMAINE. I'll serve thee true and faithfully till then. 
KATHARINE. Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn 


again. 
LONGAVILLE. What says Maria ? 
MARIA. At the twelvemonth’s end 
T’ll change my black gown for a faithful friend. 829 


LONGAVILLE. Il stay with patience; but the time is 

long. 

MARIA. The liker you; few taller are so young. 
BEROWNE. Studies my lady ? mistress, look on me. 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 833 
What humble suit attends thy answer there ; 

Impose some service on me for thy love. 

ROSALINE. Oft have I heard of you, my Lord Berowne, 
Before I saw you, and the world’s large tongue 837 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 
Full of comparisons and wounding flouts, 
Which you on all estates will execute 840 
That lie within the mercy of your wit : 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain, 
And therewithal to win me, if you please,— 
Without the which I am not to be won,— 844 
You shall this twelvemonth term, from day to day, 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be, 
With all the fierce endeavour of your wit 848 
To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

BEROWNE. ‘To move wild laughter in the throat of 

death ? 

It cannot be ; it is impossible : 
Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 852 

ROSALINE. Why, that’s the way to choke a gibing 

spirit, 
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Whose influence is begot of that loose grace 

Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools. 

A jest’s prosperity lies in the ear 856 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 

Of him that makes it: then, if sickly ears, 

Deaf’d with the clamours of their own dear groans, 

Will hear your idle scorns, continue them, 860 
And I will have you and that fault withal ; 

But if they will not, throw away that spirit, 

And I shall find you empty of that fault, 


Right joyful of your reformation. 864 
BEROWNE. A twelvemonth! well, befall what will 
befall, 


Pll jest a twelvemonth in a hospital. 
PRINCESS. [To the Kive.] Ay, sweet my lord; and so I 
take my leave. 867 
KING. No, madam ;. we will bring you on your way. 
BEROWNE. Our wooing doth not end like an old play ; 
Jack hath not Jill; these ladies’ courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 
KING. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a day, 
And then ’twill end. 
BEROWNE. That ’s too long for a play. 873 


Enter ARMaDO. 

ARMADO. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me,— 

PRINCESS. Was not that Hector ? 

DUMAINE. The worthy knight of Troy. 876 

ARMADO. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave. 
I am a votary; I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold 
the plough for her sweet love three years. But, most 
esteemed greatness, will you hear the dialogue that 
the two learned men have compiled in praise of the owl 
and the cuckoo ? it should have followed in the end of 
our show. 

KING. Call them forth quickly ; we will do so. 884 

4RMADO. Holla! approach. 


Re-enter HoLOFERNES, NATHANIEL, Motu, Costarp, 
and others. 


This side is Hiems, Winter; this Ver, the Spring; the 
one maintained by the owl, the other by the cuckoo. 
Ver, begin. 888 
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SPRING 


s 


When daisies pied and violets blue 


And lady-smocks all silver-white 
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue 

Do paint the meadows with delight, 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men ; for thus sings he, 

Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo : O, word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear ! 


IL 
When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 


And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks, 


When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws, 


And maidens bleach their summer smocks, 


The cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men ; for thus sings he, 
Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo : O, word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear ! 


WINTER 


11 
When icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 
When blood is nipp’d, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

Tu-who ; 
Tu-whit, tu-who—a merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 


IV 
When all aloud the wind doth blow, 


And coughing drowns the parson’s saw, 


And birds sit brooding in the snow, 
And Marian’s nose looks red and raw, 
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When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl, 920 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 
Tu-who ; 
Tu-whit, tu-who—a merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 924 


ARMADO. The words of Mercury are harsh after the 
songs of Apollo, You, that way; we, this way. [Exeunt. 
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A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S 
DREAM 


INTRODUCTION 


In Meres’s list of Shakespeare’s plays, given in his 
Palladis Tamia, 1598, A Midsummer-Night’s Dream is 
named, and when this has been said all the certain 
evidence which we possess as to the date of the play has 
been stated. Two years later, in 1600, it appeared in 
a quarto edition issued by Fisher. There is a second 
quarto, dated 1600, issued by Roberts, and until recently 
no question was raised as to its having been published 
in that year. But as the result of a minute bibliographical 
examination, including peculiarities of title-page, water- 
marks, &c., Mr. Greg and Mr. Pollard have come to the 
conclusion that this quarto was fraudulently dated, and 
that in fact it belongs to the year 1619, having been 
intended to form one of a set of plays, designed to be 
sold as a collection and perhaps also as separate pieces 
(see A. W. Pollard’s Shakespeare's Folios and Quartos, 
1909). The text given in the Folio of 1623 follows the 
edition which bears the name of Roberts on the title-page. 

Any attempt to determine the precise date of the play 
to some year preceding 1598 must be conjectural, and 
the grounds of conjecture are at best but slender. It 
may have been composed with a view to its presentation 
before Queen Elizabeth; for her ears the praise of 
‘single blessedness’ in the first scene may have been 
intended, and it can hardly be questioned that by the 
‘fair vestal throned by the west’ in Oberon’s vision 
(Act 11. Sc. i) Elizabeth was meant. An elaborate theory 
put forward by Halpin attempts to interpret into history 
the vision in its various details, and to connect it with 
a love-intrigue of Leicester at the time of the celebrated 
festivities at Kenilworth ; but the great ingenuity with 
which this theory was worked out does not render it con- 
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vincing. The comedy, which has for its centre the 
approaching marriage of Theseus and Hippolyta, may 
have been designed for performance on the occasion of 
some noble wedding ; various suggestions as to the par- 
ticular wedding—that of Essex (1590), that of the Earl 
of Derby (1595), that of Southampton (1598)—have been 
hazarded, but no evidence is forthcoming to support any 
of these suggestions. There is perhaps more probability 
in the conjecture that Titania’s description of the disas- 
trous season (Act Ir. Sc. i), a passage which is not needed 
by the action of the play, may have in it an allusion to 
the wretched weather of the year 1594, of which several 
contemporary records have come down to us. Warburton 
supposed that the title of one of the performances offered 
for the choice of Theseus : 


The thrice three Muses mourning for the death 
Of Learning late deceased in beggary— 


may have been intended as a compliment to Spenser, 
whose Tears of the Muses belongs to the year 1591. The 
words have by others been taken—with no show of 
probability—as referring to the death of Spenser (1599), 
or to that of the dramatist Robert Greene (1592)... The 
other points of supposed contact with contemporary 
events or contemporary literature do not deserve notice. 
And here, in this play designedly of a somewhat lyrical 
character, the verse-tests do not afford us much aid. 
There are many rhymed lines, but at whatever date the 
play might be written, it is likely that rhyme would have 
seemed suitable in nota few passages for the lyric matter 
and fceling. We are—and the fact must be confessed— 
driven to trust our feeling as to whether such a play 
could have preceded or on the contrary must have 
followed some other play of better ascertained date. HI 
we place A Midsummer-Nights Dream not earlier than 
1593 and not later than 1595, we shall, in all probability, 
be not far astray. 

Shakespeare wove the play together from the most 
diverse materials. No source can be found for the plot ; 
but a thread here and a thread there leads us to some 
book which he must have consulted. His favourite 
Plutarch’s Lives in Sir Thomas North’s translation, a new 
edition of which was issued in 1595, doubtless told him 
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of the conquest of Hippolyta by Theseus, and supplied 
him with certain classical names ; it is probable that he 
also read of Theseus in Chaucer’s Knightes Tale, for the 
name Philostrate is there found. Of Pyramus and Thisbe 
he read in a book to which he often resorted—Golding’s 
translation of Ovid’s Metamorphoses, and possibly ‘A 
new Sonet of Pyramus and Thisbie’ in Clement Robinson’s 
A Handfull of Pleasant Delites, 1584, was also known to 
him. Of Oberon he might have heard in Huon of Bor- 
deaux and in Greene’s Scottish History of James IV. 
English folklore supplied him with the conception of his 
‘lob of spirits’, Robin Goodfellow, and from Reginald 
Scot’s The Discovery of Witchcraft, 1584, he might have 
learnt more as to Robin’s knavish tricks. It is a possi- 
bility that the idea of the magic flower-juice squeezed on 
lovers’ eyes came from the Diana of Montemayor, but 
there is no need to go so far afield for what was not 
remote, and the English Diana, a translation by Bartho- 
lomew Yong, lay in manuscript when in all probability 
A Midsummer-Night's Dream was written. The passion 
for tracing Shakespeare to supposed sources need not be 
further indulged ; he was not himself incapable some- 
times of invention. 

The play is not one that needs a commentary, English 
or German; let us not trouble ourselves to look for 
a central idea, but rather give ourselves up to enjoy a 
quaint and charming piece of various-coloured tapestry 
—Theseus and his Amazonian bride here following their 
noble hounds, here the pairs of distraught lovers wander- 
ing astray or couching in the moonlit wood, here the 
King and Queen of Fairy at odds in minikin-mighty 
strife, and here the master-genius of the crew of mechani- 
cals, Bottom, expounding the mysteries of dramatic art, 
or issuing his orders to Master Pease-blossom and Master 
Mustard-seed. 

The season of the year is not, as the title may seem 
to suggest, midsummer. It is spring, and close upon 
May-Day when the play opens. In the speeches which 
introduce the action we are misled as to its duration ; 
or else Shakespeare as he proceeded changed his scheme. 
The last two days of April, as Dr. Aldis Wright says, are 
lost altogether. The night of adventures and misadven- 
tures in the wood, which Theseus’ opening words lead us 
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to suppose is that of April 28, proves in fact to be the 
night whose morning brings in the first of May. Possibly 
the title A Midswmmer-Nighi’s Dream may have been 
given to the play because at midsummer it was first pre- 
sented ; but on this point we have no evidence. Perhaps 
the title means that this drama of incongruous elements 
—elves and sprites, Athenian handicraftsmen so like 
those of England, Theseus and his bride, and the 
lovers with their illusions, resembles such a dream as 
might be dreamed when the wits wander in midsummer 
madness. 

But in a dream things incongruous seem to be har- 
monized ; and here we are charmed by the poetry into 
entire belief; the magic shows pass before us and we 
gaze on delighted, but hardly surprised; nor do we 
awake until the dream is ended. Four several actions 
are in the play woven into one—the marriage of Theseus 
and Hippolyta bring all the various groups of actors 
together at the close. The honest handicraftsmen must 
show their duty and goodwill as best they can; the 
fairies must be present to bless the bridal bed ; the dis- 
traught lovers, under the protecting power of the great 
Duke of Athens, must at last be made happy. 

Theseus himself stands free from the world of illusion ; 
he loves Hippolyta with the victorious strength of man- 
hood, but such lovers as the youths and maidens who 
wander in the wood may in his eyes be classed with the 
lunatic and the poet, and live like these in a baseless 
fabric of imagination. His joys are those of morning, 
“the vaward of the day,’ when his majestic hounds are 
uncoupled and fill the valley with musical confusion. 
And as he is great, so is he gracious; great clerks have 
many a time trembled before him in essaying to give him 
welcome ; why not accept genially the well-meant efforts 
of these hard-handed citizens of Athens? Hippolyta 
cannot be quite as generous ; after the way of a woman, 
she cannot be so magnanimous as to be indifferent to the 
absurd, or to think little of the division between good 
and ill. 

The young lovers who are to be the sport of the chance 
of fairy in the wood are not studied from the point of 
view of character. Hermia and Helena are sufficiently 
distinguished ; Hermia is short and Helena is tall; the 
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one is the gentler and the other more given to be vixenish 
at times. This is enough for creatures made to be at the 
mercy of accident, and as for Lysander and Demetrius, 
they might almost as well be labelled Lover No. 1 and 
Lover No. 2. But it may be noted that it is the men 
whose affections change under the magic power of the 
herb love-in-idleness ; the women are constant through- 
out. Whether Shakespeare intends a compliment to 
womanhood or whether his arrangement suited more 
conveniently the action of the piece may be left to the 
reader to decide. 

The fairy nation, for whom Shakespeare made himself 
lawgiver, unites something derived from classical sources 
with much more of romance, and added to these is not 
a little of the old English folklore. The name ‘ Titania’ 
was found by Shakespeare in Ovid’s Metamorphoses—in 
the original, not in Golding’s translation—as a name for 
Diana, and again for Circe and for Latona. ‘The name,’ 
wrote Baynes, ‘awakens recollections of gleaming hunt- 
resses in dim and dewy woods, of dark rites and potent 
incantations under moonlit skies, of strange aerial voy- 
ages, and ghostly apparitions of the under-world. It 
was, therefore, of all possible names the one best fitted 
to designate the queen of the same shadowy empire, 
with its phantom troops and activities, in the Northern 
mythology.’ Oberon, known, as has been noted, through 
Huon de Bordeaux, is the German dwarf-king Elberich, 
who becomes in the French Albrich and Auberon, and 
is referred to by Spenser (Faerie Queene, 11. i. 6) as King 
Oberon who had come from Fairyland. Shakespeare 
gives his King and Queen of Fairy the passions of 
humanity; their little breasts heave with love and 
jealousy and indignation, but even their passions have 
a daintiness that moves us to smile and be pleased with 
what would trouble us in ‘human mortals’. Puck, 
known also as Robin Goodfellow, the jester of Fairyland, 
was familiar through the mythology of the countryside 
of England under the latter name ; the former is rather 
a general than a proper name, meaning—whether of 
Teutonic or Celtic origin—originally a mischievous sprite 
or demon, who afterwards became identified with the 
tricksy Robin or Hobgoblin. In Ben Jonson’s Sad 
Shepherd he is known as ‘ Puck-hairy’. Thus even in’ 
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Shakespeare’s fairy mythology he has woven together 
materials from several and diverse sources. 

Bottom and his companions are evidently good men 
and true of our native England. The one admirable and 
original creation of character in A Midsummer-Night’s 
Dream is surely Bottom himself. There is a gloriousness 
in self-contented stupidity when it touches the height to 
which he has attained ; it has its victories and triumphs. 
He is recognized by his fellows as ‘a proper man as one 
shall see in a summer’s day’, and he must needs play 
Pyramus. He is equal to every occasion, and is embar- 
rassed only by the multitude of his own gifts. Nothing 
can perturb such well-grounded self-complacency as that 
of Bottom. Only once for a moment does he falter, when 
he remembers his dream—for it can be no more—of the 
ass’s head : * Methought I was—there is no man can tell 
what. Methought I was—and methought I had.’ But 
if the Fairy Queen strokes his large ears, and coys his 
amiable cheeks, why should he be surprised? He is hail- 
fellow well-met with Mustard-seed and Cobweb. And at 
a later time if any disturbing comments are made upon 
the tedious brief scene enacted before the Duke, Bottom 
at least preserves his equanimity, and is ready with his 
explanations. 

A lovely environment frames the action of the play. 
The fairy folk indeed dwell very close to nature, and 
from the quarrel of the King and Queen the late disastrous 
seasons arose. ‘ We have walked through the wood again 
and again,’ writes Dr. Stopford Brooke, ‘and know its 
many recesses. . . . There lies the western valley en- 
livened with the Spartan hounds and foresters, and there 
climbs the mountain-top which overlooks the valley and 
the wood, with the “ yellow gold ” of the morning, which 
Oberon “oft made sport with”. The wood is full of 
flowers; faint primrose beds, cowslips, oxlips, wild 
thyme, musk-roses, eglantine, honeysuckle; of haw- 
thorn brakes and briers, barky elms, great oak-trees, 
dewy glades, wild undergrowth ; and the moon shines 
brightly over it. The to-and-fro of the wandering lovers, 
of the roving fairies, brings us, time after time, into, we 
imagine, every dell and clearing of it.’ 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


TueEsevus, Duke of Athens. 
Ecerous, Father to Hermia. 
LYSANDER, 
DEMETRIUS, 
PHILOSTRATE, Master of the Revels to Theseus. 
QUINCE, a Carpenter. 

Snua, a Joiner. 

Borrom, a Weaver. 

FiLute, a Bellows-mender. 

Snoovt, a Tinker. 

STARVELING, a Tailor. 


in love with Hermia. 


Hipprotyta, Queen of the Amazons, betrothed to Theseus. 
Hernia, Daughter to Egeus, in love with Lysander. 
HELENA, in love with Demetrius. 


OBERON, King of the Fairies. 
TriTanta, Queen of the Fairies. 
Puck, or Robin Goodfellow. 
PEASE-BLOSSOM, 

CoBWEB, | 
Mors, 
MUSTARD-SEED, 


Fairies. 





Other Fairies attending their King and Queen. 
Attendants on Theseus and Hippolyta. 


Sctnr.—Athens, and a Wood near it. 


A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S 
DREAM 


AGL 


Scene I.—Athens. The Palace of THESEUS. 

Enter THesrevus, Hrppotyra, PurLostrats, and Attendants. 

THESEUS. Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace : four happy days bring in 
Another moon; but O! methinks how slow 
This old moon wanes ; she lingers my desires, 4 
Like to a step-dame, or a dowager 
Long withering out a young man’s revenue. 

HIPPOLYTA. Four days will quickly steep themselves 

in night ; 

Four nights will quickly dream away the time ; 8 
And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
New-bent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

THESEUS. Go, Philostrate, 
Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments ; 12 
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth ; 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals ; 
The pale companion is not for our pomp. [Exit Pumosrrarts. 
Hippolyta, I woo’d thee with my sword, 16 
And won thy love doing thee injuries ; 
But I will wed thee in another key, 
With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 


Enter Earus, Hermia, LysanpDer, and DEMETRIUS. 
EGEUS. Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke! — 20 
THESEUS. Thanks, good Egeus: what’s the news 

with thee ? 
EGEUS. Full of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter Hermia. 
Stand forth, Demetrius. My noble lord, 24 
This man hath my consent to marry her. 
Stand forth, Lysander : and,.my gracious duke, 
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This man hath bewitch’d the bosom of my child : 
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rimes, 28. 
And interchang’d love-tokens with my child ; 
Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung, 
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love ; 
And stol’n the impression of her fantasy 32 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits, 
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, messengers 
Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth ; 
With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter’s heart ; 
Turn’d her obedience, which is due to me, 37 
To stubborn harshness. And, my gracious duke, 
Be it so she will not here before your Grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 40 
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens, 
As she is mine, I may dispose of her ; 
Which shall be either to this gentleman, 
Or to her death, according to our law 44 
Immediately provided in that case. 

THESEUS. What say you, Hermia? be advis‘d, fair 

maid. 

To you, your father should be as a god ; 
One that compos’d your beauties, yea, and one 48 
To whom you are but as a form in wax 
By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure or disfigure it. 


Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 52 
HERMIA. So is Lysander. 
THESEUS. In himself he is ; 


But, in this kind, wanting your father’s voice, 

The other must be held the worthier. 
HERMIA. I would my father look’d but with my eyes. 
THESEUS. Rather your eyes must with his judgment 

look, 57 

HERMIA. I do entreat your Grace to pardon me. 

IT know not by what power I am made bold, 

Nor how it may concern my modesty 60 

In such a presence here to plead my thoughts ; 

But I beseech your Grace, that I may know 

The worst that may befall me in this case, 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 64 
THESEUS. Either to die the death, or to abjure 

For ever the society of men. 
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Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires ; 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 68 
Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice, 

You can endure the livery of a nun, 

For aye to be in shady cloister mew’d, 

To live a barren sister all your life, 12 
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 

Thrice blessed they that master so their blood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage ; 

But earthlier happy is the rose distill’d, 76 
Than that which withering on the virgin thorn 

Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness. 

HERMIA. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord, 

Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 80 
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 
THESEUS. Take time to pause; and, by the next new 
moon,— 
The sealing-day betwixt my love and me 84 
For everlasting bond of fellowship,— 
Upon that day either prepare to die 
For disobedience to your father’s will, 
Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would ; 88 
Or on Diana’s altar to protest 
For aye austerity and single life. 
DEMETRIUS. Relent, sweet Hermia; and, Lysander, 
yield ’ 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. 92 

LYSANDER. You have her father’s love, Demetrius ; 
Let me have Hermia’s: do you marry him. 

EGEUS. Scornful Lysander! true, he hath my love, 
And what is mine my love shall render him ; 96 
And she is mine, and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 

LYSANDER. Iam, my lord, as well derivd as he, 

As well possess’d ; my love is more than his ; 100 
My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d 

If not with vantage, as Demetrius’ ; 

And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 

I am belov’d of beauteous Hermia. 104 
Why should not I then prosecute my right ? 
Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head, 

Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena, 
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And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, dotes, 108 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, 
Upon this spotted and inconstant man. 

THESEUS, I must confess that I have heard so much, 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof; 112 
But, being over-full of self-affairs, 

My mind did lose it. But, Demetrius, come ; 

And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me, 

I have some private schooling for you both. 116 
For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 

To fit your fancies to your father’s will, 

Or else the law of Athens yields you up, 

Which by no means we may extenuate, 120 
To death, or to a vow of single life. 

Come, my Hippolyta : what cheer, my love ? 

Demetrius and Egeus, go along : 

I must employ you in some business 124 
Against our nuptial, and confer with you 

Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 

EGEUS. With duty and desire we follow you. 

{Exeunt THESEUS, Hrppotyta, EGrus, Demetrius, and Train. 

LYSANDER. How now, my love! Why is your cheek 

so pale ? 128 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast ? 

HERMIA. Belike for want of rain, which I could well 
Beteem them from the tempest of mine eyes. 

LYSANDER. Ay me! for aught that ever I could read, 
Could ever hear by tale or history, 133 
The course of true love never did run smooth ; 

But, either it was different in blood,— 

HERMIA. O cross! too high to be enthrall’d to low. 
‘LYSANDER. Or else misgraffed in respect of years,— 
HERMIA. O spite! too old to be engag’d to young. 

LYSANDER. Or else it stood upon the choice of friends,— 

HERMIA. O hell! to choose love by another’s eye. 

. LYSANDER. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 
War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it, 
Making it momentany as a sound, 
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream, 144 
Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say, ‘ Behold !’ 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up: |. > 148 
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So quick bright things come to confusion. 

HERMIA. If then true lovers have been ever cross’d, 
It stands as an edict in destiny : 
Then let us teach our trial patience, 152 
Because it is a customary cross, 
As due to love as thoughts and dreams and sighs, 
Wishes and tears, poor fancy’s followers. 

LYSANDER. A good persuasion: therefore, hear me, 

Hermia. 156 

I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child : 
From Athens is her house remote seven leagues ; 
And she respects me as her only son. 160 
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee, 
And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us. If thou lov’st me then, 
Steal forth thy father’s house to-morrow night, 164 
And in the wood, a league without the town, 
Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 
To do observance to a morn of May, 
There will I stay for thee. 

HERMIA. My good Lysander ! 168 
I swear to thee by Cupid’s strongest bow, 
By his best arrow with the golden head, 
By the simplicity of Venus’ doves, 
By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves, 172 
And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage queen, 
When the false Troyan under sail was seen, 
By all the vows that ever men have broke,— 
In number more than ever women spoke,— 176 
In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

LYSANDER. Keep promise, love. Look, here comes 

Helena. 
finter HELENA. 

HERMIA. God speed fair Helena! Whither away ? 

HELENA. Call you me fair ? that fair again unsay. 
Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair ! 
Your eyes are lode-stars !_ and your tongue’s sweet air 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s ear, 184 
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear. 
Sickness is catching : O! were favour so, 
_ Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go ; 
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My ear should catch your voice, my eye youreye, 188 
My tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet melody. 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The rest I’d give to be to you translated. 
O! teach me how you look, and with what art 192 
You sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart. 
HERMIA. I frown upon him, yet he loves me still, 
HELENA. QO! that your frowns would teach my smiles 
such skill. 195 

HERMIA. I give him curses, yet he gives me love. 

HELENA. O! that my prayers could such affection 

move. 

HERMIA. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 

\HELENA. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 

HERMIA. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 200 

HELENA. None, but your beauty: would that fault 

were mine ! 

HERMIA. Take comfort: he no more shall see my face ; 
Lysander and myself will fly this place. 

Before the time I did Lysander see, 204 
Seem’d Athens as a paradise to me: 

O! then, what graces in my love do dwell, 

That he hath turn’d a heaven unto a hell. 

LYSANDER. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold. 
To-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold 209 
Her silver visage in the watery glass, 

Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass,— 
A time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal,— 212 
Through Athens’ gates have we devis’d to steal. 

HERMIA. And in the wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie, 

Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet, 216 

There my Lysander and myself shall meet ; 

And thence from Athens turn away our eyes, - 

To seek new friends and stranger companies. 

Farewell, sweet playfellow : pray thou for us; _. 220 

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! 

Keep word, Lysander.: we must starve our sight 

From lovers’ food till morrow deep midnight, 
LYSANDER. I will, my Hermia.—{Exit Herwi] Helena, 

adieu : 224 

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you ! [Bxit. 

HELENA. How happy some o’er other some can be ! 
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Through Athens I am thought as fair as she ; 

But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not so ; 228 
He will not know what all but he do know ; 

And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes, 

So I, admiring of his qualities. 

Things base and vile, holding no quantity, 232 
Love can transpose to form and dignity. 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind, 

And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind. 

Nor hath Love’s mind of any judgment taste ; 236 
Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haste : 

And therefore is Love said to be a child, 

Because in choice he is so oft beguil’d. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, 240 
So the boy Love is perjur’d every where ; 
For ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne, 

He hail’d down oaths that he was only mine ; 

And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt, 244 
So he dissolv’d, and showers of oaths did melt. 

I will go tell him of fair Hermia’s flight : 

Then to the wood will he to-morrow night 

Pursue her ; and for this intelligence 248 
If I have thanks, it is a dear expense : 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have his sight thither and back again. [Exit. 


Scene IJ.—The Same. A Room in Quince’s House: 


Enter Quincr, Snuc,; Bottom, FLutTr, SNout, and 
STARVELING. 

Quince. Is all our company here ? 

BoTTomM. You were best to call them generally, man 
by man, according to the scrip. 

quince. Here is the scroll of every man’s name, which 
is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our interlude 
before the duke and the duchess on his wedding-day at 
night. 7 
Bottom. First, good Peter Quince, say what the play 
treats on; then read the names of the actors, and. so 
grow to a point. » 96121 MO 

quince. Marry, our play is, The most lamentable 
comedy, and most‘cruel death of Pyramus and. Thisby. 
“Bottom. A very good piece of work, I assure you, and 
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a merry. Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your actors 
by the scroll. Masters, spread yourselves. 15 

quince. Answer as I call you. Nick Bottom, the 
weaver. 

portom. Ready. Name what part I am for, and 
proceed. 19 

guincr. You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Py- 
ramus. 

BOTTOM. What is Pyramus ? a lover, or a tyrant ? 

quince. A lover, that kills himself most gallantly for 
love. 24 

BoTtoM. That will ask some tears in the true per- 
forming of it: if I do it, let the audience look to their 
eyes ; I will move storms, I will condole in some measure. 
To. the rest: yet my chief humour is for a tyrant. 
I could play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a cat in, to 
make all split. 

The raging rocks 
And shivering shocks 32 
Shall break the locks 
Of prison gates : 
And Phibbus’ car 
Shall shine from far 36 
And make and mar 
The foolish Fates. 
This was lofty! Now name the rest of the players. 
This is Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein; a lover is more 
condoling. 41 
quIncE. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

FLUTE. Here, Peter Quince. 

quince. You must take Thisby on you. 44 

FLUTE. What is Thisby ? a wandering knight ? 

qauincgE. It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

FLUTE. Nay, faith, let not me play a woman; I have 
a beard coming. 48 

QguincE. That ’s all one: you shall play it in a mask, 
and you may speak as small as you will. 

Bortom. An I may hide my face, let me play Thisby 
too. Vl speak in a monstrous little voice, ‘ Thisne, 
Thisne!’ ‘Ah, Pyramus, my lover dear; thy Thisby 
dear, and lady dear !’ 

quince. No, no; you must play Pyramus; and 
Flute, you Thisby. 56 
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BOTTOM. Well, proceed. 

QUINCE. Robin Starveling, the tailor. 

STARVELING, Here, Peter Quince. 

QUINCE. Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby’s 
mother. Tom Snout, the tinker. 61 

SsNouT. Here, Peter Quince. 

QUINCE. You, Pyramus’s father ; myself, Thisby’s 
father ; Snug, the joiner, you the lion’s part: and, I 
hope, here is a play fitted. 65 

sNuG. Have you the lion’s part written ? pray you, 
if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study. 67 

QuincE. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing 
but roaring. 

BoTToM. Let me play the lion too. I will roar, that 
I will do any man’s heart good to hear me ; I will roar, 
that I will make the duke say, ‘ Let him roar again, let 
him roar again.’ 73 

Quince. An you should do it too terribly, you would 
fright the duchess and the ladies, that they would shriek ; 
and that were enough to hang us all. 76 

ALL. That would hang us, every mother’s son. 

BoTTOM. I grant you, friends, if that you should fright 
the ladies out of their wits, they would have no more 
discretion but to hang us; but I will aggravate my voice 
so that I will roar you as gently as any sucking dove ; 
I will roar you as ’twere any nightingale. 82 

QUINCE. You can play no part but Pyramus; for 
Pyramus is a sweet-faced man; a proper man, as one 
shall see in a summer’s day; a most lovely, gentle- 
man-like man; therefore, you must needs play Py- 
ramus. 87 

BOTTOM. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were 
I best to play it in ? 

QuINcE. Why, what you will. 

BOTTOM. I will discharge it in either your straw- 
colour beard, your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in- 
grain beard, or your French-crown colour beard, your 
perfect yellow. 94 

QUINCE. Some of your French crowns have no hair 
at all, and then you will play bare-faced. But masters, 
here are your parts; and I am to entreat you, request 
you, and desire you, to con them by to-morrow night, 
and meet me in the palace wood, a mile without the 
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town, by moonlight: there will we rehearse ; for if we 
meet in the city, we shall be dogged with company, and 
our devices known. . In the meantime I will draw a bill 
of properties, such as our play wants. I pray you, fail 
me not. 104 
BoTTOM. We will meet; and there we may rehearse 
more obscenely and courageously. Take pains; be per- 
fect ; adieu. 
quince. At the duke’s oak we meet. 108 
BoTTOM. Enough; hold, or cut bow-strings. 
{Exeunt. 


ACT, IT. 


Scene I.—A Wood near Athens. 

Enter a Fairy on one side, and Puck on the other. 
puck. How now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 
FAIRY. Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 
Over park, over pale; 4 
Thorough flood, thorough fire, 
I do wander every where, 
Swifter than the moone’s sphere ; 
And I serve the fairy queen, 8 
To dew her orbs upon the green : 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be ; 
in their gold coats spots you see ; 
Those be rubies, fairy favours, 12 
In those freckles live their savours : ; 
I must go seek some dew-drops here, 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear. 
Farewell, thou lob of spirits : Pll be gone ; 'YUY16 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 
puck. The king doth keep his revels here to-night: 
Take heed the queen come not within his sight; 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 20 
Because that she as her attendant hath 
A lovely boy, stol’n from an Indian king ; 
She never had so sweet a changeling ; 
And jealous Oberon would have the child 24 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild ; 
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But she, perforce, withholds the loved boy, 
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy. 
And now they never meet in grove, or green, 28 
By fountain clear, or spangled starlight sheen, 
But they do square ; that all their elves, for fear, 
Creep into acorn-cups and hide them there. 

Farry. Either I mistake your shape and making 

quite, 32 

Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite 
Call’d Robin Goodfellow : are you not he 
That frights the maidens of the villagery ; 
Skim milk, and sometimes labour in the quern, 36 
And bootless make the breathless housewife churn ; 
And sometime make the drink to bear no barm ; 
Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm ? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you and sweet Puck, 40 
You do their work, and they shall have good luck : 
Are you not he ? 

PUCK. Fairy, thou speak’st aright ; 
I am that merry wanderer of the night. 
T jest to Oberon, and make him smile A4 
When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 
Neighing in likeness of a filly foal : 
And sometime lurk I in a gossip’s bow], 
In very likeness of a roasted crab ; 48 
And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob 
And on her wither’d dewlap pour the ale. 
The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ; 52 
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she, 
And ‘tailor’ cries, and falls into a cough ; 
And then the whole quire hold their hips and loff ; 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear 56 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. 
But, room, fairy ! here comes Oberon. 

Farry. And here my mistress. Would that he were 

gone ! 

Enter Operon from one side, with his Train; and Trranta 

from the other, with hers. 

OBERON. Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania. 60 
-yrranta. What! jealous Oberon. Fairies, skip hence : 
T have forsworn his’ bed and company. 

OBERON. ‘Tarry, rash wanton! am not I thy lord ? 
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TITANIA. Then, I must be thy lady ; but I know 
When thou hast stol’n away from fairy land, 65 
And in the shape of Corin sat all day, 

Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love 

To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here, 68 
Come from the furthest steppe of India ? 

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 

Your buskin’d mistress and your warrior love, 

To Theseus must be wedded, and you come 72 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

OBERON. How canst thou thus for shame, Titania, 
Glance at my credit with Hippolyta, 

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ? 76 
Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night 
From Perigouna, whom he ravished ? 

And make him with fair 4igle break his faith, 

With Ariadne, and Antiopa ? 80 

TITANIA. These are the forgeries of jealousy : 

And never, since the middle summer’s spring, 

Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 

By paved fountain, or by rushy brook, 84 
Or in the beached margent of the sea, 

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our sport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 88 
As in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea 

Contagious fogs ; which, falling in the land, 

Have every pelting river made so proud 

That they have overborne their continents : 92 
The ox hath therefore stretch’d his yoke in vain, 

The ploughman lost his sweat, and the green corn 

Hath rotted ere his youth attain’d a beard : 

The fold stands empty in the drowned field, 96 
And crows are fatted with the murrion flock ; 

The nine men’s morris is fill’d up with mud, 

And the quaint mazes in the wanton green 

For lack of tread are undistinguishable : 100 
The human mortals want their winter here : 

No night is now with hymn or carol blest : 

Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 

Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 104 
That rheumatic diseases do abound : 

And thorough this distemperature we see 
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The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose, 108 
And on old Hiems’ thin and icy crown 
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set. The spring, the summer, 
The childing autumn, angry winter, change 112 
Their wonted liveries, and the mazed world, 
By their increase, now knows not which is which. 
And this same progeny of evil comes 
From our debate, from our dissension : 116 
We are their parents and original. 
OBERON. Do you amend it then; it lies in you. 
Why should Titania cross her Oberon ? 


I do but beg a little changeling boy, 120 
To be my henchman. 
TITANIA. Set your heart at rest ; 


The fairy land buys not the child of me. 

His mother was a votaress of my order : 

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night, 124 
Full often hath she gossip’d by my side, 

And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands, 

Marking the embarked traders on the flood ; 

When we have laugh’d to see the sails conceive 128 
And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind ; 

Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait 
Following,—her womb then rich with my young squire,— 
Would imitate, and sail upon the land, 132 
To fetch me trifles, and return again, 

As from a voyage, rich with merchandise. 

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die ; 

And for her sake I do rear up her boy, 136 
And for her sake I will not part with him. 

OBERON. How long within this wood intend you stay ? 
TITANIA. Perchance, till after Theseus’ wedding-day. 
If you will patiently dance in our round, 140 

And see our moonlight revels, go with us ; 

If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 
OBERON. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 
Tiranta. Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies, away ! 

We shall chide downright, if I longer stay. 145 

(Exit TrrantA with her Train. 
OBERON. Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from this 
grove 
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Till I torment thee for this injury. 

My gentle Puck, come hither. Thou remember’st 148 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid on a dolphin’s back 

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 

That the rude sea grew civil at her song, 152 
And certain stars shot madly from their spheres 

To hear the sea-maid’s music. 


PUCK. I remember. 
OBERON. That ‘very time I saw, but thou couldst not, 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 156 


Cupid all arm’d : a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal throned by the west, 
And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts ; 160 
But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the watery moon, 
And the imperial votaress passed on, 
In maiden-meditation, fancy-free. 164 
Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell : 
Tt fell upon a little western flower, 
Before milk-white, now purple with love’s wound, 
And maidens eall it, Love-in-idleness. 168 
Fetch me that flower; the herb I show’d thee once: 
The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid 
Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 172 
Fetch me this herb ; and be thou here again 
Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 
puck. I'll put a girdle round about the earth 
In forty minutes. [Exit. 
OBERON. Having once this juice 176 
Pll watch Titania when she is asleep, 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : 
The next thing then she waking looks upon, 
Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull, 180 
On meddling monkey, or on busy ape, 
She shall pursue it with the soul of love : 
And ere I take this charm off from her sight, 
As I can take it with another herb, 184 
T’ll make her render up her page to me. 
But who comes here? I am invisible, 
And I will overhear their conference. 
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Enter Demerrivs, HeLena following him. 

DEMETRIUS. I love thee not, therefore pursue me not: 
Where is Lysander and fair Hermia ? 189 
The one I'll slay, the other slayeth me. 

Thou told’st me they were stol’n into this wood ; 

And here am I, and wood within this wood, 192 

Because I cannot meet my Hermia. 

Hence ! get thee gone, and follow me no more. 
HELENA. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant : 

But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 196 

Is true as steel: leave you your power to draw, 

And I shall have no power to follow you. 

DEMETRIUS. Do I entice you? Do I speak you fair ? 
Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth 200 
Tell you I do not nor I cannot love you ? 

HELENA. And even for that do I love you the more. 
I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 

The more you beat me, I will fawn on you: 204 

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me, 

Neglect me, lose me ; only give me leave, 

Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 

What worser place can I beg in your love, 208 

And yet a place of high respect with me, 

Than to be used as you use your dog ? 

DEMETRIUS. Tempt not too much the hatred of my 

spirit, 

For I am sick when I do look on you. 212 
HELENA. And Iam sick when I look not on you. 
DEMETRIUS. You do impeach your modesty too 

much, 

To leave the city, and commit yourself 

Into the hands of one that loves you not ; 216 

To trust the opportunity of night 

And the ill counsel of a desert place 

With the rich worth of your virginity. 

HELENA. Your virtue is my privilege: for that 220 
It is not night when I do see your face, 

Therefore I think I am not in the night ; 

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company, 

For you in my respect are all the world : 224 

Then how can it be said I am alone, 

When all the world is here to look on me ? 


. 
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DEMETRIUS. I’ll run from thee and hide me in the 
brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts. 228 

HELENA. The wildest hath not such a heart as you. 
Run when you will, the story shall be chang’d ; 

Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase ; 

The dove pursues the griffin; the mild hind 232 
Makes speed to catch the tiger : bootless speed, 

When cowardice pursues and valour flies. 

DEMETRIUS. I will not stay thy questions: let me go; 
Or, if thou follow me, do not believe 236 
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood. 

HELENA. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field, 
You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius ! 

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex. 240 
We cannot fight for love, as men may do ; 
We should be woo’d and were not made to woo. 

[Exit DEMETRIUS. 
Tl follow thee and make a heaven of hell, 


To die upon the hand I love so well. [Exit. 
OBERON. Fare thee well, nymph: ere he do leave this 
grove, 245 


Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love. 


Re-enter Puck. 
Hast thou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer. 
puck. Ay, there it is. 
OBERON. I pray thee, give it me. 248 
I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows, 
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows 
Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine, 
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine : 252 
There sleeps Titania some time of the night, 
Lull’d in these flowers with dances and delight ; 
And there the snake throws her enamell’d skin, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in: 256 
And with the juice of this Pll streak her eyes, 
And make her full of hateful fantasies. 
Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove : 
A sweet Athenian lady is in love 260 
With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes ; 
But do it when the next thing he espies 
May be the lady. Thou shalt know the man 
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By the Athenian garments he hath on. 264 
Effect it with some care, that he may prove 
More fond on her than she upon her love. 
And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 
PpucK. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so. 
[Exeunt. 


Scene IJ.—Another Part of the Wood. 
Enter Trranra, with her Train. 
TITANIA. Come, now a roundel and a fairy song ; 
Then, for the third part of a minute, hence ; 
Some to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds, 
Some war with rere-mice for their leathern wings, 4 
To make my small elves coats, and some keep back 
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep ; 
Then to your offices, and let me rest. 8 


The Fairies sing. 


I 


You spotted snakes with double tongue, 
Thorny hedge-hogs, be not seen ; 
Newts, and blind-worms, do no wrong ; 
Come not near our fairy queen. 12 


Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in our sweet iullaby ; 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby ; lulla, lulla, lullaby : 
Never harm, 16 
Nor spell, nor charm, 
Come our lovely lady nigh ; 
So, good night, with lullaby. 


IL. 
Weaving spiders come not here ; 20 
Hence, you long-legg’d spinners, hence ! 
Beetles, black, approach not near ; 
Worm nor snail, do no offence. 


Philomel, with melody, &c. 24 


FAIRY. Hence, away ! now all is well. 
One aloof stand sentinel. 
fExeunt Fairies. T1TAntA sleeps. 


. 
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Enter OBERON, and squeezes the flower on TiTant4’s eyelids. 
OBERON. What thou seest when thou dost wake 
Do it for thy true-love take ; 28 
Love and languish for his sake : 
Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 
Pard, or boar with bristled hair, 


In thy eye that shall appear 32 
When thou wak’st, it is thy dear. 
Wake when some vile thing is near. [Exit. 


Enter LysanpDER and HERMIA. 
LYSANDER. Fair love, you faint with wandering in the 
wood ; 

‘And to speak troth, I have forgot our way : 36 
We'll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

HERMIA. Be it so, Lysander: find you out a bed, 
For I upon this bank will rest my head. 40 

LYSANDER. One turf shall serve as pillow for us both ; 
One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth. 

HERMIA. Nay, good Lysander ; for my sake, my dear, 


Lie further off yet, do not lie so near. 44 
LYSANDER. QO! take the sense, sweet, of my inno- 
cence, 


Love takes the meaning in love’s conference. 
I mean that my heart unto yours is knit, 
So that but one heart we can make of it ; 48 
Two bosoms interchained with an oath ; 
So then two bosoms and a single troth. 
Then by your side no bed-room me deny, 
For, lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. 52 
HERMIA. Lysander riddles very prettily : 
Now much beshrew my manners and my pride, 
If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied. 
But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 56 
Lie further off ; in human modesty, 
Such separation as may well be said 
Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid, 
So far be distant ; and, good night, sweet friend. 60 
Thy love ne’er alter till thy sweet life end ! 
LYSANDER. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I; 
And then end life when I end loyalty ! [Retires a little distance. 
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Here is my bed : sleep give thee all his rest ! 64 
HERMIA. With half that wish the wisher’s eyes be 
press’d ! (They sleep. 


Enter Puck. 
puCK. Through the forest have I gone, 
But Athenian found I none, 
On whose eyes I might approve 68 
This flower’s force in stirring love. 
Night and silence ! who is here ? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear: 
This is he, my master said, 72 
Despised the Athenian maid ; 
And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 
On the dank and dirty ground. 
Pretty soul! she durst not lie 16 
Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy: 
[Squeezes the flower on LysANDER’s eyelids. 
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charm doth owe. 
When thou wak’st, let love forbid 80 
Sleep his seat on thy eyelid : 
So.awake when I am gone ; 
For I must now to Oberon. (Exit. 


Enter Demerrius and HELENS, running. 
HELENA. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 
DEMETRIUS. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt 
me thus. 85 
HELENA. QO! wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not so. 
DEMETRIUS. Stay, on thy peril: I alone will go. 
(Exit DEMETRIUS. 
HELENA. O! I am out of breath in this fond chase. 
The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 89 
Happy is Hermia, wheresoe’er she lies ; 
For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 
How came her eyes so bright ? Not with salt tears : 
If so, my eyes are oftener wash’d than hers. G3 
No, no, I am as ugly as a bear ; 
For beasts that meet me run away for fear ; 
Therefore no marvel though Demetrius 96 
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 
What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia’s sphery eyne ? 
SH. I 7 


‘ 
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But who is here? Lysander! on the ground ! 100 
Dead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound. 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

LYSANDER. [Awaking.} And run through fire I will for thy 

sweet sake. 

Transparent Helena! Nature shows art, 104 
That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius? O! how fit a word 
Is that vile name to perish on my sword. 


HELENA. Do not say so, Lysander; say not so. 108 
What though he love your Hermia? Lord! what 
though ? 


Yet Hermia still loves you: then be content. 

LYSANDER. Content with Hermia! No: I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent 112 
Not Hermia, but Helena I love : 

Who will not change a raven for a dove ? 

The will of man is by his reason sway’d, 

And reason says you are the worthier maid. 116 
Things growing are not ripe until their season ; 

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 

And touching now the point of human skill, 

Reason becomes the marshal to my will, 120 
And leads me to your eyes ; where I o’erlook 

Love’s stories written in love’s richest book. 

HELENA. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born ? 
When at your hands did I deserve this scorn ? 124 
Is’t not enough, is’t not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no, nor never can, 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius’ eye, 

But you must flout my insufficiency ? 128 
Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do, 

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well: perforce I must confess 


I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 132 
O! that a lady of one man refus’d, 
Should of another therefore be abus’d. (Exit. 
LYSANDER. She sees not Hermia. Hermia, sleep thou 
there ; 
And never mayst thou come Lysander near. 136 


For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
The deepest loathing to the stomach brings ; 
Or, as the heresies that men do leave 
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Are hated most of those they did deceive : 140 
So thou, my surfeit and my heresy, 

Of all be hated, but the most of me! 

And, all my powers, address your love and might 


To honour Helen, and to be her knight. [Exit. 
HERMIA. [Awaking] Help me, Lysander, help me! do 
thy best 145 


To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast. 

Ay me, for pity ! what a dream was here ! 

Lysander, look how I do quake with fear : 

Methought a serpent eat my heart away, 149 
And you sat smiling at his cruel prey. 

Lysander! what ! remoy’d ?—Lysander ! lord ! 

What! out of hearing ? gone ? no sound, no word ? 
Alack! where are you ? speak, an if you hear ; 153 
Speak, of all loves! I swound almost with fear. 

No! then I well perceive you are not nigh : 

Either death or you I'll find immediately. [Exit. 


ACT IIT. 


Scene IL—A Wood. Tirana lying asleep. 


Enter Quince, SNuc, Bottom, Fuurse, Snout, and 
STARVELING. 

BOTTOM. Are we all met ? 

QUINCE. Pat, pat; and here’s a marvellous con- 
venient place for our rehearsal. This green plot shall 
be our stage, this hawthorn-brake our tiring-house ; 
and we will do it in action as we will do it before the 


duke. 
BOTTOM. Peter Quince,— 
guince. What sayst thou, bully Bottom ? 8 


Bottom. There are things in this comedy of Pyramus 
and Thisby that will never please. First, Pyramus must 
draw a sword to kill himself, which the ladies cannot 
abide. How answer you that ? 12 

snout. By’r lakin, a parlous fear. 

STARVELING. I believe we must leave the killing out, 
when all is done. 

Bottom. Not a whit: I have a device to make all 
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well. Write me a prologue ; and let the prologue seem 
to say, we will do no harm with our swords, and that 
Pyramus is not killed indeed ; and, for the more better 
assurance, tell them that I, Pyramus, am not Pyramus, 
but Bottom the weaver: this will put them out of fear. 

Quince. Well, we will have such a prologue, and it 
shall be written in eight and six. 

Bottom. No, make it two more: let it be written in 
eight and eight. 25 

snout. Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion ? 

STARVELING. I fear it, I promise you. 

Bottom. Masters, you ought to consider with your- 
selves: to bring in,—God shield) us !—a lion among 
ladies, is a most dreadful thing ; for there is not a more 
fearful wild-fowl than your lion living, and we ought to 
look to it. 32 

snout. Therefore, another prologue must tell he is 
not a lion. 

Bottom. Nay, you must name his name, and half 
his face must be seen through the lion’s neck; and he 
himself must speak through, saying thus, or to the 
same defect, ‘ Ladies,’ or ‘ Fair ladies, ‘I would wish 
you, or, ‘I would request you,’ or, ‘I would entreat you, 
not to fear, not to tremble: my life for yours. If you 
think I come hither as a lion, it were pity of my life : no, 
I am no such thing: I am a man as other men are’ : 
and there indeed let him name his name, and tell them 
plainly he is Snug the joiner. 44 

QUINCE. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard 
things, that is, to bring the moonlight into a chamber ; 
for, you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by moonlight. 

snuG. Doth the moon shine that night we play our 
play ? 49 

Bottom. A calendar, a calendar! look in the almanack ; 
find out moonshine, find out moonshine. 

quince. Yes, it doth shine that night. 52 

Borrom. Why, then may you leave a casement of the 
great chamber-window, where we play, open; and the 
moon may shine in at the casement. 55 

QUINCE. Ay; orelse one must come in with a bush of 
thorns and a lanthorn, and say he comes to disfigure, or 
to present, the person of Moonshine. Then, there is 
another thing : we must have a wall in the great chamber ; 
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for Pyramus and Thisby, says the story, did talk through 
the chink of a wall. 61 

snuG. You can never bring in a wall. What say you, 
Bottom ? 

BOTTOM. Some man or other must present Wall ; and 
let him have some plaster, or some loam, or some rough- 
cast about him, to signify wall; and let him hold his 
fingers thus, and through that cranny shall Pyramus and 
Thisby whisper. 68 

QuINcE. If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit 
down, every mother’s son, and rehearse your parts. 
Pyramus, you begin : when you have spoken your speech, 
enter into that brake; and so every one according to 
his cue. 73 

Enter Puck behind. 
puck. What hempen home-spuns have we swaggering 


here, 
So near the cradle of the fairy queen ? 
What ! a play toward ; I'll be an auditor ; 76 


An actor too perhaps, if I see cause. 
guincE. Speak, Pyramus.—Thisby, stand forth. 


BOTTOM. ‘Thisby, the flowers have odious savours 
sweet ’— 
QUINCE. Odorous, odorous. 80 


BOTTOM.—‘ odours savours sweet : 
So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear. 
But hark, a voice ! stay thou but here awhile, 


And by and by I will to thee appear.’ [Exit. 
puck. A stranger Pyramus than e’er play’d here ! 
[Exit. 


FLUTE. Must I speak now ? 

QUINCE. Ay, marry, must you; for you must under- 
stand, he goes but to see a noise that he heard, and is to 
come again. 89 

FLUTE. ‘Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue, 

Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier, 

Most brisky juvenal, and eke most lovely Jew, 92 

As true as truest horse that yet would never tire, 

Tl meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny’s tomb.’ 

auince. ‘Ninus’ tomb,’ man. Why, you must not 
speak that yet; that you answer to Pyramus : you speak 
all your part at once, eues and all. Pyramus, enter : 
your cue is past ; it is ‘ never tire’. aval 
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FLUTE. O!—‘As true as truest horse, that yet would 
never tire.’ 


Re-enter Puck, and Botrom with an ass’s head. 
Borrtom. ‘If I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine.’ 
QUINCE. O monstrous! O strange! we are haunted. 

Pray, masters! fly, masters !—Help! [Exeunt Clowns. 
puck. I'll follow you, I'll lead you about a round, 
Through bog, through bush, through brake, through 
brier : 104 
Sometime a horse I'll be, sometime a hound, 
A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire ; 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn, 
Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. _ [Exit. 
BoTTOM. Why do they run away ? this is a knavery 
of them to make me afeard. 


Re-enter SNOUT. 
snout. O Bottom, thou art changed! what do I see 


on thee ? 112 
Bottom. What do you see ? you see an ass-head of 
your own, do you ? [Exit Snovr. 


Re-enter QUINCE. 
QUINCE. Bless thee, Bottom! bless thee! thou art 
translated. [Exit. 
BOTTOM. I see their knavery: this is to make an ass 
of me; to fright me, if they could. But I will not stir 
from this place, do what they can: I will walk up and 
down here, and I will sing, that they shall hear I am not 
afraid. 121 
The ousel-cock, so black of hue, 
With orange-tawny bill, 
The throstle with his note so true, 124 
The wren with little quill. 
TITANIA. [Awaking.] What angel wakes me from my 
flowery bed ? 
BOTTOM. The finch, the sparrow, and the lark, 128 
The plain-song cuckoo gray, 
Whose note full many a man doth mark, 
And dares not answer, nay ; 
for indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a bird ? 
who would give a bird the lie, though he ery ‘ cuckoo’ 
never so ? 
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TITANIA. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again : 
Mine ear is much enamour’d of thy note; 136 
So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape ; 

And thy fair virtue’s force, perforce, doth move me, 
On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee. 

Bottom. Methinks, mistress, you should have little 
reason for that: and yet, to say the truth, reason and 
love keep little company together now-a-days. The more 
the pity, that some honest neighbours will not make 
them friends. Nay, I can gleek upon occasion. 144 

TITANIA. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

BOTTOM. Not so, neither; but if I had wit enough to 
get out of this wood, I have enough to serve mine own 
turn. 148 

TITANIA, Out of this wood do not desire to go: 
Thou shalt remain here, whe’r thou wilt or no. 

I am a spirit of no common rate ; 

The summer still doth tend upon my state ; 152 
And I do love thee : therefore, go with me ; 

I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee, 

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep, 

And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep : 
And I will purge thy mortal grossness so 157 
That thou shalt like an airy spirit go. 

Pease-blossom ! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustard-seed ! 


Enter Four Fairies. 
PEASE-BLOSSOM. Ready. 


COBWEB And I. 
MUSTARD-SEED. And I. 
ALL FOUR, Where shall we go ? 


TITANIA. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman ; 
Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes ; 
Feed him with apricocks and dewberries, 
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries. 164 
The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees, 
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs, 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm’s eyes, 
To have my love to bed, and to arise ; 168 
And pluck the wings from painted butterflies 
To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes : 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 
- PEASE-BLOSSOM. Hail, mortal ! : 192 


. 
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coBWEB. Hail! 

moTH. Hail ! 

MUSTARD-SEED. Hail ! 

Bottom. I cry your worships mercy, heartily : I be- 
seech your worship’s name. 177 

COBWEB. Cobweb. 

Bottom. I shall desire you of more acquaintance, 
good Master Cobweb: if I cut my finger, I shall make 
bold with you. Your name, honest gentleman 4 

PEASE-BLOSSOM. Pease-blossom. 182 

BOTTOM. I pray you, commend me to Mistress 
Squash, your mother, and to Master Peascod, your 
father. Good Master Pease-blossom, I shall desire you 
of more acquaintance too. Your name, I beseech you, 
sir ? 

MUSTARD-SEED. Mustard-seed. 188 

BOTTOM. Good Master Mustard-seed, I know your 
patience well: that same cowardly, giant-like ox-beef 
hath devoured many a gentleman of your house, I pro- 
mise you, your kindred hath made my eyes water ere 
now. I desire you of more acquaintance, good Master 
Mustard-seed. 

TITANIA. Come, wait upon him: lead him to my 

bower. 
The moon methinks, looks with a watery eye ; 196 
And when she weeps, weeps every little flower, 
Lamenting some enforced chastity. 
Tie up my love’s tongue, bring him silently. [Exeunt. 


ScenE IJ.—Another Part of the Wood. 


Enter OBERON. 

OBERON. I wonder if Titania be awak’d ; 
Then, what it was that next came in her eye, 
Which she must dote on in extremity. 

Here comes my messenger. 


Enter Puck. 
How now, mad spirit ! 4 
What night-rule, now about this haunted grove ? 
puck. My mistress with a monster is in love. 
Near to her close and consecrated bower, 
While she was in her dull and sleeping hour, rq 3 
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A crew of patches, rude mechanicals, 

That work for bread upon Athenian stalls, 

Were met together to rehearse a play 

Intended for great Theseus’ nuptial day. 12 
The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort, 

Who Pyramus presented in their sport 

Forsook his scene, and enter’d in a brake, 

When I did him at this advantage take ; 16 
An ass’s nowl I fixed on his head : 

Anon his Thisbe must be answered, 

And forth my mimick comes. When they him spy, 

As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye, 20 
Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort, 

Rising and cawing at the gun’s report, 

Sever themselves, and madly sweep the sky ; 

So, at his sight, away his fellows fly, 24 
And, at our stamp, here o’er and o’er one falls ; 

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus strong, 
Made senseless things begin to do them wrong ; 28 
For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch ; 

Some sleeves, some hats, from yielders all things catch 
I led them on in this distracted fear, 

And left sweet Pyramus translated there ; 32 
When in that moment, so it came to pass, 

Titania wak’d and straightway lov’d an ass. 

OBERON. This falls out better than I could devise. 
But hast thou yet latch’d the Athenian’s eyes 36 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ? 

puck. I took him sleeping,—that is finish’d too,— 
And the Athenian woman by his side ; 

That, when he wak’d, of force she must be ey’d. 40 
Enter Demetrius and Herma, 

OBERON. Stand close: this is the same Athenian. 

puck. This is the woman; but not this the man. 

DEMETRIUS. QO! why rebuke you him that. loves 


you so ? 
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 44 
HERMIA. Now I but chide; but I should use thee 


worse, 
For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse, 
If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 
Being o’er-shoes in blood, plunge in knee deep, 48 


‘ 
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And kill me too. 

The sun was not so true unto the day 

As he to me. Would he have stol’n away 

From sleeping Hermia ? I'll believe as soon 52 

This whole earth may be bor’d, and that the moon 

May through the centre creep, and so displease 

Her brother’s noontide with the Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou hast murder’d him ; 56 

So should a murderer look, so dead, so grim. 
DEMETRIUS. So should the murder’d look, and so 

should I, 

Piere’d through the heart with your stern cruelty ; 

Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear, 60 

Ag yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 
HERMIA. What’s this to my Lysander ? where is he ? 

Ah! good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me ? 
DEMETRIUS. I had rather give his carcass to my 


hounds. 64 
HERMIA. Out,dog! out, cur! thou driv’st me past the 
bounds 


Of maiden’s patience. Hast thou slain him then ? 

Henceforth be never number’d among men ! 

O! once tell true, tell true, e’en for my sake ; 68 

Durst thou have look’d upon him being awake, 

And hast thou kill’d him sleeping? O brave touch ! 

Could not a worm, an adder, do so much ? 

An adder did it ; for with doubler tongue 72 

Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 
DEMETRIUS. You spend your passion on a mispris’d 

mood : 

I am not guilty of Lysander’s blood, 

Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 76 
HERMIA. I pray thee, tell me then that he is well. 
DEMETRIUS. An if I could, what should I get there- 


fore ? 
HERMIA. A privilege never to see me more. 
And from thy hated presence part I so ; 80 
See me no more, whe’ he be dead or no. (Exit. 
DEMETRIUS. There is no following her in this fierce 
vein : 
Here therefore for awhile I will remain. 
So sorrow’s heaviness doth heavier grow 84 


For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe 
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Which now in some slight measure it will pay, 
If for his tender here I make some stay. [Lies down and sleeps. 
OBERON. What hast thou done ? thou hast mistaken 
quite, 88 
And laid the love-juice on some true-love’s sight : 
Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 
Some true-love turn’d, and not a false turn’d true. 
puck. Then fate o’er-rules, that, one man holding troth, 
A million fail, confounding oath on oath. 
OBERON. About the wood go swifter than the wind, 
And Helena of Athens look thou find : 
All faney-sick she is, and pale of cheer 96 
With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear. 
By some illusion see thou bring her here : 
Tll charm his eyes against she do appear. 
puck. I go, I go; look how I go; 100 
Swit{ter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow. (Exit. 
OBERON. Flower of this purple dye, 
Hit with Cupid’s archery, 
Sink in apple of his eye. 104 
When his love he doth espy, 
Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky. 
When thou wak’st, if she be by, 108 
Beg of her for remedy. 
Re-enter Puck. 
pucK. Captain of our fairy band, 
Helena is here at hand, 
And the youth, mistook by me, 112 
Pleading for a lover’s fee. 
Shall we their fond pageant see ? 
Lord, what fools these mortals be ! 
OBERON. Stand aside: the noise they make 116 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 
puck. Then will two at once woo one ; 
That must needs be sport alone ; 
And those things do best please me 120 
That befall preposterously. 
Enter LysanpER and HELENA. 
LYSANDER. Why should you think that I should woo in 


scorn ? 
Scorn and derision never come in tears : 
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Look, when I vow, I weep; and vows so born, 124 
In their nativity all truth appears. 

How can these things in me seem scorn to you, 

Bearing the badge of faith to prove them true 4 

HELENA. You do advance your cunning more and more. 
When truth kills truth, O devilish-holy fray ! 129 

These vows are Hermia’s : will you give her o’er ? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh : 

Your vows, to her and me, put in two scales, 132 

Will even weigh, and both as light as tales. 
LYSANDER. I had no judgment when to her I swore. 
HELENA. Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o’er. 
LYSANDER. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 
DEMETRIUS. [Awaking.] O Helen! goddess, nymph, per- 

fect, divine ! 137 

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne ? 

Crystal is muddy. O! how ripe in show 

Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow ; 140 

This pure congealed white, high Taurus’ snow, 

Fann’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow 

When thou hold’st up thy hand. O! let me kiss 

That princess of pure white, this seal of bliss. 144 
HELENA. O spite! O hell! I see you all are bent 

To set against me for your merriment : 

If you were civil and knew courtesy, 

You would not do me thus much injury. 148 

Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 

But you must join in souls to mock me too ? 

If you were men, as men you are in show, 

You would not use a gentle lady so ; 152 

To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts, 

When I am sure you hate me with your hearts. 

You both are rivals, and love Hermia, 

And now both rivals, to mock Helena : 156 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprise, 

To conjure tears up in a poor maid’s eyes 

With your derision! none of noble sort 

Would so offend a virgin, and extort 160 

A poor soul’s patience, all to make you sport. 
LYSANDER. You are unkind, Demetrius ; be not so ; 

For you love Hermia ; this you know I know : 

And here, with all good will, with all my heart, 164 

In Hermia’s love I yield you up my part ; 
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And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 

Whom I do love, and will do to my death. 167 
HELENA. Never did mockers waste more idle breath. 
DEMETRIUS. Lysander, keep thy Hermia ; I will none : 

If e’er I lov’d her, all that love is gone. 

My heart with her but as guest-wise sojourn’d, 


And now to Helen it is home return’d, 172 
There to remain. 
LYSANDER, Helen, it is not so. 
DEMETRIUS. Disparage not the faith thou dost) not 
know, 


Lest to thy peril thou aby it dear. 
Look ! where thy love comes: yonder is thy dear. 176 


Re-enter Hmermra. 
HERMIA. Dark night, that from the eye his function 
takes, 

The ear more quick of apprehension makes ; 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense, 
It pays the hearing double recompense. 180 
Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ; 
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound. 
But why unkindly didst thou leave me so ? 

LYSANDER. Why should hestay, whom love doth press 


to go ? 184 
HERMIA. What love could press Lysander from my 
side ? 


LYSANDER. Lysander’s love, that would not let him 
bide, 
Fair Helena, who more engilds the night 
Than all yon fiery oes and eyes of light. 188 
Why seek’st thou me ? could not this make thee know, 
The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so ? 
HERMIA. You speak not as you think : it cannot be. 
HELENA. Lo! she is one of this confederacy. 192 
Now I perceive they have conjoin’d all three 
To fashion this false sport in spite of me. 
Injurious Hermia ! most ungrateful maid ! 
Have you conspir’d, have you with these contriv’d 
To bait me with this foul derision ? 197 
Ts all the counsel that we two have shar’d, 
The sister-vows, the hours that we have spent, 
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 200 
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For parting us, O ! is it all forgot ? 

All school-days’ friendship, childhood innocence 4 

We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, 

Have with our neelds created both one flower, 204 

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 

Both warbling of one song, both in one key, 

As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds, 

Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 208 

Like to a double cherry, seeming parted, 

But yet an union in partition ; 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem ; 

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart ; 212 

Two of the first, like coats in heraldry, 

Due but to one, and crowned with one crest. 

And will you rent our ancient love asunder, 

To join with men in scorning your poor friend ? 216 

It is not friendly, *tis not maidenly : 

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it, 

Though I alone do feel the injury. 

HERMIA. I am amazed at your passionate words. 

I scorn you not: it seems that you scorn me. 221 
HELENA. Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn, 

To follow me and praise my eyes and face, 

And made your other love, Demetrius,— 224 

Who even but now did spurn me with his foot,— 

To call me goddess, nymph, divine and rare, 

Precious, celestial ? Wherefore speaks he this 

To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysander 228 

Deny your love, so rich within his soul, 

And tender me, forsooth, affection, 

But by your setting on, by your consent ? 

What though I be not so in grace as you, 232 

So hung upon with love, so fortunate, 

But miserable most to love unlov’d ? 

This you should pity rather than despise. 235 
HERMIA. I understand not what you mean by this. 
HELENA. Ay, do, persever, counterfeit sad looks, 

Make mouths upon me when I turn my back ; 

Wink each at other ; hold the sweet jest up : 

This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. 240 

If you have any pity, grace, or manners, 

You would not make me such an argument. 

But, fare ye well: ’tis partly mine own fault, 
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Which death or absence soon shall remedy. 244 
LYSANDER. Stay, gentle Helena! hear my excuse : 
My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena ! 
HELENA. O excellent! 
HERMIA. Sweet, do not scorn her so. 
DEMETRIUS. If she cannot entreat, I can compel. 
LYSANDER. Thou canst compel no more than she 


entreat : 249 
Thy threats have no more strength than her» weak 
prayers. 
Helen, I love thee ; by my life, I do: 
I swear by that which I will lose for thee, 252 


To prove him false that says I love thee not. 
DEMETRIUS. I say I love thee more than he can do. 
LYSANDER. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too. 
DEMETRIUS. Quick, come ! 


HERMIA. Lysander, whereto tends all this ? 
LYSANDER. Away, you Ethiop ! 
DEMETRIUS. No, no, he'll... 


Seem to break loose ; take on, as you would follow, 
But yet come not : you are a tame man, go ! 
LYSANDER. [To Herma.) Hang off, thou cat, thou burr! 
vile thing, let loose, 260 
Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent. 
HERMIA. Why are you grown so rude ? what change 


is this, 
Sweet love,— 
LYSANDER. Thy love! out, tawny Tartar, out! 
Out, loathed medicine ! hated poison, hence ! 264 
HERMIA. Do you not jest 4 
HELENA. Yes, sooth ; and so do you. 


LYSANDER. Demetrius, I will keep my word with 
thee. 

DEMETRIUS. I would I had your bond, for I perceive 
A weak bond holds you: I'll not trust your word. 

LYSANDER. What! should I hurt her, strike her, kill 
~ her dead ? 269 
Although I hate her, Pll not harm her so. 

HERMIA. What! can you do me greater harm than 


hate ? 
Hate me! wherefore? O me! what news, my love ? 
Am not I Hermia ?. Are not you Lysander ? 273 


I am as fair now as I was erewhile. 
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Since night you lov’d me; yet, since night you left me: 


Why, then you left me,—O, the gods forbid !— 276 
In earnest, shall I say ? 
LYSANDER, Ay, by my life ; 


And never did desire to see thee more. 

Therefore be out of hope, of question, doubt ; 

Be certain, nothing truer: ’tis no jest, 280 
That I do hate thee and love Helena. 

HERMIA. O me! you juggler! you canker-blossom ! 
You thief of love! what! have you come by night 
And stol’n my love’s heart from him ? 

HELENA. Fine, i’ faith ! 
Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 285 
Ne touch of bashfulness ? * What! will you tear 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue ? 


Fie, fie! you counterfeit, you puppet you ! 288 
HERMIA. Puppet! why, so: ay, that way goes the 
game. 


Now I perceive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures : she hath urg’d her height ; 
And with her personage, her tall personage, 292 
Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail’d with him. 
And are you grown so high in his esteem, 
Because I am so dwarfish and so low ? 
How low am I, thou painted maypole ? speak ; 296 
How low am I? Iam not yet so low 
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 
HELENA. I pray you, though you mock me, gentle- 
men, 
Let her not hurt me: I was never curst ; 300 
I have no gift at all in shrewishness ; 
Tam a right maid for my cowardice : 
Let her not strike me. You perhaps may think, 


Because she is something lower than myself, 304 
That I can match her. 
HERMIA. Lower ! hark, again. 


HELENA. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 
I evermore did love you, Hermia, 
Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong’d you; 308 
Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 
I told him of your stealth unto this wood. 
He follow’d you; for love I follow’d him ; 
But he hath chid me hence, and threaten’d me 312 
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To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too: 
And now, so you will let me quiet go, 
To Athens will I bear my folly back, 
And follow you no further: let me go: 316 
You see how simple and how fond I am. 
rene Why, get you gone. Who is ’t that hinders 
you ? 
HELENA. A foolish heart, that I leave here behind. 
HERMIA. What! with Lysander ? 


HELENA. With Demetrius. 
LYSANDER. Be not afraid: she shall not harm thee, 
Helena. 321 
DEMETRIUS. No, sir; she shall not, though you take 
her part. 
HELENA. QO! when she’s angry, she is keen and 
shrewd. 
She was a vixen when she went to school : 324 
And though she be but little, she is fierce. 
HERMIA. ‘Little’ again! nothing but ‘low’ and 
‘little’! 


Why will you suffer her to flout me thus ? 
Let me come to her. 
LYSANDER. Get you gone, you dwarf ; 328 
You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made ; 
You bead, you acorn ! 


DEMETRIUS. You are too officious 
In her behalf that scorns your services. 
Let her alone ; speak not of Helena ; 332 


Take not her part, for, if thou dost intend 
Never so little show of love to her, 
Thou shalt aby it. 
LYSANDER. Now she holds me not ; 
Now follow, if thou dar’st, to try whose right, 336 
Or thine or mine, is most in Helena. 
DEMETRIUS. Follow! nay, Ill go with thee, cheek by 
jole. [Exeunt Lysanprr and Demetrius. 
HERMIA. You, mistress, all this coil is “long of you : 
Nay, go not back. 
HELENA. I will not trust you, I, 340 
Nor longer stay in your curst company. 
Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray, 
My legs are longer though, to run away. [Exit. 
HERMIA. [am amaz’d, and know not what tosay. [Exit. 
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OBERON.: This is thy negligence : still thou mistak’st, 
Or else commit’st thy knaveries wilfully. 
puck. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 
Did not you tell me I should know the man 348 
By the Athenian garments he had on ¢ 
And'so far blameless proves my enterprise, 
That I have ’nointed an Athenian’s eyes ; 
And’so far am I glad it so did sort, 352 
As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 
OBERON. Thou see’st these lovers seek a place to fight : 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night; . 
The starry welkin cover thou anon 356 
With drooping fog as black as Acheron ; 
And lead these testy rivals so astray, 
As one come not within another’s way. 
Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue, 360 
Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong ; 
And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 
And from each other look thou lead them thus, 
Till o’er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 364 
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep : 
Then crush this herb into Lysander’s eye ; 
Whose liquor hath this virtuous property, 
To take from thence all error with his might, 3638 
And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight. 
When they next wake, all this derision 
Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision ; 
And back to Athens shall the lovers wend, 373 
With league whose date till death shall never end 
Whiles I in this affair do thee employ, 
Tl to my queen and beg her Indian boy ; 
And then I will her charmed eye release 376 
From monster’s view, and all things shall be peace. 
puck. My fairy lord, this must be done with haste, 
For night’s swift dragons cut the clouds full fast, 
And yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger ; 380 
At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there, 
Troop home to churchyards : damned spirits all, 
That in cross-ways and floods have burial, 
Already to their.wormy beds are gone ; 384 
For fear lest day should look their shames upon, 
They wilfully themselves exile from light, 
And must for aye consort with black-brow’d night. 
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OBERON. But we are spirits of another sort. 388 
I with the morning’s love have oft made sport ; 
And, like a forester, the groves may tread, 
Even till the eastern gate, all fiery-red, 
Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams, 392 
Turns into yellow gold his salt green streams. 
But, notwithstanding, haste ; make no delay : 
We may effect this business yet ere day. [Exit OBERON. 
puck. Up and down, up and down ; 396 
I will lead them up and down : 
I am fear’d in field and town ; 
Goblin, lead them up and down. 
Here comes one. 400 
Re-enter LysaNnDER. 
LYSANDER. Where art thou, proud Demetrius ? speak 
thou now. 
puck. Here, villain! drawn and ready. Where art 


thou ? 
LYSANDER. I will be with thee straight. 
PUCK. Follow me, then, 
To plainer ground. [Exit Lysanper, as following the voice. 


Re-enter DEMETRIUS. 

DEMETRIUS. Lysander ! speak again. 404 
Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled ? 
Speak! In some bush? Where dost thou hide thy 

head ? 

puck. Thou coward! art thou bragging to the stars, 
Telling the bushes that thou look’st for wars, 408 
And wilt not come ?. Come, recreant ; come, thou child ; 
T'll whip thee with a rod: he is defil’d 
That draws a sword on thee. 


DEMETRIUS. Yea, art thou there ? 
puck. Follow my voice: we’ll try no manhood here. 
[Exeunt. 


Re-enter LYSANDER. 

LYSANDER. He goes before me and still dares me on : 
When I come where he calls, then he is gone. 
The villain is much lighter-heel’d than I: 

I follow’d fast, but faster he did fly ; 416 
That fallen am I in dark uneven way, 
And here will rest me. {Lies down.) Come, thou gentle 
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For if but once thou show me thy grey light, 419 
I'll find Demetrius and revenge this spite. (Sleeps. 
Re-enter Puck and DEMETRIUS. 

puck. Ho! ho! ho! Coward, why com’st thou not ? 
DEMETRIUS. Abide me, if thou dar’st ; for well I wot 
Thou runn’st before me, shifting every place, 


And dar’st not stand, nor look me in the face. 424 
Where art thou now ? 
PUCK. Come hither ; I am here. 


DEMETRIUS. Nay then, thou mock’st me. Thou shalt 
buy this dear, 
If ever I thy face by daylight see : 
Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me 428 
To-measure out my length on this cold bed : 
By day’s approach look to be visited. [Lies down and sleeps. 
Re-enter HELENA. 

HELENA. O weary night! O long and tedious night, 
Abate thy hours! shine, comforts, from the east ! 
That I may back to Athens by daylight, 433 

From these that my poor company detest : 
And sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow’s eye, 
Steal me awhile from mine own company. 436 
(Lies down and sleeps. 
puck. Yet but three ? Come one more; 
Two of both kinds make up four. 
Here she comes, curst and sad : 
Cupid is a knavish lad, 440 
Thus to make poor females mad. 
Re-enter H=eRMIA. 
HERMIA. Never so weary, never so in woe, 
Bedabbled with the dew and torn with briers, 
I can no further crawl, no further go ; 444 
My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 
Here will I rest me till the break of day. 
Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray ! 


[Lies down and sleeps. 


PUCK. On the ground 448 
Sleep sound : 
Tl apply 
To your eye, 
Gentle lover, remedy. 452 


(Squeezing the juice on Lysanpur’s eyes. 
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When thou wak’st, 
Thou tak’st 
True delight 
In the sight 456 
Of thy former lady’s eye : 
And the country proverb known, 
That every man should take his own, 
In your waking shall be shown : 460 
Jack shall have Jill ; 
Nought shall go ill; 
The man shall have his mare again, 
And all shall be well. (Exit. 


ACT IV. 


Scrnz I.—A Wood. LysanpEr, DEMETRIUS, HELENA, and 
Hernia lying asleep. 


Enter Trranta and Bottom, Fairies attending ; OBrRon behind 
unseen. 
TITANIA. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed, 

While I thy amiable cheeks do coy, 

And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head, 

And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 4 

BOTTOM. Where ’s Pease-blossom ? 

PEASE-BLOSSOM. Ready. 

BOTTOM. Scratch my head, Pease-blossom. Where ’s 
Mounsieur Cobweb ? 8 

COBWEB. Ready. 

BOTTOM. Mounsieur Cobweb, good mounsieur, get 
your weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped 
humble-bee on the top of a thistle ; and, good mounsieur, 
bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret yourself too much 
in the action, mounsieur; and, good mounsieur, have 
a care the honey-bag break not; I would be loath to 
have you overflown with a honey-bag, signior. _Where’s 
Mounsieur Mustard-seed ? 17 

MUSTARD-SEED. Ready. 

BOTTOM. Give me your neaf, Mounsieur Mustard-seed. 
Pray you, leave your curtsy, good mounsieur. 20 

MUSTARD-SEED. Whats your will ¢ 

Bottom. Nothing, good mounsieur, but to help 


. 
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Cavalery Cobweb to scratch. I must to the barber's, 
mounsieur, for methinks I am marvellous hairy about 
the face; and I am such a tender ass, if my hair do but 
tickle me, I must scratch. 
TITANIA. What, wilt thou hear some music, my sweet 
love ? 28 
Bottom. I have a reasonable good ear in music: let 
us have the tongs and the bones. 
TITANIA. Or say, sweet love, what thou desir’st to 
eat. 32 
Bottom. Truly, a peck of provender: I could munch 
your good dry oats. Methinks I have a great desire 
to a bottle of hay: good hay, sweet hay, hath no 
fellow. 36 
TITANIA. I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 
The squirrel’s hoard, and fetch thee thence new nuts. 
Bottom. I had rather have a handful or two of dried 
pease. But, I pray you, let none of your people stir me : 
I have an exposition of sleep come upon me. 41 
TITANTA. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. 
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. [Exeunt Fairies. 
So doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuckle 44 
Gently entwist ; the female ivy so 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 


O! how I love thee ; how I dote on thee! [They sleep. 
Enter Puck. 

OBERON. [Advancing.] Welcome, good Robin. See’st 

thou this sweet sight ? 48 


Her dotage now I do begin to pity : 

For, meeting her of late behind the wood, 

Seeking sweet favours for this hateful fool, 

I did upbraid her and fall out with her ; 52 
For she his hairy temples then had rounded 

With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers ; 

And that same dew, which sometime on the buds 

Was wont to swell like round and orient pearls, 56 
Stood now within the pretty flowerets’ eyes 

Like tears that did their own disgrace bewail. 

When I had at my pleasure taunted her, 

And she in mild terms begg’d my patience, 60 
I then did ask of her her changeling child ; 

Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent 
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To bear him to my bower in fairy land. 
And now I have the boy, I will undo 64 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes : 
And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 
From off the head of this Athenian swain, 
That he, awaking when the other do, 68 
May all to Athens back again repair, 
And think no more of this night’s accidents 
But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 
But first I will release the fairy queen. 72 
[Touching her eyes with an herb. 
Be as thou wast wont to be ; 
See as thou wast wont to see : 
Dian’s bud o’er Cupid’s flower 
Hath such force and blessed power. 76 
Now, my Titania ; wake you, my sweet queen. 
TITANIA. My Oberon! what visions have I seen ! 
Methought I was enamour’d of an ass. 
OBERON. There lies your love: 
TITANIA. How came these things to pass ? 
O ! how mine eyes do loathe his visage now. 81 
OBERON. Silence, awhile. Robin, take off this head. 
Titania, music call; and strike more dead 


Than common sleep of all these five the sense. 84 
TITANIA. Music, ho! music! such as charmeth sleep. 
(Music. 


puck. When thou wak’st, with thine own fool’s eyes 


p. 
OBERON. Sound, music! [Still music.) Come, my 
queen, take hands with me, 
And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 88 
Now thou and I are new in amity, 
And will to-morrow midnight solemnly 
Dance in Duke Theseus’ house triumphantly, 
And bless it to all fair prosperity. 92 
There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 
puck. Fairy king, attend, and mark : 
I do hear the morning lark. 96 
OBERON. Then, my queen, in silence sad, 
Trip we after the night’s shade ; 
We the globe can compass soon, 
Swifter than the wandering moon. . 100 


. 
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TITANIA. Come, my lord; and in our flight 
Tell me how it came this night 
That I sleeping here was found 
With these mortals on the ground. 104 
[Exeunt. Horns winded within. 


Enter THEesevus, HiepotytTa, Ecxrus, and Train. 
THESEUS. Go, one of you, find out the forester ; 
For now our observation is perform’d ; 
And since we have the vaward of the day, 
My love shall hear the music of my hounds. 108 
Uncouple in the western valley ; let them go: 
Dispatch, I say, and find the forester. 
We.will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top, 
And mark the musical confusion 112 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 
HIPPOLYTA. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the bear 
With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear 116 
Such gallant chiding ; for, besides the groves, 
The skies, the fountains, every region near 
Seem’d all one mutual cry. I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 120 
THESEUS. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew’d, so sanded ; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook-knee’d, and dew-lapp’d like Thessalian bulls ; 
Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like bells, 125 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla’d to, nor cheer’d with horn, 


In Crete, in Sparta, norin Thessaly : 128 
Judge, when you hear. But, soft! what nymphs are 
these ? 


EGEUS. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep ; 
And this, Lysander ; this Demetrius is ; 
This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena : 132 
I wonder of their being here together. 

THESEUS. No doubt they rose up early to observe 
The rite of May, and, hearing our intent, 
Came here in grace of our solemnity. ; 136 
But speak, Egeus, is not this the day, 
That Hermia should give answer of her choice ? 
\-EGEUS. It is, my lord. 
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THESEUS. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their 
horns. (Horns and shout within. Lysanper, DEmErrivs, 
Herama, and HELENA, wake and start up. 
Good morrow, friends, Saint Valentine is past : 
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now ? 


LYSANDER. Pardon, my lord. [He and the rest kneel. 
THESEUS. I pray you all, stand up. 
I know you two are rival enemics : 144 


How comes this gentle concord in the world, 
That hatred is so far from jealousy, 
To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 
LYSANDER. My lord, I shall reply amazedly, 148 
Half sleep, half waking : but as yet, I swear, 
I cannot truly say how I came here ; 
But, as I think,—for truly would I speak, 
And now I do bethink me, so it is,— 152 
I came with Hermia hither : our intent 
Was to be gone from Athens, where we might, 
Without the peril of the Athenian law— 
EGEUS. Enough, enough, my lord! you have enough : 
I beg the law, the law, upon his head. 157 
They would have stol’n away ; they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me ; 
You of your wife, and me of my consent, 160 
Of my consent that she should be your wife. 
DEMETRIUS. My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth, 
Of this their purpose hither, to this wood ; 
And I in fury hither follow’d them, 164 
Fair Helena in fancy following me. 
But, my good lord, I wot not by what power,— 
But by some power it is,—my love to Hermia, 
Melted as doth the snow, seems to me now 168 
As the remembrance of an idle gaud 
Which in my childhood I did dote upon ; 
And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 
The object and the pleasure of mine eye, 172 
Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 
Was I betroth’d ere I saw Hermia : 
But, like in sickness, did I loathe this food ; 
But, as in health, come to my natural taste, 176 
Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore be true to it. 
THESEUS, Fair lovers, you are fortunately met : 
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Of this discourse we more.will hear anon. 180 
Egeus, I will overbear your will, 
For in the temple, by and by, with us, 
These couples shall eternally be knit : 
And, for the morning now is something worn, 184 
Our purpos’d hunting shall be set aside. 
Away with us, to Athens : three and three, 
We'll hold a feast in great solemnity. 
Come, Hippolyta. (Exeunt THEsevs, Hrppotyta, Ecevs, and Train. 
DEMETRIUS. These things seem small and undis- 
tinguishable, 189 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 
HERMIA. Methinks I see these things with parted eye, 
When everything seems double. 
HELENA. So methinks : 192 
And I have found Demetrius, like a jewel, 
Mine own, and not mine own. 
DEMETRIUS. Are you sure 
That we are awake? It seems to me 
That yet we sleep, we dream. Do you not think 196 
The duke was here, and bid us follow him ? 
HERMIA. Yea; and my father. 
HELENA. And Hippolyta. 
LYSANDER. And he did bid us follow to the temple. 
DEMETRIUS. Why then, we are awake. Let’s follow 
him ; 200 
And by the way let us recount our dreams. [Exeunt. 
BOTTOM. [Awaking.] When my cue comes, call me, 
and I will answer: my next is, ‘Most fair Pyramus.’ 
Heigh-ho! Peter Quince! Flute, the bellows-mender ! 
Snout, the tinker! Starveling! God’s my life! stolen 
hence, and left me asleep! I have had a most rare 
vision. I have had a dream, past the wit of man to say 
what dream it was: man is but an ass, if he go about 
to expound this dream. Methought I was—there is 
no man can tell what. Methought I was,—and me- 
thought I had,—but man is but a patched fool, if he 
will offer to say what methought I had. The eye of 
man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not seen, 
man’s hand is not able to taste, his tongue to conceive, 
nor his heart to report, what my dream was. I will get 
Peter Quince to write a ballad of this dream; it shall be 
called Bottom’s Dream, because it hath no-bottom ; and 
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I will sing it in the latter end of a play, before the duke : 
peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I shall sing 
it at her death. (Exit. 


Scene I].—Athens. A Room in Quincr’s House. 
Enter Quince, FLUTE, SNouT, and SraRvELING. 

QuINcE. Have you sent to Bottom’s house? is he 
come home yet ? 

STARVELING. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt 
he is transported. 4 

FLUTE. If he come not, then the play is marred : it 
goes not forward, doth it ? 

QUINCE. It is not possible: you have not a man a 
all Athens able to discharge Pyramus but he. 

FLUTE. No; he hath simply the best wit of ae 
handicraft man in Athens. 

QUINCE. Yea, and the best person too; and he is 
a very paramour for a sweet voice. 12 

FLUTE. You must say, ‘paragon’: a paramour is, 
God bless us! a thing of naught. 

Enter Syva. 

snuG. Masters, the duke is coming from the temple, 
and there is two or three lords and ladies more married : 
if our sport had gone forward, we had all been made 
men. 18 

FLUTE. O sweet bully Bottom! Thus hath he lost 
sixpence a day during his life; he could not have 
*scaped sixpence a day: an the duke had not given him 
sixpence a day for playing Pyramus, I’ll be hanged ; 
he would have deserved it : sixpence a day in Pyramus, 
or nothing. 24 

Enter Bortom. 

BoTtoM. Where are these lads? where are these 
hearts ? 

Quince. Bottom! O most courageous day! O most 
happy hour ! 28 

Borrom. Masters, I am to discourse wonders: but 
ask me not what; for if I tell you, Iam no true Athenian. 
I will tell you everything, right as it fell out. 

quincE. Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 32 

Bottom. Not a word of me. All that I will tell 
you is, that the duke hath dined. Get your apparel 
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together, good strings to your beards, new ribbons to 
your pumps; meet presently at the palace; every 
man look o’er his part; for the short and the long is, 
our play is preferred. In any case, let Thisby have 
clean linen; and let not him that plays the lion pare 
his nails, for they shall hang out for the lion’s claws. 
And, most dear actors, eat no onions nor garlic, for we 
are to utter sweet breath, and I do not doubt but to 
hear them say, it is a sweet comedy. No more words: 


away ! go; away. [Exeunt. 
ACT V. 
~ Scene I.—Athens. An Apartment in the Palace of 
THESEUS. 


Enter THEsrus, HippotytTa, PHILOSTRATE, Lords, and 
Attendants. 
HIPPOLYTA. *Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers 
speak of. 

THESEUS. More strange than true. I never may believe 
These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 
Lovers and madmen have such seething brains, 4 
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More than cool reason ever comprehends. 
The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, 
Are of imagination all compact : 8 
One sees more devils than vast hell can hold, 
That is, the madman ; the lover, all as frantic, 
Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt : 
The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 12 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven ; 
And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 16 
A local habitation and a name. 
Such tricks hath strong imagination, 
That, if it would but apprehend some joy, 
It comprehends some bringer of that joy ; 20 
Or in the night, imagining some fear, 
How easy is a bush suppos’d a bear ! 

HIPPOLYTA. But all the story of, the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigur’d so together, 24 
More witnesseth than fancy’s images, 
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And grows to something of great constancy, 
But, howsoever, strange and admirable. 
THESEUS. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth. 
Enter Lysanper, DeMeETRIUS, Hermta, and HELENA. 


Joy, gentle friends ! joy, and fresh days of love 29 
Accompany your hearts ! 
LYSANDER. More than to us 


Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed ! 
THESEUS. Come now; what masques, what dances 
shall we have, 32 
To wear away this long age of three hours 
Between our after-supper and bed-time ? 
Where is our usual manager of mirth ? 


What revels are in hand? Is there no play, 36 
To ease the anguish of a torturing hour ? 
Call Philostrate. 


PHILOSTRATE. Here, mighty Theseus. 
THESEUS. Say, what abridgment have you for this 


evening ? 
What masque ? what music ? How shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with some delight ? 41 


PHILOSTRATE. There isa brief how many sports are ripe; 
Make choice of which your highness will see first. 
(Gives a paper. 
THESEUS. ‘The battle with the Centaurs, to be sung 
By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.’ 45 
We'll none of that : that have I told my love, 
In glory of my kinsman Hercules. 
‘ The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals, 48 
Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.’ 
That is an old device ; and it was play’d 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 
‘The thrice three Muses mourning for the death 52 
Of Learning, late deceas’d in beggarv.’ 
That is some satire keen and critical, 
Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 
‘ A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus 56 
And his love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth. 
Merry and tragical ! tedious and brief ! 
That is, hot ice and wonderous strange snow. 
How shall we find the concord of this discord ? 60 
PHILOSTRATE. A play there is, my lord, some ten 
words long, j 
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Which is as brief as I have known a play ; 
But by ten words, my lord, it is too long, 
Which makes it tedious ; for in all the play 64 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted. 
And tragical, my noble lord, it is ; 
For Pyramus therein doth kill himself. 
Which when I saw rehears’d, I must confess, 68 
Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 
THESBUS. What are they that do play it ? 
PHILOSTRATE. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens 
here, 72 
Which never labour’d in their minds till now, 
And now have toil’d their unbreath’d memories 
With this same play, against your nuptial. 

THESEUS. And we will hear it. 

PHILOSTRATE.. No, my noble lord ; 
It is not for you: I have heard it over, 17 
And it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 

Unless you can find sport in their intents, 

Extremely stretch’d and conn’d with cruel pain, 80 

To do you service. 

THESEUS. I will hear that play ; 

For never anything can be amiss, 

When simpleness and duty tender it. 

Go, bring them in : and take your places, ladies. 84 
{Exit PHILOSTRATE. 

HIPPOLYTA. I love not to see wretchedness o’ercharg’d, 
And duty in his service perishing. 

THESEUS. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such 

thing. 87 
HIPPOLYTA. He says they can do nothing in this kind. 
THESEUS. The kinder we, to give them thanks for 
nothing. 
Our sport shall be to take what they mistake : 
And what poor duty cannot do, noble respect 
Takes it in might, not merit. 92 
Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where I have seen them shiver and look pale, 
Make periods in the midst of sentences, 96 
Throttle their practis’d accent in their fears, 
And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off, 
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Not paying me a welcome, Trust me, sweet, 

Out of this silence yet I pick’d-a welcome ; 100 
And in the modesty of fearful duty 

I read as much as from the rattling tongue 

Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity 104 
In least speak most, to my capacity. 


Re-enter PHILOSTRATE. 
PHILOSTRATE. So please your Grace, the Prologue is 
address’d. 
THESEUS. Let him approach. [Flourish of trumpets. 


Enter Quiyce for the Prologue. 
PROLOGUE. If we offend, it is with our good will. —_108 

That you should think, we come not to offend, 

But with good will. To show our simple skill, 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Consider then we come but in despite. 112 

We do not come as minding to content you, 

Our true intent is. All for your delight, 

We are not here. That you should here repent you, 
The actors are at hand ; and, by their show, 116 
You shall know all that you are like to know. 

THESEUS. This fellow doth not stand upon points. 

LYSANDER. He hath rid his prologue like a rough colt ; 
he knows not the stop. A good moral, my lord: it is 
not enough to speak, but to speak true. 121 

HIPPOLYTA. Indeed he hath played on his prologue 
like a child on a recorder; a sound, but not in govern- 
ment. 124 

THESEUS. His speech was like a tangled chain ; 
nothing impaired, but all disordered. Who is next ? 


Enter Pyramous and Tuispe, WaLL, MoonsHINE, and 
Lion, as in dumb show. 
PROLOGUE. . Gentles, perchance you wonder at this show ; 
But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 28 
This man is Pyramus, if you would know ; 
This beauteous lady Thisby is, certain. 

This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 
Wall, that vile Wall which did these lovers sunder ; 
And through Wall’s chink, poor souls, they are content 

To whisper, at the which let no man wonder. 
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This man, with lanthorn, dog, and bush of thorn, 
Presenteth Moonshine ; for, if you will know, 136 

By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn 
To meet at Ninus’ tomb, there, there to woo. 

This grisly beast, which Lion hight by name, 

The trusty Thisby, coming first “by night, 140 

Did scare away, or rather did affright ; 

And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall, 
Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did stain. 

Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth and tall, 144 
And finds his trusty Thisby’s mantle slain : 

Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 
He bravely broach’d his boiling bloody breast ; 

And Thisby, tarrying in mulberry shade, 148 
His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest, 

Let Lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain, 

At large discourse, while here they do remain. 

{[Exeunt ProLtoGun, Pyramus, THISBE, Lion, and MOONSHINE. 
THESEUS. I wonder, if the lion be to speak. 152 
pEMETRIUS. No wonder, my lord: one lon may, 

when many asses do. 
WALL. In this same interlude it doth befall 
That I, one Snout by name, present a wall ; 156 
And such a wall, as I would have you think, 
That had in it a crannied hole or chink, 
Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 
Did whisper often very secretly. 160 
This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone doth show 
That I am that same wall; the truth is so; 
And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 
Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper. 164 
THESEUS. Would you desire lime and hair to speak 
better ? 
DEMETRIUS. It is the wittiest partition that ever I 
heard discourse, my lord. 168 
THESEUS. Pyramus draws near the wall: silence ! 


Re-enter PyRAMus. 
PYRAMUS. O grim-look’d night! O night with hue so 
black ! 
O night, which ever art when day is not ! 
O night ! O night! alack, alack, alack ! 172 
I fear my Thisby’ 8 promise is forgot. 
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And thou, O wall! O sweet, O lovely wall ! 
That stand’st between her father’s ground and mine ; 


Thou wall, O wall! O sweet, and lovely wall ! 176 
Show me thy chink to blink through with mine eyne. 
[Watt holds up his fingers, 


Thanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well for this ! 
But what see 1? No Thisby do I see. 
O wicked wall! through whom I see no bliss ; 180 
Curs’d be thy stones for thus deceiving me ! 
THESEvsS. | The wall, methinks, being sensible, should 
curse again. 183 
PYRAMUS. No, in truth, sir, he should not. ‘ Deceiv- 
ing me,’ is Thisby’s cue: she is to enter now, and I am 
to spy her through the wall. You shall see, it will fall 
pat as I told you. Yonder she comes. 


Re-enter THIsBE. 
THISBE. O wall! full often hast thou heard my moans, 
For parting my fair Pyramus and me: 189 
My cherry lips have often kiss’d thy stones, 
Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee. 
PYRAMUS. I see a voice: now will I to the chink, 192 
To spy an I ean hear my Thisby’s face. 
Thisby ! ! 
THISBE. My love! thou art my love, I think. 
PYRAMUS. Think what thou wilt, Iam thy lover’s grace; 
And, like Limander, am I trusty still. 196 
THISBE. And I like Helen, till the Fates me kill. 
PYRAMUS. Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true. 
THISBE. As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you. 199 
pyRAMuS. QO! kiss me through the hole of this vile wall. 
THISBE. I kiss the wall’s hole, not your lips at all. 
PYRAMUS. Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me 
straightway ? 202 
THISBE. ’Tide life, ’tide death, I come without delay. 
[Exeunt Pyramus and THIsBE. 
WALL. Thus have I, Wall, my part discharged so ; 
And, being done, thus Wall away doth go. (Exit. 
THESEUS. Now is the mural down between the two 
neighbours. 
DEMETRIUS. No remedy, my lord, when walls are so 
wilful to hear without warning. 209 
HIPPOLYTA. Thisis the silliest stuff that ever I heard. 
SH.I U 


. 
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THESEUS. The best in this kind are but shadows, and 
the worst are no worse, if imagination amend them. 

HIPPOLYTA. »It must be your imagination then, and 
not theirs. lt 214 
_ vTHESEUS. If we imagine no worse of them than they 
of themselves, they may pass for excellent men. Here 
come two noble. beasts in, a man and a lion. 217 


Re-enter Lion and MoonsHInz. 

Lion. You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear 
The smallest monstrous mouse that. creeps on floor, 
May now perchance both quake and tremble here, 220 

When lion. rough in wildest rage doth roar. 

Then know that I, one Snug the joiner, am 

A lion-fell, nor else no lion’s dam : 

For, if I should as lion come in strife 224 
Into this place, ’twere pity on my life. 

THESEUS. A very gentle beast, and of a good con- 
science. 

DEMETRIUS. The very best at a beast, my lord, that 
e’er I saw. 229 

LYSANDER. This lion is a very fox for his valour. 

THESEUS. True; and a goose for his discretion. 

DEMETRIUS. Not so, my lord; for his valour cannot 
carry his discretion, and the fox carries the goose. 233 

THESEUS. His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his 
valour, for the goose carries not the fox. It is well: 
leave it to his discretion, and let us listen to the moon. 

moon. ‘This lanthorn doth the horned moon pre- 

sent ;— 237 

DEMETRIUS. He should have worn the horns on his 
head. 

THESEUS. He is no crescent, and his horns are invisible 
within the circumference. 241 

MOON. This lanthorn doth the horned moon present ; 
Myself the man i’ the moon do seem to be. 

THESEUS. This is the greatest error of all the rest. 
The man should be put into the lanthorn : how is it else 
the man i’ the moon ? 

DEMETRIUS. He dares not come there for the candle ; 
for, you see, it is already in snuff. c7 248 


HIPPOLYTA. I am aweary of this moon: would he 
would change ! r 
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_ THESEUS. It appears, by his small light of discretion, 
that he is in the wane ; but yet, in courtesy, in all reason, 
we must stay the time. 253 
LYSANDER. Proceed, Moon. 
Moon. All that I have to say, is, to tell you that the 
lanthorn is the moon; I, the man in the moon; this 
thorn-bush, my thorn-bush ; and this dog, my dog. 
DEMETRIUS. Why, all these should be in the lanthorn ; 
for all these are in the moon. But, silence! here comes 
Thisbe. 260 
Re-enter THISBE. 
THISBE. This is old Ninny’s tomb. Where is my love ? 


LION. [Roaring.] Oh—. \ (THISBE runs off, 
DEMETRIUS. Well roared, Lion. 
THESEUS. Well run, Thisbe. 264 


HIPppOLYTA. Wellshone, Moon. Truly, the moon shines 
with a good grace. 
[The Lion tears THISBE’s mantle, and exit. 
THESEUS. Well moused, Lion. 
DEMETRIUS. And then came Pyramus. 268 
LYSANDER. And so the lion vanished. 


Re-enter PyRaMus. 
PYRAMUS. Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny 
beams ; 
I thank thee, moon, for shining now so bright, 
For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering streams, 272 
I trust to taste of truest Thisby’s sight. 
But stay, O spite ! 
But mark, poor knight, 
What dreadful dole is here ! 276 
Eyes, do you see ? 
How can it be ? 
O dainty duck! O dear! 
Thy Mantle good, 280 
What ! stain’d with blood ! 
Approach, ye Furies fell ! 
O Fates, come, come, 
Cut thread and thrum ; 284 
Quail, crush, conclude, and quell ! 
THESEUS. This passion, and the death of a dear friend, 
would go near to make a man look sad. 
HIPPOLYTA. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man. 


‘ 
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pyramus. ©! wherefore, Nature; didst thou lions 
frame ? | 289 
Since lion vile hath here deflower’d my dear ? 
Which is—no, no—which was the fairest dame 
That liv’d, that lonts d, that lik’d, that look’d with 
cheer. 292 
Come ida confound ; 
Out, sword, and wound 
The pap of Pyramus : 


Ay, that left pap, 296 
Where heart doth hop: 

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. (Stabs himself. 
Now am I dead, 
Now am I fled ; 300 


My soul is in the sky: 
Tongue, lose thy light ! 
Moon, take thy flight ! [Exit MoonsHIne, 
Now die, die, die, die, die. [Dies. 
DEMETRIUS. No die, but an ace, for him; for he is 
but one. 
LYSANDER. Less than an ace, man, for he is dead; 
he is nothing. 308 
THESEUS. With the help of a surgeon, he might yet 
recover, and prove an ass. 
HIPPOLYTA. How chance Moonshine is gone before 
Thisbe comes back and finds her lover ? 312 
THESEUS. She will find him by starlight. Here she 
comes ; and her passion ends the play. 


Re-enter THISBE. 
HIPPOLYTA. Methinks she should not use a long one 
for such a Pyramus: I hope she will be brief. 316 
DEMETRIUS. A mote will turn the balance, which 
Pyramus, which Thisbe, is the better: he for a man, 
God warrant us ; she for a woman, God bless us. 
LYSANDER. She hath spied him already with those 
sweet eyes. 321 
DEMETRIUS. And thus she moans, a — 
THISBE. Asleep, my love ? 
What, dead, my dove ? 324 
O Pyramus, arise ! 
Speak, speak! Quite dumb ? 
Dead, dead !. A tomb: 
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Must cover thy sweet eyes. 328 
These lily lips, 
This cherry nose, 

These yellow cowslip cheeks, 
Are gone, are gone : ‘332 
Lovers, make moan ! 

His eyes were green as leeks. 
O, Sisters Three, 
Come, come to me, 336 

With hands as pale as milk ; 
Lay them in gore, 

») Since you have shore 

With shears his thread of silk. 340 
Tongue, not a word : 
Come, trusty sword : 

Come, blade, my breast imbrue : (Stabs herself. 


And farewell, friends ; 344 
Thus Thisby ends : 
Adieu, adieu, adieu. [Dies. 
THESEUS. ‘Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the 
dead. 348 


DEMETRIUS. Ay, and Wall too. 

BOTTOM. No, I assure you; the wall is down that 
parted their fathers. Will it please you to see the epi- 
logue, or to hear a Bergomask dance between two of our 
company ? 353 

THESEUS. No epilogue, I pray you; for your play 
needs no excuse. Never excuse; for when the players 
are all dead, there need none to be blamed. Marry, if 
he that writ it had played Pyramus, and hanged himself 
in Thisbe’s garter, it would have been a fine tragedy : 
and so it is, truly, and very notably discharged. But 
come, your Bergomask : let your epilogue alone. [A dance. 
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve ; 361 
Lovers, to bed; ’tis almost fairy time. 

I fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn, 

As much as we this night have overwatch’d, 364 
This palpable-gross play hath well beguil’d 

The heavy gait of night. Sweet friends, to bed. 

A fortnight hold we this solemnity, 

In nightly revels, and new jollity. [Exeunt. 
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Scene IT. 


Enter Puck. 
puck. Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf behowls the moon ; 
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All with weary task fordone. 4 
Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the screech-owl, screeching loud, 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe 


In remembrance of a shroud. 8 
Now it is the time of night 
~ That the graves; all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his sprite, 
In the church-way paths to glide : 12 


And we fairies, that do run 
By the triple Hecate’s team, 
From the presence of the sun, 
Following darkness like a dream, 16 
Now are frolic ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow’d house : 
I am sent with broom before, 
To sweep the dust behind the door. 20 


Enter OBERON and TiTanta, with their Train. 
OBERON. Through the house give glimmering light 
By the dead and drowsy fire ; 
Every elf and fairy sprite 
Hop as light as bird from brier 24 
And this ditty after me 
Sing and dance it trippingly. 
TITANIA. First, rehearse your song by rote, 
To each word a warbling note : 28 
Hand in hand, with fairy grace, 
Will we sing, and bless this place. 
af [Song and dance. 
OBERON. Now, until the break of day, 
Through this house each fairy stray. 32 
To the best bride-bed will we, 
Which by us shall blessed be ; 
And the issue there create 
Ever shall be fortunate. 36 


SCENE II] 


PUCK. 
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So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be ; 

And the blots of Nature’s hand 
Shall not in their issue stand : 
Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar, 
Nor mark prodigious, such as are 
Despised in nativity, 

Shall upon their children be. 
With this field-dew consecrate, 
Every fairy take his gait, 

And each several chamber bless, 


Through this palace, with sweet peace ; 


Ever shall in safety rest, 
And the owner of it blest. 
Trip away ; 
Make no stay ; 
Meet me all by break of day. 
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40 


44 


49 


52 


(Exeunt OBEron, TITAn1A, and Train. 


If we shadows have offended, 
Think but this, and all is mended, 
That you have but slumber’d here 
While these visions did appear. 
And this weak and idle theme, 

No more yielding but a dream, 
Gentles, do not reprehend : 

If you pardon, we will mend. 

And, as I’m an honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luck 

Now to ’scape the serpent’s tongue, 
We will make amends ere long ; 
Else the Puck a liar call : 

So, good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be friends, 
And Robin shall restore amends. 


56 


68 


(Exit. 
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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE 


THE MERCHANT OF VENICE 


INTRODUCTION 


THE earliest mention of The Merchant of Venice is 
that found in the Stationers’ Register, July 22, 1598, in 
which it is entered as to be printed and issued by James 
Roberts, with the proviso that the licence of the Lord 
Chamberlain must first be obtained. A few months later 
in the same year it is named by Meres in his list of 
Shakespeare’s plays given in Palladis Tamia. There are 
two quartos which bear the date 1600; one of these has 
on the title-page the words ‘ Printed by I. R. [i. e. James 
Roberts] for Thomas Heyes’; the other is merely said 
to be ‘Printed by J. Roberts’. Until recently the 
majority of scholars held that the latter of these was the 
earlier of the two. But the bibliographical researches of 
Mr. Greg and Mr. A. W. Pollard have made this quarto 
suspected ; they maintain that in fact it was printed in 
the year 1619 with a false date and that the Heyes quarto 
is therefore the first edition of the play. From this 
Heyes quarto the text of the first Folio, 1623, was printed 
with some alterations. 

By the year 1598, therefore, the play must have been 
written. But if it could be proved that Shakespeare is 
indebted for part of Shylock’s speech in the court to 
a translation from the French by Anthony Munday of 
Sylvayn’s Orator, in which a Jew ‘ would for his debt 
have a pound of the flesh of a Christian ’, we should be 
able to limit the possible period of composition to the 
interval between 1596 and 1598. There are, however, 
reasons—though perhaps insufficient—for conjecturing 
that the Merchant of Venice may be as early as 1594. 
In that year (August 25) Henslowe enters in his diary as 
a new play ‘the Venesyon comodey’. Some critics have 
assumed that this Venetian comedy was in fact our 
present play. And in 1594 public attention in England 
was specially directed to the Jews by the execution 
(June 7) of the Jew physician, Lopez, who had come to 
England in 1590 with an Antonio—Antonio Perez—and 
who now had his share in a plot to assassinate this 
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‘Antonio. » He was further accused of having taken a bribe 
to poison the queen. But of The Venetian Comedy we know 
nothing, and the notion that Lopez suggested to Shake- 
speare the creation of his Shylock is pure conjecture. 
The internal evidence of characterization, style, and verse, 
suggest a position forthe Merchant of Venice intermediate 
between the early group of comedies and the joyous plays 
that cluster about the years 1598-1600. We may be 
content with placing it conjecturally in 1596 or 1597. 

It seems very likely that Shakespeare’s direct’ source 
was an older English play, now lost, if ever it was pub- 
lished, to which Stephen Gosson, a playwright turned 
Puritan, refers as early as 1579, in his Schoole of Abuse, 
under the name of The Jew, a play ‘representing,’ says 
Gosson, ‘the greedinesse of worldly chusers and bloody 
mind of Usurers.’ There are many forms of the story of 
the caskets and many forms of the story of the pound of 
flesh ; we do not, however, find the two stories brought 
together in any form earlier than Shakespeare’s comedy. 
But here, in The Jew, if we interpret Gosson’s words 
aright, the worldly choosers were the suitors of some 
earlier Portia, and the bloody usurer was the prototype 
of Shylock. Perhaps The Jew was founded upon the tale 
related as the first of the fourth day in Jl Pecorone, 
a collection published in 1558, and compiled much earlier 
by Ser Giovanni Fiorentino. Ansaldo, in the tale, god- 
father of Giannetto, borrows ten thousand ducats from 
a Jew, and gives his bond, in the event of failure to 
repay the sum, for a pound of flesh to be cut from what- 
ever part of his body the usurer may please. Giannetto 
voyages to the port of the Lady of Belmonte, to woo 
and win his bride. But the test is not the choice of 
a casket. The lady is not like Shakespeare’s Portia ; 
she is an avaricious siren; her lovers must prove their 
mettle by remaining awake ; and she puts them to sleep 
with some drowsy syrup. Failing in the test, they lose 
their worldly goods, which become hers. Giannetto 
abides the test and wins the lady. Meanwhile his god- 
father falls into the usurer’s clutch. The Lady of 
Belmonte, clad as a doctor of laws, defeats the cruel 
purpose of the Jew as Portia defeats that of Shylock. 
The playful episode of the ring which brings Shakespeare's. 
comedy to a delightful.close is also found here. It is. 
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evident that directly or indirectly The . Merchant of 
Venice is largely indebted to the tale of Jl Pecorone. 

Literary curiosity has traced the bond-story and again 
the caskets-story through the literature not only of the 
West but of the East; such research, however, is not 
needed to throw light on Shakespeare’s play. It may 
be enough to say that tales which have something in 
common with each of these stories are found in the Gesta 
Romanorum. Readers who desire to pursue the subject 
of the widely-scattered variants may be advised to turn 
to Furness’s edition of The Merchant of Venice or to 
that edited by C. K. Pooler in the Arden Shakespeare. 
Shakespeare may have been acquainted with Richard 
Rabinson’s revision of Wynkyn de Worde’s version 
of the Gesta Romanorum, published in 1577, but many of 
the other quarters through which the bond-story and 
the caskets-story have wandered lay certainly beyond his 
ken. Still, when we consider the improbabilities which 
Shakespeare willingly accepted as part of the action of 
his play, it is well to bear in mind the fact that such 
improbabilities had been no bar to the wide diffusion of 
tales of a like nature. Mrs. Barbauld complained that 
Coleridge’s Ancient Mariner in its action was ‘ improb- 
able’ ; and improbable it surely is, but Coleridge united 
psychological veracity with romantic adventure. So it 
is with Shakespeare in The Merchant of Venice and in 
some other plays; his plot descends to him from the 
past, and to receive it is a postulate made by the imagina- 
tion ; but his study of character is truthful, and this is 
the kind of truth which we here require. 

There are two other topics on which much has been 
written though perhaps much was not needed, and con- 
cerning which the reader need not greatly concern him- 
self ; one of these is the law in the trial scene, the other 
is the more interesting question of the duration of the 
action. The law is that of a romantic comedy ; if it was 
sound law, well and good; if the Duke of Venice erred, 
we may be content to err with him and with ‘Bellario 
and Portia. The duration of the action has been made 
out by Mr. Daniel to be a period of rather. more than 
three months, eight days of which are. actually repre- 
sented on the stage. Professor Wilson and Mr. N. J. 
Halpin arrived. independently at. the ‘conclusion. that 
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Shakespeare in this‘and other plays used, for the purpose 
of dramatic illusion, two sets of dates, one protractive, the 
other accelerating, The theory was ingeniously worked 
out, but we may be content to believe that Shakespeare 
in each particular play wrote without a system, and was 
satisfied if he could present the action in such a way as 
would suggest no curious question with respect to the 
lapse of time to the spectator in the theatre. Difficulties 
as to the duration of the action are not discovered until 
the critic sets his wits to work to find them ; Shakespeare, 
we may well believe, was a magician who could make 
a day seem an hour or an hour a day. 

The Merchant of Venice is probably the first of Shake- 
speare’s comedies in which the study of character wholly 
dominates all other interests. The Merchant himself 
plays a somewhat passive part, and is chiefly of dramatic 
service as a central point at which may meet the con- 
tending forces of hatred and charity embodied in the 
persons of Shylock and the Lady of Belmont. We need 
not, after the manner of some German critics, look for 
a central idea; we do not find that ‘summum jus 
summa injuria’ strikes the key-note of the play, nor 
that it is an investigation of the subject of ‘man in 
relation to property ’, nor that it is a plea for religious 
tolerance. What interested the dramatist was above all 
else Portia and Shylock, with the group of persons sur- 
rounding each. A Jew-monster had lately been put upon 
the stage in the Barabas of Marlowe. Shakespeare was 
not going to run counter to the feeling of his time, which 
was hostile to the Jew and doubly hostile to the Jew 
usurer. But at least the monster may now be humanized. 
Shylock is extravagant in his fierce love of money and 
wolfish in his thirst for revenge. Yet we are shown the 
sad and sordid conditions which give rise to these per- 
versions of humanity : 

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe. 

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 

And spet upon my Jewish gaberdine. 
He is cut off from the full feeling of citizenship; he is 
driven back into the sentiment of a tribe, and of a tribe 
that is alien and outraged. Yet critics and actors who 
incline towards a too sympathetic and sentimental pre- 
sentation of the character of Shylock certainly pass 
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beyond Shakespeare’s intention. Shylock is meant by 
the dramatist to be hateful, but, like a man of science 
who should try to explain the development of an animal’s 
organs of defence and attack, Shakespeare would have 
us understand how Shylock has become what he is. And 
perhaps at the last moment, when he quits the court 
a crushed and ruined man, we may be permitted, as 
evidently Sir Henry Irving by his rendering of the part 
believed to be warrantable, to yield him at least a 
moment’s pity. 

Over against the Rembrandt-like dusk and shadow of 
Shylock’s life is placed the brilliance and the sunshine 
of the life of Portia. She is the first of Shakespeare’s 
heroines who is endowed with the gift of high intellect 
in addition to generosity of heart and energy of will. 
She heightens and enhances the joy of the whole earth. 
She jests when she declares that her little body is aweary 
of this great world ; she has all the confidence and glad- 
ness of conscious power. Things have almost touched 
the tragic in the trial scene, but Portia never falters, and 
the tragic strain must be brought to a close with the 
delightful jest of the ring. Even at that tense and high- 
strung moment of the choosing of the casket by Bassanio, 
she is hopeful of the issue— 

Now he goes, 
With no less presence, but with much more love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the sea-monster: I stand for sacrifice, 


Heine—himself, however much a pupil of Voltaire, 
a true Hebrew of the Hebrews—has a happy passage in 
which he contrasts the light and the shadow of the play. 
‘If we regard Shylock as the representative of the stern 
Jew, hostile to all art, Portia on the contrary represents 
that after-bloom of Greek art which, in the sixteenth 
century, impregnated the world, from Italy outwards, 
with its delightful fragrance, and which we at the present 
day love and treasure under the name of “the Renais- 
sance’”’. How warm with joy are her words, how beauti- 
ful all her images, mostly borrowed from mythology! 
How sad, on the contrary, how incisive and repulsive are 
the thoughts and speeches of Shylock, who uses only Old 
Testament similitudes! ... As are the persons, so are 
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their abodes. As we see the servant of Jehovah, who will 
suffer in his “‘ sober house ” the likeness neither of God 
nor of man, the created image of God, even stopping up 
the ears thereof, the casements, that into it the sounds 
of shallow foppery may not enter—so we see, on the 
other hand, the costly, tasteful villeggiatura life in the 
beautiful palace of Belmont, where all is light and music, 
where, among pictures, marble statues, and lofty laurel 
trees, the suitors in their brilliant array wander, medita- 
ting on the love riddle, and from amid all this splendour 
Signorina Portia shines forth like a goddess, “‘ Her sunny 
locks hanging on her temples.” ’ 

After the contemptible travesty of the play by George 
Granville, Lord Lansdowne, had been displaced from the 
boards, The Merchant of Venice had a distinguished stage 
history. Charles Macklin, not Garrick, was the great 
Shylock of the eighteenth century. On the first.per- 
formance the actors predicted his failure in the part, 
but he triumphed, and afterwards declared with an oath 
that though ‘not worth fifty pounds in the world at that 
time, let me teil you I was Charles the Great for that 
night’. His last appearance was as Shylock, and in 
extreme old age with lack-lustre eyes and a failing 
memory he essayed in vain to repeat the triumphs of 
earlier days. It was as Shylock that Edmund Kean first 
appeared at Drury Lane in the season of 1813-14. He 
was wretched in worldly circumstances; he had lately 
lost his boy, Howard ; for him, as for Macklin, his fellow 
players—condemning his daring innovations—antici- 
pated failure; it was a night of fog and falling snow. 
When, after the performance, Kean rushed through the 
wet to his poor lodgings, he flung open the door with 
a cry to his wife, “ Mary, you shall ride in your carriage, 
and Charley, my boy ’—taking, says Kean’s biographer, 
the child from the cradle, and kissing him—‘ you shall 
go to Eton, and—’; the pause was followed by broken 
accents, ‘Oh, that Howard had lived to see it!’ A 
delightful Portia, Miss Helen Faucit, wrote in later years 
an interesting exposition of the character as she had 
conceived it. In yet more recent days Miss Ellen Terry’s 
charming rendering of the part and her admirable elocu- 
tion in the trial scene made it doubtful whether Sir Henry 
Irving’s Shylock was the first or the second attraction to 
the performance. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


DvuxKeE or VENICE. 
Prince or Morocco, 
PrINCE OF ARRAGON, 
Antonio, a Merchant of Venice. 

Bassanio, his Friend. 

GRATIANO, 

SALANIO, | ries to Antonio and Bassanio. 
SALARINO, 2 . 

LorENzo, in love with Jessica. 

SHYLOCE, a rich Jew. 

TUBAL, a Jew, his Friend. 

LavnceLot Goxsso, a Clown, Servant to Shylock. 
Oup Gosso, Father to Launcelot. 

LEonaRDO, Servant to Bassanio. 

BALTHAZAR, 
STEPHANO, 


Suitors to Portia. 


Servants to Portia. 


Portia, a rich Heiress. 
Nerissa, her Waiting-maid. 
JxEssica, Daughter to Shylock. 


Magnificoes of Venice, Officers of the Court of Justice, Gaoler, Servants 
to Portia, and other Attendants. 


ScrnE.—Partly at Venice, and partly at Belmont, the seat of 
Portia, on the Continent. 


THE MERCHANT OF VENICE 


ACT I. 


Scene I,—Venice. A Street. 
Enter ANTONIO, SALARINO, and SaLaNIo. 
ANTONIO. In sooth, I know not why I am so sad: 

It wearies me ; you say it wearies you ; 
But how [I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
What stuff ’tis made of, whereof it is born, 4 
I am to learn ; 
And such a want-wit sadness makes of me, 
That I have much ado to know myself. 

SALARINO. Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 8 

There, where your argosies with portly sail,— 

Like signiors and rich burghers.on the flood, 

Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea,— 

Do overpeer the petty traffickers, 12 
That curtsy to them, do them reverence, 

As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

SALANIO. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth, 
The better part of my affections would 16 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass to know where sits the wind ; 
Peering in maps for ports, and piers, and roads ; 

And every object that might make me fear 20 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me sad. 

SALARINO. My wind, cooling my broth 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at sea. 24 
I should not see the sandy hour-glass run 
But I should think of shallows and of flats, 

And see my wealthy Andrew dock’d in sand 

Vailing her high-top lower than her ribs 28 
To kiss her burial. Should I go to church 

And see the holy edifice of stone, 

And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks, 
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Which touching but my gentle vessel’s side 32 

Would scatter all her spices on the stream, 

Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks ; 

And, in a word, but even now worth this, 

And now worth nothing ? Shall I have the thought 36 

To think on this, and shall I lack the thought 

That such a thing bechanc’d would make me sad ? 

But tell not me: I know Antonio 

Is sad to think upon his merchandise. 40 
ANTONIO. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it, 

My ventures are not in one bottom trusted, 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 

Upon the fortune of this present year : 44 

Therefore, my merchandise makes me not sad. 

» SALARINO. Why, then you are in love. 


ANTONIO. Fie, fie ! 
SALARINO. Not in love neither ? Then let’s say you 
are sad, 
Because you are not merry: and ’twere as easy 48 


For you to laugh and leap, and say you are merry, 
Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath fram’d strange fellows in her time : 

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes 52 
And laugh like parrots at a bag-piper, 

And other of such vinegar aspect 

That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile, 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 56 


Enter Bassanio, LoRENzo, and GRaTIANo. 
SALANIO. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble kins- 
man, 
Gratiano, and Lorenzo. Fare ye well : 
We leave you now with better company. 
SALARINO. I would have stay’d till I had made you 
merry, 60 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 
ANTONIO. Your worth is very dear in my regard. 
I take it, your own business calls on you, 
And you embrace the occasion to depart. 64 
SALARINO. Good morrow, my good lords. 
BASSANIO. Good signigrs both, when shall we laugh ? 
say when ? 
You grow exceeding strange: must it be so? | 
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“SALARINO. We'll make our leisures to attend on yours. 
{Exeunt Satarino and SaLanio. 

LORENZO. My Lord Bassanio, since you have found 
Antonio, 69 

We too will leave you; but, at dinner-time, 

I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. 
BASSANIO. I will not fail you. 72 
GRATIANO. You look not well, Signior Antonio ; 

You have too much respect upon the world : 

They lose it that do buy it with much care : 

Believe me, you are marvellously chang’d. 76 
ANTONIO. I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano ; 

A stage where every man must play a part, 

And mine a sad one. 

GRATIANO. Let me play the fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come, 80 

And let my liver rather heat with wine 

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

Why should a man, whose blood is warm within, 

Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 84 

Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice 

By being peevish? I tell thee what, Antonio— 

I love thee, and it is my love that speaks— 

There are a sort of men whose visages 88 

Do cream and mantle like a standing pond, 

And do a wilful stillness entertain, 

With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 

Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 92 

As who should say, ‘I am Sir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips let no dog bark !’ 

O, my Antonio, I do know of these, 

That therefore only are reputed wise 96 

For saying nothing ; when, I am very sure, 

If they should speak, would almost damn those ears 

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 

I'll tell thee more of this another time: 100 

But fish not, with this melancholy bait, 

For this fool-gudgeon, this opinion. 

Come, good Lorenzo. Fare ye well awhile : 


I'll end my exhortation after dinner. 104 
“LORENZO. Well, we will leave you then till dinner- 
time. 


I must be one of these same dumb wise men, 
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For Gratiano never lets mie speak. 107 
_ GRATIANO. . Well, keep me company but two years moe, 
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue. 
ANTONIO. Farewell: Ill grow a talker for this gear. 
GRATIANO. Thanks, i’ faith; for silence is only com- 
mendable 

In a neat’s tongue dried and a maid not vendible. — 112 

(Exeunt GraTIaANo and LoRENzo. 

ANTONIO. Is that anything now ? 

BASSANIO.. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, 
more than any man in all Venice. His reasons are as 
two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff: you 
shall seek all day ere you find them, and, when you have 
them, they are not worth the search. 

ANTONIO. Well, tell me now, what lady is the same 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage, 120 
That you to-day promis’d to tell me of ? 

BASSANIO. °*Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 

How much I have disabled mine estate, 

By something showing a more swelling port 124 
Than my faint means would grant continuance : 

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d 

From such a noble rate ; but my chief care 

Is, to come fairly off from the great debts 128 
Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 

Hath left me gag’d. To you, Antonio, 

I owe the most, in money and in love ; 

And from your love I have a warranty 132 
To unburthen all my plots and purposes 

How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 

ANTONIO. I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it; 
And if it stand, as you yourself still do, 136 
Within the eye of honour, be assur’d, 

My purse, my person, my extremest means, 

Lie all unlock’d to your occasions. 

_ BASSANIO. In my school-days, when I had lost one 
shaft, 140 

I shot his fellow of the self-same flight 

The self-same way with more advised watch, 

To find the other forth, and by adventuring both, 

I oft found both. I urge this childhood proof, © © 144 

Because what follows is pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and, like a wilful youth, 
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That which I owe is lost ; but if you please 

To shoot another arrow that self way N 148 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not' doubt, 

As I will watch the aim, or to find both, - 

Or bring your latter hazard back again, 


And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 152 
ANTONIO. You know me well, and herein spend but 
time 


To wind about my love with circumstance ;. . 

And out of doubt you do me now more wrong 

In making question of my uttermost 

Than if you had made waste of all Ihave: . 

Then do but say to me what I should do 

That in your knowledge may by me be done, 

And I am prest unto it : therefore speak. 160 
BASSANIO. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 

And she is fair, and, fairer than that word, 

Of wondrous virtues : sometimes from her eyes 

I did receive fair speechless messages : 164 

Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalu’d 

To Cato’s daughter, Brutus’ Portia : 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth, 

For the four winds blow in from every coast 168 

Renowned suitors ; and her sunny. locks 

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 

Which makes her seat of Belmont Colchos’ strond, 

And many Jasons come in quest of her. 172 

O my Antonio! had I but the means 

To hold a rival place with one of them, 

I have a mind presages me such thrift, 


156 


That I,should questionless be fortunate. 176 
ANTONIO. Thou knowest that all my fortunes are at 
sea ; 


Neither have I money, nor commodity 

To raise a present sum : therefore go forth ; 

Try what my credit can in Venice do: 180 
That shall be rack’d, even to the uttermost, 

To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 

Go, presently inquire, and so will J, 

Where money is, and I no question make 184 
To have it of my trust or for my sake. _» [Exeunt. 
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a | Scene II.—Belmont. A Room in Portia’s House. 
} Enter Portia and Nenissa. 
porTiA. By.my troth, Nerissa, my little body is 
aweary of this great world. 
“NERISSA. You would be, sweet madam, if your miseries 
were in the same abundance as your good fortunes are: 
and yet, for aught I see, they are as sick that surfeit 
with too much as they that starve with nothing. It is 
no mean happiness therefore, to be seated in the mean : 
superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, but competency 
lives longer. ° 9 
PORTIA. Good sentences and well pronounced. 
NERISSA.. They would be better if well followed. 
PORTIA. If to do were as easy as to’ know what were 
good to do, chapels had been churches, and. poor men’s 
cottages princes’ palaces. It is a good divine that 
follows his own instructions: I can easier teach twenty 
what were good to be done, than be one of the twenty 
to follow mine own teaching. The brain may devise 
laws for the blood, but a hot temper leaps o’er a cold 
decree : such a hare is madness the youth, to skip o’er 
the meshes of good counsel the cripple. But this reason- 
ing is not in the fashion to choose me a husband. 
O me, the word ‘choose’! I may neither choose whom 
I would nor refuse whom'I dislike; so is the will of 
a living daughter curbed by the will of a dead father. 
Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I cannot choose one nor 
refuse none 2 26 
NERISSA. Your father was ever virtuous, and holy 
men at their death have good inspirations ; therefore, 
the lottery that he hath devised in these three chests of 
gold, silver, and lead, whereof who chooses his meaning 
chooses you, will, no doubt, never be chosen by any 
rightly but one who you shall rightly love. But what 
warmth is there in your affection towards any of these 
princely suitors that are already come ? 34 
PORTIA. I pray thee, over-name them, and as thou 
namest them, I will describe them; and, according to 
my description, level at my affection. 37 
NERISSA. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 
PporTIA. Ay, that’s a colt indeed, for he doth nothing 
but talk of his horse; and he makes it a great appro- 
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iation to his own good parts; that he can shoe him 
imself. I am much afeard,my lady his mother, played 
false, with a smith. 

NERISSA. Then is there the County Palatine. 44 

portiA. He doth nothing but frown, as, who should 
say, ‘ An you will not have me, choose.’ He hears merry 
tales, and smiles not: I fear he will prove the weeping 
philosopher when he grows old, being so full of un- 
mannerly sadness in his youth. I had rather be married 
to a death’s-head with a bone in his mouth than to either 
of these. God defend me from these two !. | 

NERISSA, How say you by the French lord, Monsieur 
Le Bon ? (53 

PORTIA. God made him, and therefore let him pass 
for a man: In truth, I know it is a sin to be a mocker ; 
but, he! why, he hath a horse better than the Neapoli- 
tan’s, a better bad habit of frowning than the Count 
Palatine; he is every man in no man; _ if a throstle 
sing, he falls straight a-capering ; he will fence with his 
own shadow: if I should marry him, I should marry 
twenty husbands. If he would despise me, I would 
forgive him, for if he love me to madness, I shall never 
requite him. 

NERISSA. What say you, then, to Falconbridge, the 
young baron of England ? 

PoRTIA. You know I say nothing to him, for a 
understands not me, nor I him: he hath neither Latin, 
French, nor Italian ; and you will come into the court 
and swear that Ihave a poor pennyworth in the Eng- 
lish. He is a proper man’s picture, but, alas! who can 
converse with a dumb-show ? How oddly he is suited ! 
I think he bought his doublet in Italy, his round, hose 
in France,,his bonnet in Germany, and his behaviour 
everywhere. 

NERISSA. What think you of the Scottish lord, bis 
neighbour ? 

PporTIA. That he hath a neighbourly charity in hitn, 
for he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englishman, 
and swore he would pay him again when he was,able : 
I think the ,Frenchman became his surety and. sealed 
under for another. 81 
_ NERISSA. , How like you, the young German 4 the Duke 
of Saxony’s nephew ? ac sake id 
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porTIA. Very vilely in the morning, when he is sober, 
and most vilely in the afternoon, when he is drunk: 
when he is best, he is a little worse than a man, and’ when 
he is worst, he is little better than a beast. An thé worst 
fall that ever fell, I hope I shall make shift to go without 
him.” 89 
NERISSA. If he should offer to choose, and choose the 
right casket, you should refuse to perform your father’s 
will, if you should refuse to accept him. 92 
porTIA. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray thee, 
set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contrary casket, 
for, if the devil be within and that temptation without, 
I know he will choose it. I will do anything, Nerissa, 
erel will be married to a sponge. 97 
NERISSA. You need not fear, lady, the having any of 
these lords: they have acquainted me with their de- 
terminations } which is, indeed, to return to their home 
and to trouble you with no more suit, unless you may be 
won by some other sort than your father’ S imposition 
depending’ on the caskets. 103 
Portia. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die 
as chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by the manner 
of my father’s will. I am glad this parcel of wooers ‘are 
so reasonable, for there is not one among them but I dote 
on his very absence, and I pray God grant them a fair 
departure. 109 
’ NERISSA. Do you not remember, lady, in your 
father’s time, a Venetian, a scholar and a soldier, that 
came hither in the company of the Marquis of Mont- 
ferrat’? 113 
PORTIA. Yes, yes: it was Bassanio; as I think, he 
was so called. 
’ NERISSA. True, madam : he, of all the men that ever 
ny foolish eyes looked upon, was the best deserving a fair 
ady. 10! 
“PORTIA. I remember him w vel; and I Temeniber him 
Seu of thy Praise. gion 120 
“© Enter a Servant. o' z i 
How now! what news 2 | : 
‘SERVANT. The four strangers Sec for you, madam, to 
tile their leave ; and there is a forerunner come from 
a fifth, the Prince of Morocco, who: brings siasest the Priliee 
his master will be here to-night. SAG : Se ULy 
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Portia. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so good 
heart as I can bid the other four farewell, I should 
be glad of his approach: if he have. the condition of 
a saint and the complexion of a devil, I had rather he 
should shrive me than wive me. Come, Nerissa. Sirrah, 


go before. 131 
Whiles we shut the gate upon one wooer, another knocks 
at the door. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—Venice. A public Place. 
Enter Bassanto and SHYLOCK, 

SsHYLocK. Three thousand ducats; well ? 

BASSANIO. Ay, sir, for three months. 

SHYLOCK. For three months; well ? 

BASSANIO. For the which, as I told you, Antonio shall 
be bound. 5 

SHYLOCK. Antonio shall become bound ; well ? 

BASSANIO. May you stead me? Will you pleasure 
me? Shall I know your answer ? 8 

SHYLOCK. Three thousand ducats, for three months, 
and Antonio bound. 

BASSANIO. Your answer to that, 

SHYLOCK. Antonio is a good man. 12 

BASSANIO. Have you heard, any imputation to the 
contrary ? 

SHYLOCK, Ho, no, no, no, no: my meaning in say- 
ing he is a good man is to have you understand me that 
he is sufficient. Yet his means are in supposition: 
he hath an.argosy bound to Tripolis, another to the 
Indies; I understand moreover upon the Rialto, he 
hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England, and other 
ventures he hath, squandered abroad, But ships are 
but boards, sailors but men: there be land-rats and 
water-rats, land-thieves, and water-thieves,—I mean 
pirates,—and then there is the peril of waters, winds, and 
rocks. The man is, notwithstanding, sufficient.. Three 
thousand ducats ; I think, I may take his bond. 

BASSANIO, Be assured you may. 27 

SHyLocK. I will be assured I may; and, that I may 
be assured, I will bethink me.. May I speak with 
Antonio ? 
ey BASSANIO. If it please you to dine with us. 31 
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' gxytock. Yes, to smell pork ; to eat of the habitation 
which your prophet the Nazarite conjured the devil into. 
I will buy with you, sell with you, talk with you, walk 
with you, and so following ; but I will not eat with ‘you, 
drink with you, nor pray with you. What news on the 
Rialto ? Who is he comes here ? 37 


Enter ANTONIO. 
BASSANIO. This is Signior Antonio. 
SHYLOCK. [Aside] How like a fawning publican he 
looks ! 

T hate him for he is a Christian ; 40 
But more for that in low simplicity 
He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 44 
IT will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our sacred nation, and he rails, 
Even there where merchants most do congregate, 
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 48 
Which he calls interest. Cursed be my tribe, 
If I forgive him ! 


BASSANIO. Shylock, do you hear ? 
SHYLOCK. I am debating of my present store, 
And, by the near guess of my memory, 52 


I cannot instantly raise up the gross 

Of full three thousand ducats. What of that ? 

Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 

Will furnish me. But soft! how many months 56 

Do you desire? [To Ayronto.] Rest you fair, good signior ; 

Your worship was the last man in our mouths. 
ANTONIO. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow 

By taking nor by giving of excess, 60 

Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend, 

I'll break a custom. [To Bassano] Is he yet possess’d 

How much ye would ? . 
SHYLOCK. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats. 
ANTONIO. And for three months. 64 
SHYLOCK. Ihad forgot; three months; you told meso. 

Well then, your bond; and let me see. But hear you: 

Methought you said you neither lend nor borrow : 

Uponadvantage. a 

ANTONIO. ‘Ido never use it. (ACES 6g 
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SHYLOCK. When Jacob graz’d his uncle Laban’s 
sheep,— 

This Jacob from our holy Abram was, 

As his wise mother wrought in his behalf, 

The third possessor : ay, he was the third,— 72 
ANTONIO. And what of him ? did he take interest ? 
SHYLOCK. No; not take interest; not, as you would say, 

Directly interest : mark what Jacob did. 

When Laban and himself were compromis’d, 76 

That all the eanlings that were streak’d and pied 

Should fall as Jacob’s hire, the ewes, being rank, 

In end of autumn turned to the rams ; 

And, when the work of generation was 80 

Between these woolly breeders in the act, 

The skilful shepherd peel’d me certain wands, 

And, in the doing of the deed of kind, 

He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes, 84 

Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time 

Fall parti-colour’d lambs, and those were Jacob’s. 

This was a way to thrive, and he was blest : 

And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. 88 
ANTONIO. This was a venture, sir, that Jacob serv’d for ; 

A thing not in his power to bring to pass, 

But sway’d and fashion’d by the hand of heaven. 

Was this inserted to make interest good ? 92 

Or is your gold and silver ewes and rams ? 
sHYLOcK. I cannot tell; I make it breed as fast : 

But note me, signior. 

ANTONIO. Mark you this, Bassanio, 

The devil can cite Scripture for his purpose. 96 

An evil soul, producing holy witness, 

Is like a villain with a smiling cheek, 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart. . 

O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! 100 
SHYLOCK. Three thousand ducats; ’tis a good round 

sum. 

Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate. 
ANTONIO. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholding to you 
SHYLOCK. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft 

In the Rialto you have rated me 105 

About my moneys and my usances : 

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug, 

For sufferance is. the badge of all our tribe. 108 
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You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
And spet upon my Jewish gaberdine, 
And all for use of that which is mine own, 
Well then, it now appears you need my help : 112 
Go to then ; you come to me, and you say, 
‘ Shylock, we would have moneys’: you say so + 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot me as you spurn a stranger cur 116 
Over your threshold : moneys is your suit. 
What should I say to you? Should I not say, 
‘Hath a dog money ? Is it possible 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats ?’” or 120 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman’s key, 
With bated breath, and whispering humbleness, 
Say this :— 
‘ Fair sir, you spet on me on Wednesday last ; 124 
You spurn’d me such a day ; another time 
You call’d me dog; and for these courtesies 
Pll lend you thus much moneys ?’ 

ANTONIO. I am as like to call thee so again, 128 
To spet on thee again, to spurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends,—for when did friendship take 
A breed for barren metal of his friend ?— 132 
But lend it rather to thine enemy ; 
Who if he break, thou mayst with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

SHYLOCK. Why, took you, how you storm ! 
I would be friends with you, and have your love, 136 
Forget the shames that you have stain’d»me with, 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usance for my moneys, and you'll not hear me : 


This is kind I offer. 140 
‘ ANTONIO. This were kindness. 
SHYLOCK. This kindness will I show. 


Go with me to a notary, seal me there 

Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport, 

If you repay me not on such a day,. 144 
In such a place, such sum.or sums as are’ 

‘Express’d in the condition, let: the forfeit 

Be nominated for an equal pound | - 

Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken: 148 
In what part of your body pleaseth me.’ 
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ANTONIO. Content, i’ faith: I'll seal to such a bond, 
And say there is much kindness in the Jew. 151 
BASSANIO, You shall not seal to such a bond for me: 
Tl rather dwell in my necessity. 
ANTONIO. Why, fear not, man; I will not forfeit it: 
Within these two months, that’s a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 156 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 
sHYLOCK. O father Abram ! what these Christians are, 
Whose own hard dealing teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others. Pray you, tell me this ; 160 
If he should break his day, what should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 
A pound of man’s flesh, taken from a man, 
Is not so estimable, profitable neither, 164 
As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say, 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendship : 
If he will take it, so; if not, adieu; 
And, for my love, I pray you wrong me not. 168 
ANTONIO. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond. 
' SHYLocK. Then meet me forthwith at the notary’s ; 
Give him direction for this merry bond, 
And I will go and purse the ducats straight, 172 
See to my house, left in the fearful guard 
Of an unthrifty knave, and presently 
I will be with you. 
ANTONIO. Hie thee, gentle Jew. [Exit Sayzock. 
This Hebrew will turn Christian : he grows kind. 176 
BASSANIO. I like not fair terms and a villain’s mind. 
ANTONIO. Come on: in this there can be no dismay ; 
My ships come home a month before the day. —_[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 


ScrnE I.—Belmont. A Room in Portia’s House, 
Flourish of Cornets. Enter the Prince or Morocco, and his 
Followers; Portia, Nerissa, and Orusrs of her Train. 

morocco. Mislike me not for my complexion, 
The shadow’d livery of the burnish’d sun, 
To whom I am a neighbour and near bred. 
Bring me the fairest creature northward born, 4 
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Where Phcebus’ fire scarce thaws the icicles, 
And let us make incision for your love, 
To prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine. 
I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 8 
Hath fear’d the valiant : by my love, I swear 
The best regarded virgins of our clime 
Have lov’d it too: I would not change this hue, 
Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 12 

PporTIA. In terms of choice I am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes ; 
Besides, the lottery of my destiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing : 16 
But if my father had not scanted me 
And hedg’d me by his wit, to yield myself 
His wife who wins me by that means I told you, 
Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair 20 
As any comer I have look’d on yet 
For my affection. 

MOROCCO. Even for that I thank you: 
Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets 
To try my fortune. By this scimitar,— 24 
That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince 
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman,— 
I would outstare the sternest eyes that look, 
Outbrave the heart most daring on the earth, 28 
Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 
To win thee, lady. But, alas the while ! 
If Hercules and Lichas play at dice 32 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So is Alcides beaten by his page ; 
And so may I, blind fortune leading me, 36 
Miss that which one unworthier may attain, 
And die with grieving. 

PORTIA. You must take your chance ; 
And either not attempt to choose at all. 
Or swear before you choose, if you choose wrong, 40 
Never to speak to lady afterward 
In way of marriage : therefore be advis’d. 

morocco. Nor will not: come, bring me unto my 

chance. 
‘porTia. First, forward to the temple: after dinner 
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Your hazard shall be made. 
MOROCCO. Good fortune then ! 45 
To make me blest or cursed’st among men ! 
(Cornets, and exeunt, 


ScenE II.—Venice. A Street. 
Enter LauNcELOT GoBBo. 

LAUNCELOT. Certainly my conscience will serve me 
to run from this Jew my master. The fiend is at 
mine elbow, and tempts me, saying to me, ‘ Gobbo, 
Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot,’ or ‘good Gobbo’, 
or ‘good Launcelot Gobbo, use your legs, take the 
start, run away’. My Gonscience says, ‘No; take heed, 
honest Launcelot ; take heed, honest Gobbo’; or, as 
aforesaid, ‘honest Launcelot Gobbo; do not run; 
scorn running with thy heels.’ Well, the most coura- 

eous fiend bids me pack: ‘Via!’ says the fiend; 

away!” says the fiend; ‘for the heavens, rouse up 
a brave mind,’ says the fiend, ‘and run.’ Well, my 
conscience, hanging about the neck of my heart, says 
very wisely to me, ‘ My honest friend Launcelot, being 
an honest man’s son,—or rather an honest woman’s 
son ;—for, indeed, my father did something smack, 
something grow to, he had a kind of taste ;—well, my 
conscience says, ‘ Launcelot, budge not.’ * Budge,’ says 
the fiend. ‘ Budge not, says my conscience. ‘ Con- 
science,’ say I, ‘ you counsel well ’ ; « fiend,’ say I, ‘ you 
counsel well’: to be ruled by my conscience, I should 
stay with the Jew my master, who, God bless the mark ! 
is a kind of devil; and, to run away from the Jew, 
I should be ruled by the fiend, who, saving your rever- 
ence, is the devil himself. Certainly, the Jew is the very 
devil incarnal; and, in my conscience, my conscience is 
but a kind of hard conscience, to offer to counsel me to 
stay with the Jew. The fiend gives the more friendly 
counsel: I will run, fiend; my heels are at your com- 
mandment ; I will run. 


Enter Old GossBo, with a basket. 
copso. Master young man, you; I pray you, which 
is the way to Master Jew’s ? 32 
LAUNCELOT. {Aside.] O heavens! this is my true- 
begotten father, who, being more than sand-blind, high- 
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gravel blind, knows me not: I will try confusions with 
him. 36 

GosBo. Master young gentleman; I pray you, which 
is the way to Master Jew’s # 

LAUNCELOT. Turn up on your right hand at the next 
turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your left ; 
marry, at the very next turning, turn of no hand, but 
turn down indirectly to the Jew’s house. 

GoBBO. By God’s sonties, twill be a hard way to hit. 
Can you tell me whether one Launcelot, that. dwells with 
him, dwell with him or no ? 45 

“LAUNCELOT. Talk you of young Master Launcelot 4 
[Aside.} Mark me now; now will I raise the waters. 
Talk you of young Master Launcelot ? 48 

cosso. No master, sir, but a poor man’s son: his 
father, though'I say it, is an honest, exceeding poor man, 
and, God be thanked, well to live. 

LAUNCELOT. Well, let his father be what a’ will, we 
talk of young Master Launcelot. 53 
GopBo. Your worship’s friend, and Launcelot, sir. 

LAUNCELOT. But I pray you, ergo, old man, ergo, I 
beseech you, talk you of young Master Launcelot? 56 

cosBo. Of Launcelot, an ’t please your mastership. 

LAUNCELOT. ‘Ergo,’ Master Launcelot. Talk not of 
Master Launcelot, father; for the young gentleman,— 
according to Fates and Destinies and such odd sayings, 
the Sisters Three and such branches of learning,—is, 
indeed, deceased ; or, as you would say in plain terms, 
gone to heaven. 63 

cospso. Marry, God forbid! the boy was the very 
staff of my age, my very prop. 

LAUNCELOT. [Aside] Do I look like a cudgel or 
a hovel-post, a staff or a prop? Do you know me, 
father ? 68 

@osso. Alack the day! I know you not, young 
gentleman: but I pray you, tell me, is my boy,—God 
rest his soul !—alive or dead ? 

LAUNCELOT. Do you not know me, father ? 72 

GoBBo. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind; I know you 
not. i 
LAUNCELOT. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you 
might fail of the knowing me: it is a wise father that 
knows his own child. Well, old man, I will tell you news 
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of your son. Give me your blessing ; truth will‘come to 
light ; murder cannot be hid long; a man’s son may, 
but, in the end, truth will out. 80 

GOBBO. Pray you, sir, stand up. I am sure you are 
not Launcelot, my boy. 

LAUNCELOT. Pray you, let’s have no more fooling 
about it, but give me your blessing: I am Launcelot, 
your boy that was, your son that is, your child that 
shall be. 

GOBBO. I cannot think you are my son. 87 

LAUNCELOT. I know not what I shall think of that ; 
but I am Launcelot, the Jew’s man, and I am sure 
Margery your wife is my mother. 

GopsBo. Her name is Margery, indeed: Ill be sworn, 
if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and blood. 
Lord worshipped might he be! what a beard hast thou 
got! thou hast got more hair on thy chin than Dobbin 
my thill-horse has on his tail. 95 

LAUNCELOT. It should seem then that Dobbin’s tail 
grows backward : I am sure he had more hair on his tail 
than I have on my face, when I last saw him 

coBBo. Lord! how art thou changed. How dost 
thou and thy master agree? I have brought him a 
present. How ’gree you now ? 101 

LAUNCELOT. Well, well: but, for mine own part, as 
I have set up my rest to run away, so I will not rest 
till I have run some ground. My master’s a very Jew: 
give him a present! give him a halter: I am famished 
in his service; you may tell every finger I have with 
my ribs. Father, I am glad you are come: give me 
your present to one Master Bassanio, who, indeed, gives 
rare new liveries. If I serve not him, I will run as far as 
God has any ground. O rare fortune! here comes the 
man: to him, father; for I am a Jew, if I serve the Jew 
any longer. 112 


Enter Bassanio, with Lzonarpo, and other Followers. 
BASSANIO. You may do so; but let it be so hasted 
that supper be ready at the very furthest by five of 
the clock. See these letters delivered ; put the liveries 
to making; and desire Gratiano to come anon to my 
lodging. . [Exit a Servant, 
LAUNCELOT. To him, father. oislw 
SH.I x 
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GoBBo. God bless your worship ! / 119 
BASSANIO. Gramercy! ‘wouldst thou aught with me ? 
GcosBo. Here’s my son, sir, a poor boy,— 
LAUNCELOT. Not a poor boy; sir, but the rich Jew’s 
man; that would, sir,—as my father shall specify,— 
GcospBo. He hath a great infection, sir, as one would 
say, to serve— 125 
LAUNCELO1. Indeed, the short and the long is, I 
serve the Jew, and have a desire, as my father shall 
specify,— 128 
GoBBo. His master and he, saving your worship’s 
reverence, are scarce cater-cousins,— 
LAUNCELOT. To be brief, the very truth is that the 
Jew having done me wrong, doth cause me,—as my 
father, being, I hope, an old man, shall frutify unto 


you,— 
aosBo. I have here a dish of doves that I would 
bestow upon your worship, and my suit is,— 136 


LAUNCELOT. | In very brief, the suit is impertinent to 
myself, as your worship shall know by this honest old 
man; and, though I say it, though old man, yet poor 
man, my father. 140 

BASSANIO. One speak for both. What would you ? 

LAUNCELOT. Serve you, sir. 

GoBBO. That is the very defect of the matter, sir. 

BASSANIO. I know thee well; thou hast obtain’d thy 

suit : 144 
Shylock thy master spoke with me this day 
And hath preferr’d thee, if it be preferment 
To leave a rich Jew’s service, to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleman. 148 

LAUNCELOT. The old proverb is very well parted 
between my master Shylock and you, sir: you have 
the grace of God, sir, and he hath enough. 

BASSANIO. Thou speak’st it well. Go, father, with 

thy son. 152 
Take leave of thy'old master, and inquire ~ 
My lodging out. [To his Followers.] Give him a livery 
More guarded than his fellows’ : see it done. ” 155 

LAUNCELOT. Father, in. I cannot get a service, no; 
I have ne’er a tongue in my head. Well,’ {Looking on 
his palm] if any man in Italy have a fairer ‘table 
which doth offer to swear upon a book, I shall have 
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good fortune,,,Go to; here’s a simple line of life: 
here ’s a small trifle of wives: alas! fifteen wives is 
nothing: a leven widows and nine maids is a simple 
coming-in for one man; and then to ’seape drowning 
thrice, and to be in peril of my life with the edge of 
a feather-bed ; here are simple ’scapes. Well, if Fortune 
be a woman, she’s a good wench for this gear. Father, 
come; I'll take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling 
of an eye. [Exeunt LauncEtor and Old Gonso. 
BASSANIO. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this : 
These things being. bought, and orderly bestow’d, 
Return in haste, for I do feast. to-night 
My best-esteem’d acquaintance : hie thee, go. 172 
LEONARDO. My best endeavours shall be done herein. 


Enter GRATIANO. 
GRATIANO. Where is your master ? 


LEONARDO. Yonder, sir, he walks. (Exit. 
GRATIANO. Signior Bassanio !— 

BASSANIO. | Gratiano ! 176 
GRATIANO. I have a suit to you. 
BASSANIO., You have obtain’d it. 


GRATIANO. You must not deny me: I ‘must go with 
you to Belmont. 
BASSANIO. Why, then you must. But hear thee, 
Gratiano ; 

Thou art too wild, too rude and bold of voice ; 180 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 
And ‘in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 
But where thou art not known, why, there they show 
Something too liberal: Pray thee, take pain 184 
To allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit, lest, through thy wild behaviour, 
I be misconstru’d in the place I go to, 
And lose my hopes. 

GRATIANO. » » Signior Bassanio, hear me ‘ 188 
If Ido not put ona sober habit, 
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely, 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 192 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say ‘amen’; 
Use all the observance of civility, 
Like one well studied in a sad ostent 
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To please his grandam, never trust me more. 196 
BASSANIO. Well, we shall see your bearing. 
| GRATIANO. Nay, but I bar to-night ;\ you shall not 
gauge me 


By what we do to-night. 
BASSANIO, No, that were pity : 
I would entreat you rather to put on 200 


Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpose merriment. But fare you well : 


I have some business. 203 
GRATIANO. And I must to Lorenzo and the rest ; 
But we will visit you at supper-time. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—The Same. A Room in SHyLock’s House. 
Enter Jessica and LAauNCELOT. 

gessica. I am sorry thou wilt leave my father so: 

Our house is-hell, and thou, a merry devil, 

Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness. 

But fare thee well; there is a ducat for thee : 4 
And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 

Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s guest : 

Give him this letter; do it secretly ; 

And so farewell : I would not have my father 8 
See me in talk with thee. 

LAUNCELOT. Adieu! tears exhibit my tongue. Most 
beautiful pagan, most sweet Jew! If a Christian did not 
play the knave and get thee, l am much deceived. But, 
adieu! these foolish drops do somewhat drown my 
manly spirit : adieu ! 

_JESSICA. Farewell, good Launcelot. (Exit Launcrtor. 
Alack, what heinous sin is it in me 16 
To be asham’d to be my father’s child ! 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners. O Lorenzo! _ 

If thou keep promise, I shall.end this strife, 20 
Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. [Exit. 


Scene IV.—The Same, A Street. 
Enter Grattano, LORENZO, SALARINO, and SALANTO. 
LORENZO. Nay, we will slink away in age aes 
Disguise us at my lodging, and return. ul 
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Allin an hour. _ 
GRATIANO. We have not made good preparation. 4 
SALARINO. We have not spoke us yet of torch-bearers. 
SALANIO, “Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly order’d, 
And better, in my mind, not undertook. 
LORENZO. °Tis now but four o’clock: we have two 
hours 8 
To furnish us. 
Enter LavunceLot, with a letter. 
Friend Launcelot, what ’s the news ? 
LAUNCELOT. An it shall please you to break up this, 
it shall seem to signify. 
LORENZO. I know the hand : in faith, ’tis a fair hand ; 


And whiter than the paper it writ on 13 
Is the fair hand that writ. 
GRATIANO. Love news, in faith. 
LAUNCELOT. By your leave, sir. 
LORENZO. Whither goest thou ? 16 


LAUNCELOT. Marry, sir, to bid my old master, the 
Jew, to sup to-night with my new master, the Christian. 
LORENZO. Hold there, take this: tell gentle Jessica 
I will not fail her ; speak it privately. 20 
Go, gentlemen, [Exit Lavncetor. 
Will you prepare you for this masque to-night ? 
I am provided of a torch-bearer. 
SALARINO. Ay, marry, I'll be gone about it straight. 
SALANIO. And so will I. 
LORENZO. Meet me and Gratiano —.25 
At Gratiano’s lodging some hour hence. 
SALARINO. Tis good we do so. 
[Exeunt SaLaRino and SALanio. 
GRATIANO. Was not that letter from fair Jessica? 28 
LORENZO. I must needs tell thee all. She hath directed 
How I shall take her from her father’s house ; 
What gold and jewels she is furnish’d with ; 
What page’s suit she hath in readiness. 32 
If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven, : 
It will be for his gentle daughter’s sake ; - 
And never dare misfortune cross her foot, 
Unless she do it under this excuse, 36 
That she is issue to a faithless Jew. | 
Come, go with me: peruse this as thou goest. 
Fair Jessica shall be. my torch-bearer. [Exeunt. 
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Scrne V.—The Same.’ Before SHyLock’s House. 
Enter SHyLock and LavnceLot. 
SHYLOCK. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be thy 
judge, 

The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio :— 
What, Jessica !—thou shalt not gormandize, 
As thou hast done with me ;—What, Jessica !— 4 
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out— 
Why, Jessica, I say ! 

LAUNCELOT. Why, Jessica ! 

SHYLOCK. Who bids thee call? Ido not bid thee call. 

LAUNCELOT. Your worship was wont to tell me that 
I could do nothing without. bidding. 9 


Enter JEssiIca. 

Jessica. Call you? Whatris your will ? 

SHYLOCK. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica: ., 
There are my keys. But wherefore should I go ? 12 
Iam not)bid for love; they flatter me: 

But yet I’ll go in hate, to feed upon 

The prodigal Christian. Jessica, my girl, 

Look to my house. I am right loath to go: off 
There is some ill a-brewing towards my rest, 

For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

LAUNCELOT,, I beseech you, sir, go: my young master 
doth expect your reproach. . 20 

SHYLOCK. So do I his. 

LAUNCELOT. And they have conspired together: 1 
will not say you shall see.a masque ; but if you do, 
then it was not for nothing that my nose fell a-bleeding 
on Black-Monday last, at six o’clock i’ the morning, 
falling out that year on Ash-Wednesday was four year in 
the afternoon. 

SHYLOCK. What! are there masques? Hear you me, 

Jessica : 28 
Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum, 
And the vile squealing of the wry-neck’d fife, 
Clamber not you, up to the casements then, yd 
Nor thrust your head into the public street 3 
To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces, 
But stop my house’s ears, I mean my casements ; 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
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My sober house. By Jacob’s staff I swear 36 
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night ; 
But I will go. Go you before me, sirrah ; 
Say I will come. 
LAUNCELOT, ‘I will go before, sir. Mistress, look out 


at window, for all this ; 41 
There will come a Christian by, 

Will be worth a Jewess’ eye. [Exit Lavnceror. 

rica What says that fool of Hagar’s offspring, 

a? 44 


Jessica. His words were, ‘ Farewell, mistress’ ; 
nothing else. 
SHYLOCK. ‘The patch is kind enough, but a huge 
feeder ; 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat: drones hive not with me; 48 
Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow’d purse. Well, Jessica, go in: 
Perhaps I will return immediately : 52 
Do as I bid you; shut doors after you : 
‘Fast bind, fast find,’ 


A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. (Exit. 
JESSICA. Farewell; and if my fortune be not crost, 
I have a father, you a daughter, lost. [Exit. 


Scene VI.—The Same. 
Enter, GRATIANO and SALARINO, masqued. 
GRATIANO. This is the penthouse under which Lorenzo 
Desir’d us to make stand. 


SALARINO. His hour is almost past. 
GRATIANO. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 4 


-SALARINO. O! ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly 
To seal love’s bonds new-made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 

GRATIANO. That ever holds: who riseth from a feast 
With that keen appetite that he sits down ? 9 
Where is the horse that doth untread again 
His tedious measures with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them first ?_ All things that are, 12 
Are with more. spirit chased than enjoy’d. 
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How like a younker or a prodigal 
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hugg’d and embraced by the strumpet wind ! 16 
How like the prodigal doth she return, 
With over-weather’d ribs and ragged sails, 
Lean, rent, and beggar’d by the strumpet wind ! 
SALARINO. Here comes Lorenzo: more of this here- 
after. 20 
Enter Lorenzo. 
LORENZO. Sweet friends, your patience for my long 
abode ; 
Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait : 
When you shall please to play the thieves for wives, 
Tl watch as long for you then. Approach ; 24 
Here dwells my father Jew. Ho! who’s within ? 


Enter Jessica above, in boy’s clothes. 

JESSICA. -Who are you ? Tell me, for more certainty, 
Albeit Pll swear that I do know your tongue. 

LORENZO. Lorenzo, and thy love. 28 

Jessica. Lorenzo, certain; and my love indeed, 
For whom love Iso much ? And now who knows 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 

LORENZO. Heaven and thy thoughts are witness that 


thou art. 32 
gessicaA. Here, catch this casket; it is worth the 
pains. 


T am glad ’tis night, you do not look on me, 
For Iam much asham’d of my exchange ; 
But love is blind, and lovers cannot see 36 
The pretty follies that themselves commit ; 
For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 39 
LORENZO. Descend,for you must be my torch-bearer. 
Jessica. What! must I hold a candle to my shames ? 
They in themselves, good sooth, are too-too light. 
Why, ’tis an office of discovery, love, 
And I should be obscur’d. 
LORENZO. So are you, sweet, 44 
Even in the lovely garnish of a boy Bi oT 
But come at once; i 
For the close night doth play the runaway, © . 
And we are stay’d for ‘at: Bassanio’s feast... < ©. ~ 9.48 
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Jessica. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself 
With some more ducats, and be with you straight. 


[Exit above. 
GRATIANO. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 
LORENZO. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily; 52 


For she is wise, if I can judge of her, 

And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true, 

And true she is, as she hath prov’d herself ; 

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true, 56 
Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 


Enter JESSICA. 
What, art thou come? On, gentlemen; away ! 
Our masquing mates by this time for us stay. 
[Exit with Jessica and SALaRINo. 
Enter ANTONIO. . ( 

ANTONIO. Who’s there ? pp 

GRATIANO. Signior Antonio ! 

ANTONIO. Fie, fie, Gratiano! where are all the rest ? 
*Tis nine o’clock ; our friends all stay for you. . 
No masque to-night : the wind is come about ; 64 
Bassanio presently will go aboard: 

I have sent twenty out to seek for you, 

GRATIANO. Jam glad on’t: I desire no more delight 

Than to be under sail and gone to-night. {Exeunt. 


Scene VII.—Belmont. A Room in Porria’s House. 
Flourish of Cornets. Enter Portia, with the Prince oF 
Morocco, and their Trains. 

PORTIA. Go, draw aside the curtains, and discover 

The several caskets to this noble prince. 
Now make your choice. 
morocco. The first, of gold, which this inscription 
bears: — 4 
Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire,” 
The second, silver, which this promise carries : 
“Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.’ 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt : 8 
‘Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.’ 
How shall I know if I do choose the right ? 
porTiA. The one of them contains my picture, prince : 
If you choose that, then I am yours withal. 12 
MOROCCO. ‘Some god direct my judgment! Let me see: 
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I will survey the inscriptions back again : 

What says this leaden casket ¢ 15 
‘ Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.’ 
Must give: For what? for lead ? hazard for lead ? 
This casket threatens.. Men that hazard all 

Do it in hope of fair advantages : 

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross ; 20 
I'll then nor give nor hazard aught for lead. 

What says the silver with her virgin hue ? 

‘Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.’ 
As much as he deserves! Pause there, Morocco, 24 
And weigh thy value with an even hand. 

If thou be’st rated by thy estimation, 

Thou dost deserve enough; and yet enough 

May not extend so far as to the lady : 28 
And yet to be afeard of my deserving 

Were but a weak disabling of myself. 

As much as I deserve! Why, that’s the lady: 

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 32 
In graces, and in qualities of breeding ; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray’d no further, but chose here ? 

Let ’s see once more this saying grav’d in gold: ° — 36 
‘Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.’ 
Why, that’s the lady: all the world desires her ; 

From the four corners of the earth they come, 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal-breathing saint : 40 
The Hyrcanian deserts and the vasty wilds 

Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now 

For princes to come view fair Portia : 

The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head 44 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 

To stop the foreign spirits, but they come, 

As o’er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 48 
Is ’t like that lead contains her?) "T'were damnation 
To think so base a thought : it were too gross 

To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall I think in silver she ’s immur’d, 52 
Being ten times undervalu’d to tried gold ? 

O sinful thought! Never so rich a gem 

Was set in worse than gold. They have in England ~* 
A coin that bears the figure of an angel ee ne 
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Stamped in gold, but that’s insculp’d upon ; 
But here an angel in a golden bed 
Lies all within. Deliver me the key : 


Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may ! 60 
Portia. There, take it, prince; and if my form lie 
there, 
Then Iam yours. {He unlocks the golden casket. 
MOROCCO. O hell! what have we here ? 
A carrion Death, within whose empty. eye 
There is a written scroll. I'll read the writing. 64 


All that glisters is not gold; 

Often have you heard that told : 

Many a man his life hath sold 

But my outside to behold : 68 
Gilded tombs do worms infold. 

Had you been as wise as bold, 

Young in limbs, in judgment. old, 

Your answer had not been inscroll’d : 72 
Fare you well; your suit is cold. 


Cold, indeed ; and labour lost : 
Then, farewell, heat, and welcome, frost ! 
Portia, adieu. I have too griev’d a heart 76 
To take a tedious leave : thus losers part. 
[Exit with his Train. Flourish of Cornets. 
PporTIA. <A gentle riddance. Draw the curtains: go. 
Let ail of his complexion choose me so. 0" [Exeunt. 


Scene VIII.—Venice. A Street. 
Enter Sauartno and SaLanio, , 
SALARINO. Why, man, I saw Bassanio under sail : 
With him is Gratiano gone along ; 
And in their ship ’'m sure Lorenzo jis not. 
SALANIO. The villain Jew with outcries rais’d the duke, 
Who went with him to search Bassanio’s ship. 5 
SALARINO. He came too late, the ship was under sail : 
But there the duke was given to understand 
That in a gondola were seen together 8 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica. 
Besides, Antonio certified the duke 
They were not with Bassanio in his ship. 
SALANIO. I never heard a passion so confus’d, 12 
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So strange, outrageous, and so variable, 

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets : 

‘My daughter! O my ducats! O my daughter ! 

Fled with a Christian ! O my Christian ducats ! 16 

Justice! the law! my ducats, and my daughter ! 

A sealed bag, two sealed bags of ducats, 

Of double ducats, stol’n from me by my daughter ! 

And jewels! two stones, two rich and precious stones, 

Stol’n by my daughter! Justice! find the girl ! 21 

She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats.’ 
SALARINO. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him, 

Crying, his stones, his daughter, and his ducats. 24 
SALANIO. Let good Antonio look he keep his day, 

Or he shall pay for this. 


SALARINO. Marry, well remember’d. 
I reason’d with a Frenchman yesterday, 
Who told me,—in the narrow seas that part 28 


The French and English,—there miscarried 

A vessel of our country richly fraught. 

I thought upon Antonio when he told me, 

And wish’d in silence that it were not his. 32 
SALANIO. You were best to tell Antonio what you hear ; 

Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 
SALARINO. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth. 

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part : 36 

Bassanio told him he would make some speed 

Of his return: he answer’d ‘ Do not so; 

Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio, 

But stay the very riping of the time ; 40 

And for the Jew’s bond which he hath of me, 

Let it not enter in your mind of love : 

Be merry, and employ your chiefest thoughts 

To courtship and such fair ostents of love 44 

As shall conveniently become you there’ 

And even there, his eye being big with tears, 

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 

And with affection wondrous sensible 48 

He wrung Bassanio’s hand ; and so they parted. 
SALANIO. I think he only loves the world for him. 

I pray thee, let us go and find him out, 


And quicken his embraced heaviness 52 
With some delight or other. 
SALABINO A209 Ci GOK Do we so.» -~ ~ [Exeunt. 
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Scene IX.—Belmont. A Room in Portta’s House. 
Enter Nerissa, with a Servitor. 
NERISSA. Quick, quick, I pray thee ; draw the curtain 
straight : 
The Prince of Arragon hath ta’en his oath 
And comes to his election presently. 


Flourish of Cornets. Enter the Prince oF ARRAGON, Portia, 
and their Trains. 


PORTIA. Behold, there stands the caskets, noble prince : 
If you choose that wherein I am contain’d, 5 
Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz’d ; 

But if you fail, without more speech, my lord, | 


You must be gone from hence immediately. 8 
ARRAGON. I am enjoin’d by oath to observe three 
things : 


First, never to unfold to any one 
Which casket ’twas I chose; next, if I fail 


Of the right casket, never in my life 12 
To woo a maid in way of marriage ; 

Lastly, 

If [ do fail in fortune of my choice, 

Immediately to leave you and be gone. 16 


porTIA. To these injunctions every one doth swear 
That comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

ARRAGON. And so have I address’d me. Fortune now 
To my heart’s hope! Gold, silver, and base lead. 20 
‘Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath’: 
You shall look fairer, ere I give or hazard. 

What says the golden chest ? ha! let me see: 23 
‘Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.’ 
What many men desire! that ‘many’ may be meant 
By the fool multitude, that choose by show, 

Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach ; 27 
Which pries not to the interior, but, like the martlet, 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Even in the force and road of casualty. 

I will not choose what many men desire, 

Because I will not jump with common spirits 32 
And rank me with the barbarous multitude. 

Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house ;' 

Tell me once more what title thou dost bear :) — 
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‘Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.’ 

And well said too; for who shall go about 31 

To cozen fortune and be honourable 

Without the stamp of merit ? Let none presume 

To wear an undeserved dignity. 40 

O! that estates, degrees, and offices 

Were not deriv’d corruptly, and that clear honour 

Were purchas’d by the merit of the wearer. 

How many then should cover that stand bare ; 44 

How many be commanded that command ; 

How much low peasantry would then be glean’d 

From the true seed of honour; and how much honour 

Pick’d from the chaff and ruin of the times 48 

To~be new varnish’d ! Well, but to my choice : 

“Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.’ 

I will assume desert. Give me a key for this, 

And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 52 

[He opens the silver casket. 

porTIA. Too longa pause for that which you find there. 
ARRAGON. What’s here ? the portrait of a blinking 


idiot, 
Presenting me a schedule! I will read it. 
How much unlike art thou to Portia ! 56 


How much unlike my hopes and my deservings ! 
“Who chooseth me shall havé as much as he deserves.’ 
Did I deserve no more than a fool’s head 2? 
Is that my prize ? are my deserts no better ? 60 
PorRTIA. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices, 
And of opposed natures. 
ARRAGON,. What is here ? 


The fire seven times tried this : 

Seven times tried that judgment, is 64 
That did never choose amiss. 

Some there be that shadows kiss ; 

Such have but a shadow’s bliss : 
There be fools alive, I wis, PO, 68 
Silver’d o’er ;. and so was this. 

Take what wife you will.to bed, 

I will ever be your head : 

So be gone, sir: you are sped. 12 


Still more fool I shall appear 
By the time I linger here : 
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With one fool’s head I came to woo, ; 
But I go away with two. 76 
Sweet, adieu. Dll keep my oath, Al 
Patiently to bear my wroth. [Exit Arracoy with his Train. 


PORTIA. _ Thus hath the candle sing’d the moth. 
O, these deliberate fools ! when they do choose, 80 
They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 

NERISSA. The ancient saying is no heresy : 
“ Hanging and wiving goes by destiny.’ 

PORTIA. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 84 


Enter a Servant. 
SERVANT. Where is my lady ? 
PORTIA. Here; what would my lord ? 
SERVANT. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To signify the approaching of his lord ; 88 
From whom he bringeth sensible regreets, 
To wit,—besides commends and courteous breath,— 
Gifts of rich value. Yet I have not seen 
So likely an embassador of love. 92 
A day in April never came so sweet, 
To show how costly summer was at hand, 
As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 
portTia. No more, I pray thee: I am half afeard 
Thou wilt say anon he is some kin to thee, 97 
Thou spend’st such high-day wit in praising him. 
Come, come, Nerissa ; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid’s post that comes so mannerly. 100 
NERISSA., Bassanio, lord Love, if thy will it be! [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 


Screnn I.—Venice.. A Street. 
Enter SaLanto and SALARINO. 

SALANIO, Now, what news on the Rialto ? 

SALARINO.| Why, yet it lives there unchecked that 
Antonio hath a ship of rich lading wracked on the narrow 
seas.; the Goodwins, I think they call the place; a very 
dangerous flat, and fatal, where the carcasses of many 
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a tall ship lie buried, as they say, if my gossip Report 
be an honest woman of her word. 7 

SALANIO. I would she were as lying a gossip in that 
as ever knapped ginger, or made her neighbours believe 
she wept for the death of a third husband. But it is 
true,—without any slips of prolixity or crossing the 
plain highway of talk,—that the good Antonio, the 
honest Antonio,—O, that I had a title good enough to 
keep his name company !— 

SALARINO. Come, the full stop. 

SALANIO. -Ha! what sayst thou ? Why, the end is, 
he hath lost a ship. 17 

SALARINO. I would it might prove the end of his 
losses. 

SALANIO. Let me say ‘amen’ betimes, lest the devil 
cross my prayer, for here he comes in the likeness of 
a Jew. 22 

Enter SHYLOCK. 
How now, Shylock! what news among the merchants ? 

SHYLOCK. You knew, none so well, none so well as 
you, of my daughter’s flight. 25 

SALARINO. That’s certain: I, for my part, knew the 
tailor that made the wings she flew withal. 

SALANIO. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the 
bird was fledged ; and then it is the complexion of them 
all to leave the dam. 30 

SHYLOCK. She is damned for it. 

SALARINO. That’s certain, if the devil may be her 
judge. 

SHYLOCK. My own flesh and blood to rebel ! 

SALANIO. Out upon it, old carrion! rebels it at these 
years ? 36 

SHYLOCK. I say my daughter is my flesh and blood. 

SALARINO. There is more difference between thy flesh 
and hers than between jet and ivory; more between 
your bloods than there is between red wine and Rhenish. 
But tell us, do you hear whether Antonio have had any 
loss at sea or no ? 42 

SHYLOCK. There I have another bad match: a bank- 
rupt; a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on the 
Rialto ; a beggar, that used to come so smug upon the - 
mart; let him look to‘his bond: he was wont to call’ 
me usurer ; let him look to his bond: he was wont to~ 
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lend. money for a Christian courtesy ; let him look to 
his bond. 49 

SALARINO. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit thou wilt not 
take his flesh: what ’s that good for ? 

SHYLOCK. To bait fish withal: if it will feed nothing 
else, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me, 
and hindered me half a million, laughed at my losses, 
mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, thwarted 
my bargains, cooled my friends, heated mine enemies ; 
and what’s his reason? I ama Jew. Hath not a Jew 
eyes ? hath not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, 
affections, passions? fed with the same food, hurt 
with the same weapons, subject to the same diseases, 
healed, by the same means, warmed: and cooled by the 
same winter and summer, as a Christian is? If you 
prick us, do we not bleed ? if you tickle us, do we not 
laugh ? if you poison us, do we not die? and if you 
wrong us, Shall we not revenge ? If we are like you in 
the rest, we will resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong 
a Christian, what is his humility? Revenge. If a 
Christian wrong a Jew, what should his sufferance be 
by Christian example? Why, revenge. The villany you 
teach me I will execute, and it shall .go hard but I will 
better the instruction. 71, 


Enter a Servant. 
SERVANT. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at. his 
house, and desires to speak with you both. 
SALARINO. We have been up and down to seek him. 


Enter TURAL. : 
SALANIO. Here comes another of the tribe: a third 
cannot be matched, unless the devil himself turn Jew. 
[Exeunt SALANIO, SALARINO and Servant, 
SHYLOCK. How now, Tubal! what news from 
Genoa ? Hast thou found my daughter ? 
TUBAL. I oftem came where I did hear of her, but 
cannot find her. 80 
SHYLOCK. Why there, there, there! a diamond gone,, 
cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort !. The curse 
never fell upon our nation till now; I never felt it till 
now : two thousand ducats in that ; and other precious, 
precious jewels. I would my daughter were dead at my 
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foot, and the jewels in her ear! would she were hearsed 
at my foot, and the ducats in her coffin! No news of 
them? Why, so: and I know not what’s spent in the 
search : Why thouloss upon loss! the thief gone with 
so much, and so much to find the thief ; and no satisfac- 
tion, no revenge: nor no ill luck stirring but what lights 
on my shoulders; no sighs but of my breathing; no tears 
but of my shedding. © 93 

TUBAL: Yes, other men have ill luck too. Antonio, 
as I heard in Genoa,— 

SHYLOCK. What, what, what ? ill luck, ill luck ? 


TUBAL. —hath an argosy cast away; coming from 
Tripolis. 

sHyLock. I thank God! I thank God! Is ‘it true? 
is it true ? 100 


TUBAL. | I spoke with some of the sailors that escaped 
the wrack. 

sHyLock. I thank thee, good Tubal. Good news, 
good news! ha, ha! Where? in Genoa ? 104 

TUBAL. \ Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, 
one night, fourscore ducats. 

sHyLock. Thou stick’st a dagger in me: I shall never 
see my gold again : fourscore ducats at a sitting! four- 
score ducats ! 109 

TUBAL. There came divers of Antonio’s creditors in 
my company to Venice, that swear he cannot choose but 
break. 112 

SHYLOCK. Iam very glad of it: Tll plague him; I'll 
torture him: [am glad of it. 

TUBAL. One of them showed me a ring that he had 
of your daughter for a monkey. 116 

SHYLOCK. Outuponher! Thou torturest me, Tubal: 
it was my turquoise; I had it of Leah when I was 
a bachelor: I would not have given it for a wilderness 
of monkeys. 120 

TUBAL. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

SHYLOCK. Nay, that’s true, that ’s’véry true. Go, 
Tubal, fee me an officer; bespeak him a fortnight 
before. ‘Twill have the heart of him, if he forfeit ; for, 
were he out of Venice, I can make what merchandise 
I will. Go, go, Tubal, and meet me at our synagogue = 
go, good Tubal; at our synagogue, Tubal: (Exeunt. 
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Screnz II.—Belmont. A Room in Portta’s House. 
Enter Bassanro, Portia, Gratiano, Nerissa, and Attendants, 

PORTIA. I pray you, tarry :, pause a day or two 

Before you hazard ; for, in choosing wrong, 

I lose your company: therefore, forbear awhile. 

There ’s something tells me, but. it is not love, 4 
I would not lose you; and you know yourself, 

Hate counsels not in such a quality. 

But lest you should not understand me well,— 

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,— & 
I would detain you here some month or two 

Before you venture for me. I could teach you 

How to choose right, but then I am forsworn ; 

So will I never be : so may you miss me ; 12 
But 1t you do, you’ll make me wish a sin, 

That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes, 

They have o’erlook’d me and divided me: 

One half of me is yours, the other half yours, 16 
Mine own, I would say ; but if mine, then yours, 

And so all yours. O! these naughty times 

Put bars between the owners and their rights ; 

And so, though yours, not yours. Prove it so, 20 
Let fortune go to hell for it, not I. 

I speak too long ; but ’tis to peise the time, 

To eke it and to draw it out in length, 

To stay you from election. 

BASSANIO. Let me choose ; 24 
For as I am, I live upon the rack. 

porTIA. Upon the rack, Bassanio! then confess 
What treason there is mingled with your love. 

BASSANIO. None but that ugly treason of mistrust, 
Which makes me fear th’ enjoying of my love : 29 
There may as well be amity and life 
*Tween snow and fire, as treason. and my love. 

porTia. Ay, but I fear you speak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do speak anything. 33 

BASSANIO. Promise me life, and I’ll confess the truth. 

Portia. Well then, confess, and live. 

BASSANIO. ‘Confess’ and ‘love’ 
Had been the very sum of my confession : 36)" 
O happy torment, when my torturer ral ol 
Doth teach me answers fer deliverance ! 
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But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

portia. Away then! I am lock’d in one of them : 
If you do love me, you will find me out. 41 
Nerissa and the rest, stand all aloof. 
Let music sound while he doth make his choice ; 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 44 
Fading in music: that the comparison 
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream 
And watery death-bed for him. He may win ; 
And what is music then ? then music is 48 
Even asthe flourish when true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch : such it is 
As are those dulcet sounds in break of day 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom’s ear, 52 
And summon him to marriage. Now he goes, 
With no less presence, but with much more love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 56 
To the sea-monster: I stand for sacrifice ; 
The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives, 
With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules ! 60 
Live thou, I live: with much, much more dismay 
I view the fight than thou that mak’st the fray. 


[A Song, whilst Bassanio comments on the caskets to himself. 


Tell me where is fancy bred, 
Or in the heart or in the head 2? 64 
How begot, how nourished ? 


Reply, reply. 


It is engender’d in the eyes, 
With gazing fed; and fancy dies 68 
In the cradle where it lies. 
Let us all ring fancy’s knell : 
I'll begin it.—Ding, dong, bell. 
ALL. Ding, dong, bell. 12 


BASSANIO. So may the outward shows be least them- 
selves : 
The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt 
But, being season’d with a gracious voice, i 16 
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Obscures the show of evil? In religion, 

What damned error, but some sober brow 

Will bless it and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ? 80 
There is no vice so simple but assumes 

Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 

As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 84 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars, 

Who, inward search’d, have livers white as milk ; 

And these assume but valour’s excrement 

To render them redoubted !_ Look on beauty, 88 
And you shall see ’tis purchas’d by the weight : 

Which therein works a miracle in nature, 

Making them lightest that wear most of it : 

So are those crisped snaky golden locks 92 
Which make such wanton gambols with the wind, 
Upon supposed fairness, often known 

To be the dowry of a second head, 

The skull that bred them, in the sepulchre. 96 
Thus ornament is but the guiled shore 

To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 100 
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold, 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee ; 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
*Tween man and man: but thou, thou meagre lead, 
Which rather threat’nest than dost promise aught, 

Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence, 106 
And here choose I: joy be the consequence ! 

PORTIA. [Aside.] How all the other passions fleet to air, 
As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac’d despair, —_109 
And shuddering fear, and green-ey’d jealousy. 

O love! be moderate ; allay thy ecstasy ; 

In measure rain thy joy ; scant this excess ; 112 
I feel too much thy blessing ; make it less. 

For fear I surfeit ! ' 

BASSANIO. What find I here ? [Opening the leaden casket. 
Fair Portia’s counterfeit ! What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes ? 116 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 

Seem they in motion ? Here are sever’d lips, 


‘ 
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Parted with sugar breath ; so sweét)a bar 

Should sunder such sweet friends. Here, in her hairs 
The painter plays the spider, and hath woven 121 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men 

Faster than gnats in cobwebs : but her eyes !— 

How could he see to do them ? having made one, | 124 
Methinks it should have power to steal both his 

And leave itself unfurnish’d : yet look, how far 

The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow 

In underprizing it, so far this shadow 128 
Doth limp behind the substance. Here’s the seroll, 

The continent and summary of my fortune. 


You that choose not by the view, 

Chance as fair and choose as true ! 132 
Since this fortune falls to you, 

Be content and seek no new. 

Ifyou be well pleas’d with this 

And hold your fortune for your bliss, 136 
Turn you where your lady is 

And claim her with a loving kiss. 


A gentle scroll. Fair lady, by yourleave; {Kissing her. 

I come by note, to give and to receive. 140 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in people’s eyes, 

Hearing applause and universal shout, 

Giddy in spirit, still gazing ina doubt 144 

Whether those peals of praise be his or no; - 

So, thrice-fair lady, stand I, even so, 

As doubtful whether what I see be true, 

Until confirm’d, sign’d, ratified. by you. 148 
PORTIA. You see me, Lord Bassanio, where I stand, 

Such as lam: though for myself alone 

I would not be ambitious in my wish, 

To wish myself much better ; yet, for you 152 

I would be trebled twenty times myself ; 

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times 

More rich ; 

That only to stand high in your account, » 156 

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 

Exceed account : but.the full.sum of me 

Is sum of nothing ;_ which, to term in, gross, w 0 

Is an unlesson’d girl, unschool’d, unpractis’d; | 160° 


SCENEU] -THE MERCHANT OF VENICE 631 


Happy in this, sheis not yet so old 
But she may learn; happier than this, 
She is not bred so dull but she can learn ; 
Happiest of all is that her gentle spirit 164 
Commits itself to yours to be directed, 
As from her lord, her governor, her king. 
Myself and what is mine to you and yours 
Is now converted : but now I was the lord 168 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 
Queen o’er myself; and even now, but now, 
This house, these servants, and this same myself 
Are yours, my lord. I give them with this ring ;) * 172 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away, 
Let it presage the ruin of your love, 
And be my vantagetoexclaimon you. © 4! 
BASSANIO. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins; 177 
And there is such confusion in my powers, ‘ 
As, after some oration fairly spoke a 
By a beloved prince, there: doth appear 180 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude ; 
Where every something, being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, 
Express’d and not express’d. But when this ring 184 
Parts from this finger, then parts'life from hence : 
O! then-be bold to say Bassanio’s dead. 
NERISSA. My lord and lady,it is now our time, 
That have stood by and seen our wishes prosper, 188 
To ery, good joy. Good joy, my lord and lady ! 
GRATIANO. My Lord Bassanio and my gentle lady, 
I wish you all the joy that ‘you ¢an wish ; | 
For I am sure you can wish none from me:  ‘ 192 
And when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you, 
Even at that time I may be married too. 
BASSANIO. With all my heart, so thou canst get a 


wife. 196 
»GRATIANO. I thank your lordship,you ‘have got me 
one O14 


My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as ‘yours : 

You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ; 
You lov’d, I lov’d for intermission. 200 
No more pertains to me, my lord; than you. iv 
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Your fortune stood upon .the caskets there, 

And so did mine too, as the matter falls ; 

For wooing here until I sweat again, 204 
And swearing till my very roof was dry | 
With oaths of love, at last, if promise last, 

I got a promise of this fair one here 


To have her love, provided that your fortune 208 
Achiev’d her mistress. 
PORTIA. . Is this true, Nerissa ? 


NERISSA. _Madam, it is, so you stand pleas’d withal. 
BASSANIO. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ? 
“)-GRATIANO. Yes, faith, my lord. 212 
BASSANIO, Our feast shall be much honour’d in your 
~ marriage. 
GRATIANO. We'll play with them the first boy for 
a thousand ducats. 
NERISSA. What! and stake down ? 216 
GRATIANO. No; we shall ne’er win at that sport, and 
stake down. 
But who comes here ?. Lorenzo and his infidel 2? 
What ! and my old Venetian friend, Salanio ? 220 


Enter LoRENzO, JESSICA, and SALANTO. 
BASSANIO. Lorenzo, and Salanio, welcome hither, 
If that the youth of my new interest here 
Have power to bid you welcome. By your leave, 


I bid my very friends and countrymen, 224 
Sweet Portia, welcome. 
PORTIA. So do I, my lord: 


They are entirely welcome. 

LORENZ. I thank your honour. For my part, my lord, 
My purpose was not to have seen you hete ; 228 
But meeting with Salanio by the way, 

He did entreat me, past all saying nay, 
To come with him along. 


SALANIO. I did, my lord, 
And I have reason for it. Signior Antonio 232 
Commends him to you. . [Gives Bassanto a letter. 
BASSANIO. Ere I ope his letter, 


TI pray you, tell me how my good friend doth. - 
SALANIO. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind; 
Nor well, unless in mind: his letter there 236 
Will show you his estate. . .. rian A 
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GRATIANO. Nerissa,cheeryon stranger; bid her welcome. 
Your hand, Salanio. What ’s the news from Venice ? 
How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio ? 240 
I know he will be glad of our success ; 

We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 
SALANIO. I would you had won the fleece that he hath 


lost. 
PoRTIA. There are some shrewd contents in yon same 
paper, 244 


That steal the colour from Bassanio’s cheek : 

Some dear friend dead, else nothing in the world 

Could turn so much the constitution 

Of any constant man. What, worse and worse ! 248 
With leave, Bassanio; I am half yourself, 

And I must freely have the half of anything 

That this same paper brings you. 

BASSANIO. O sweet Portia ! 
Here are a few of the unpleasant’st words 252 
That ever blotted paper. Gentle lady, 

When I did first impart my love to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth I had 

Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman : 256 
And then | told you true; and yet, dear lady, 

Rating myself at nothing, you shall see 

How much [| was a braggart. When I told you 

My state was nothing, I should then have told you 260 
That I was worse than nothing ; for, indeed, 

I have engag’d myself to a dear friend, 

Engag’d my friend to his mere enemy, 

To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady ; 264 
The paper as the body of my friend, 

And every word in it a gaping wound, 

Issuing life-blood. But is iv true, Salanio ? 

Hath all his ventures fail’d 2? What, not one hit? 268 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 

From Lisbon, Barbary, and India ? 

And not one vessel ’scape the dreadful touch 

Of merchant-marring rocks ? 

SALANIO. Not one, my lord. 272 
Besides, it should appear, that if he had 
The present money to discharge the Jew, 

He would not take it. Never did I know 
A creature, that did bear the shape of man, 1 26 
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So keen and greedy to confound a man., 

He plies the duke at morning and at night, 

And doth impeach the freedom of the state, 

If they deny him justice: twenty merchants, 280 

The duke himself, and the magnificoes 

Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him ; 

But none can drive him from the envious plea 

Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 284 
gEssIcA. When I was with him, I have heard him swear 

To Tubal and to Chus, his countrymen, 

That he would rather have Antonio’s flesh 

Than twenty times the value of the sum 288 

That he did owe him; and I know, my lord, 

If law, authority, and power deny not, 

It will go hard with poor Antonio. 291 
PoRTIA. Is it your dear friend that is thus in trouble ? 
BASSANIO. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man, 

The best-condition’d and unwearied spirit 

In doing courtesies, and one in whom 

The ancient Roman honour more appears 296 

Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

PORTIA. What sum owes he the Jew ? 

BASSANIO. For me, three thousand ducats. 

PORTIA. What, no more ? 
Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond ; 300 
Double six thousand, and then treble that, 
Before a friend of this description 
Shall lose a hair thorough Bassanio’s fault. 

First go with me to church and call me wife, 304 

And then away to Venice to-your friend ; 

For never shall you lie by Portia’s side 

With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold 

To pay the petty debt twenty times over : 308 

When it is paid, bring your true friend along. 

My maid Nerissa and myself meantime, 

Will live as maids and widows. Come, away ! 

For you shall hence upon your wedding-day. 312 

Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer; | 

Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. 

But let me hear the letter of your friend. 315 


BASSANIO. ‘Sweet Bassanio, my ships have.all mis- 
carried, my creditors grow cruel, my estate is very low, 
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my bond to the Jew is forfeit; ‘and since, in paying 
it, it is: impossible I should live, all debts are cleared 
between you and I, if I might but see you at my death. 
Notwithstanding, use your pleasure : if your love do not 
persuade you to come, let not my letter.’ 322 


PporTIA. O love, dispatch all business, and be gone! 
BASSANIO. Since I have your good leave to go away, 
I will make haste ; but, till I come again, 

No bed shall e’er be guilty of my stay, 326 
Nor rest be interposer *twixt us twain. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—Venice. A Street. 
Enter SHyLock, SaLartno, ANTONIO, and Gaoler. 
SHYLOCK. Gaoler, look to him: tell not me of mercy ; 
This is the fool that lent out money gratis : 
Gaoler, look to him. 


ANTONIO. Hear me yet, good Shylock. 
SHYLOCK. Ill have my bond; speak not against my 
bond : 4 


I have sworn an oath that I will have my bond. 
Thou call’dst me dog before thou hadst a cause, 
But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs : 
The duke shall grant me justice. I do wonder, 8 
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond 
To come abroad with him at his request. 
ANTONIO. I pray thee, hear me speak. j 
SHYLOCK. Ill have my bond; Iwill not hear thee speak: 
T’ll have my bond, and therefore speak no more. ‘13 
I'll not be made a soft and dull-eyed fool, 
To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not ; 16 
I'll have no speaking ; I will have my bond. (Exit. 
SALARINO. It is the most impenetrable cur 
That ever kept with men. 
ANTONIO. Let him alone : 
I'll follow him no more with bootless prayers. 20 
He seeks my life; his reason well I know. 
I oft deliver’d from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me ; 
Therefore he hates me. 
SALARINO. I am sure the duke 24) 
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Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 
ANTONIO. The duke cannot deny the course of law : 
For the commodity that strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be denied, 28 
’Twill much impeach the justice of the state ; 
Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go: 
These griefs and losses have so bated me, 32 
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
To-morrow to my bloody creditor. 
Well, gaoler, on. Pray God, Bassanio come 
To see me pay his debt, and then I care not ! (Exeunt. 
Scene IV.—Belmont. A Room in Portia’s House. 
Enter Portia, Nerissa, LoRENzO, Jessica, and BALTHAZAR. 
LORENZO. Madam, although I speak it in your 
presence, 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity ; which appears most strongly 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 
But if you knew to whom you show this honour, 
How true a gentleman you send relief, 
How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 
I know you would be prouder of the work 8 
Than customary bounty can enforce you. 
PoRTIA. I never did repent for doing good, 
Nor shall not now: for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together, 12 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There must be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit ; 
Which makes me think that this Antonio, 16 
Being the bosom lover of my lord, 
Must needs be like my lord. If it be so, 
How little is the cost I have bestow’d 
In purchasing the semblance of my soul 20 
From out the state of hellish cruelty ! 
This comes too near the praising of myself ; 
Therefore, no more of it : hear other things. * 
Lorenzo, I commit into your hands Vail 24 
The husbandry and manage of my. house 
Until my lord’s return: for mine own part, 
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I have toward heaven breath’d a secret vow 

To live in prayer and contemplation, 28 

Only attended by Nerissa here, 

Until her husband and my lord’s return. 

There is a monastery two miles off, 

And there will we abide. I do desire you 32 

Not to deny this imposition, 

The which my love and some necessity 

Now lays upon you. 
LORENZO. Madam, with all my heart : 

I shall obey you in all fair commands. 36 
PORTIA. My people do already know my mind, 

And will acknowledge you and Jessica 

In place of Lord Bassanio and myself. 


So fare you well till we shall meet again. 40 
LORENZO. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on 
you ! 


Jessica. I wish your ladyship all heart’s content. 
PoRTIA. I thank you for your wish, and am well pleas’d 
To wish it back on you: fare you well, Jessica. 44 
: {Exeunt Jessica and LoRENzo. 
Now, Balthazar, 
As I have ever found thee honest-true, 
So let me find thee still. Take this same letter, 
And use thou all the endeavour of a man 48 
In speed to Padua: see thou render this 
Into my cousin’s hand, Doctor Bellario ; 
And, look, what notes and garments he doth give thee, 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin’d speed 52 
Unto the traject, to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venice. Waste no time in words, 
But get thee gone: I shall be there before thee. 
BALTHAZAR. Madam, I go with all convenient speed. 
[Exit. 
PORTIA. Come on, Nerissa: I have work in hand 
That you yet know not of : we’ll see our husbands 
Before they think of us. 
NERISSA. Shall they see us ? 59 
porta. They shall, Nerissa ; but in such a habit 
That they shall think we are accomplished 
With that we lack. I’ll hold thee any wager, 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
Tl prove the prettier fellow of the two. | 64 
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And wear my dagger with the braver grace, 
And speak between the change of man and boy 
With a reed voice, and turn two mincing steps 
Into a manly stride, and speak of frays 68 
Like a fine bragging youth, and tell quaint lies, 
How honourable ladies sought my love, 
Which I denying, they fell sick and died : 
I could not do withal ; then I'll repent, 712 
And wish, for all that, that I had not kill’d them : 
And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell, 
That men shall swear I have discontinu’d school 
Above a twelvemonth. I have within my mind 76 
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks, 
Which I will practise. 
NERISSA. Why, shall we turn to men ? 
PORTIA. Fie, what a question’s that, 
If thou wert near a lewd interpreter ! 80 
But come: I'll tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the park gate ; and therefore haste away, 
For we must measure twenty miles to-day. [Exeunt. 


Scene V.—The Same.—A Garden. 
Enter LauncELoT and JESSICA. 

LAUNCELOT. Yes, truly; for, look you, the sins of 
the father are to be laid upon the children ; therefore, 
I promise you, I fear you. I was always plain with you, 
and so now I speak my agitation of the matter : therefore 
be of good cheer; for, truly, I think you are damned. 
There is but one hope in it that can do you any good, 
and that is but a kind of bastard hope neither. 

JEssica. And what hopeis that, I pray thee ? 8 

LAUNCELOT. Marry, you may partly hope that your 
father got you not, that you are not the Jew’s daughter. 

JEssica. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed : 
so the sins of my mother should be visited upon me.’ 

LAUNCELOT. Truly then I fear you are damned’ both 
by father and mother: thus when I shun Scylla, your 
father, I fall into Charybdis, your mother: well, you 
are gone both ways. 16 

Jessica. I shall be saved by my husband ; he hath 
made me a Christian. id svorg ! 
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LAUNCELOT, ‘Truly the more to blame he: we were 
Christians enow before; e’en as many as could well live 
one by another. This making of Christians. will raise 
the price of hogs: if we grow all to be pork-eaters, 
we shall not shortly have a rasher on the coals for 
money. 24 

Jessica. I'll tell my husband, Launcelot, what you 
say : here he comes. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

LORENZO. [shall grow jealous of you shortly, Launce- 
lot, if you thus get my wife into corners. 28 

Jessica. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo: 
Launcelot and I are out. He tells me flatly, there is no 
mercy for me in heaven, because I am a Jew’s daughter : 
and he says you are no good member of the common: 
wealth, for, in converting Jews to Christians, you raise 
the price of pork, 34 

LORENZO. I shall answer that better to the common- 
wealth than you can the getting up of the negro’s belly : 
the Moor is with child by you, Launcelot. 37 

LAUNCELOT. It is much that the Moor should be more 
than reason; but if she be less than an honest woman, 
she is indeed more than I took her for. 40 

LORENZO. How every fool can play upon the word ! 
I think the best grace of wit will shortly turn into 
silence, and discourse grow commendable in none only 
but parrots. Go in, sirrah: bid them prepare for 
dinner. 45 

LAUNCELOT, That is done, sir; they have: all 
stomachs. 

LORENZO. Goodly Lord, what a wit-snapper are you ! 
then bid them prepare dinner. 49 

LAUNCELOT. That is done too, sir; only, ‘cover’ is 
the word. 

LORENZO. Will you cover, then, sir ? 52 

LAUNCELOT, Not so, sir, neither; I know my duty. 

LORENZO. Yet. more quarrelling with occasion ! 
Wilt thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in an 
instant ? I pray thee, understand a plain man in his 
plain meaning: go to thy fellows; bid them cover 
the table; serve in the meat, and we will come in to 
dinner. 59 

LAUNCELOT. For the table, sir, it shall be served in ; 


‘ 
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for the meat, sir, it shall be covered ; for your coming 
in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours and conceits 


shall govern. é [Exit. 
LORENZO. O dear discretion, how his words are suited ! 
The fool hath planted in his memory 65 


An army of good words: and I do know 
A many fools, that stand in better place, 
Garnish’d like him, that for a tricksy word 68 
Defy the matter. How cheer’st thou, Jessica ? 
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion ; 
How dost thou like the Lord Bassanio’s wife ? 

Jessica. Past all expressing. It is very meet, 72 
The Lord Bassanio live an upright life, 
For, having such a blessing in his lady, 
He finds the joys of heaven here on earth ; 
And if on earth he do not mean it, then 16 
In reason he should never come to heaven. 
Why, if two gods should play some heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Portia one, there must be something else 8 
Pawn’d with the other, for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 


LORENZO. Even such a husband 
Hast thou of me as she is for a wife. 
JEssica. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 84 


LORENZO. I will anon; first, let us go to dinner. 

Jessica. Nay, let me praise you while I havea stomach. 

LORENZO. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk ; 
Then howsoe’er thou speak’st, mong other things 88 
I shall digest it. 

JESSICA. Well, Pll set you forth. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 


Scrne I.—Venice. A Court of Justice. 
Enter the DuKE: the Magnificoes; Antonio, Bassanto, 
GRATIANO, SALARINO, SALANIO, and Others. 

DUKE. What, is Antonio here ? 

ANTONIO. Ready, so please your Grace. 

DUKE. Iam sorry for thee: thou art come to answe 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch ‘4 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty Wa 
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From any dram of mercy. 

ANTONIO. I have heard 
Your Grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course ; but since he stands obdurate, 8 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy’s reach, I do oppose 
My patience to his fury, and am arm’d 
To suffer with a quietness of spirit 12 
The very tyranny and rage of his. 

DUKE. Go one, and call the Jew into the court. 

eae He’s ready at the door: he comes, my 

ord. 
Enter SHYLOCE. 

DUKE. Make room, and let him stand before our face. 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too, 17 
That thou but iead’st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act ; and then ’tis thought 
Thou’lt show thy mercy and remorse more strange 20 
Than is thy strange-apparent cruelty ; 

And where thou now exact’st the penalty,— 
Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s flesh,— 
Thou wilt not only loose the forfeiture, 24 
But, touch’d with human gentleness and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 
Glancing an eye of pity on his losses, 
That have of late so huddled on his back, 28 
Enow to press a royal merchant down, 
And pluck commiseration of his state 
From brassy bosoms and rough hearts of flint, 
From stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train’d 32 
To offices of tender courtesy. 
We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 
‘SHYLOCK. I have possess’d your Grace of what I pur- 


ose ; 
And = our holy Sabbath have I sworn 36 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond : 
If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter and your city’s freedom. 
You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have 40 
A weight of carrion flesh than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : [ll not answer that.; 
But say itis my humour: isitanswer’d? — . 
What if my house be troubled with a rat, 44 

eH. I ¥ 
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And I be pleas’d to give ten thousand ducats 

To have it ban’d ? What, are you answer’d yet ? 

Some men there are love not a gaping pig ; 

Some, that are mad if they behold a cat ; 48 

And others, when the bagpipe sings i’ the nose, 

Cannot contain their urine: for affection, 

Mistress of passion, sways it to the mood 

Of what it likes, or loathes. Now, for your answer 

As there is no firm reason to be render’d, ‘ 53 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 

Why he, a harmless necessary cat ; 

Why he, a wauling bagpipe ; but of force 56 

Must yield to such inevitable shame 

As. to offend, himself being offended ; 

So can I give no reason, nor I will not, 

More than a lodg’d hate and a certain loathing 60 

I bear Antonio, that I follow thus 

A losing suit against him. Are you answer’d ? 
BASSANIO. ‘This is no answer, thou unfeeling man, 

To excuse the current of thy cruelty. 64 
SHYLOCK. Iam not boundto please thee with myanswer. 
BASSANIO. Doall men kill the things they do not love ? 
SHYLOCK. Hates any man the thing he would not kill 4 
BASSANIO. Every offence is not a hate at first. 68 
sHyLocK. What! wouldst thou have a serpent sting 

thee twice ? 

Antonto. I pray you, think you question with the Jew: 

You may as well go stand upon the beach, 

And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; 72 

You may as well use question with the wolf, 

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 

You may as well forbid the mountain pines 

To wag their high tops, and to make no noise 76 

When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven ; 

You may as well do anything most hard, 

As seek to soften that—than which what ’s harder ?— 

His Jewish heart : therefore, I do beseech you, 80 

Make no more offers, use no further means ; 

But with all brief and plain conveniency, 

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 
BASSANIO. For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 
sHyLock. If every ducat in six thousand ducats 85 

Were in six parts and every part a ducat, 
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I would not draw them; I would have my bond. 
DUKE. How shalt thou hope for mercy, rendering none? 
SHYLOCK. What judgment shall I dread, doing no 
wrong ? 89 
You have among you many a purchas’d slave, 
Which, like your asses and your dogs and mules, 
You use in abject and in slavish parts, 92 
Because you bought them: shall I say to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 
Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 96 
Be season’d with such viands ? You will answer : 
‘ The slaves are ours’ : so do I answer you: 
The pound of flesh which I demand of him, 
Is dearly bought ; ’tis mine and I will have it. 100 
If you deny me, fie upon your law ! 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice. 
I stand for judgment: answer; shall I have it ? 

DUKE. Upon my power I may dismiss this court, 
Unless Bellario, a learned doctor, 105 
Whom I have sent for to determine this, 

Come here to-day. 

SALARINO. My lord, here stays without 
A messenger with letters from the doctor, 108 
New come from Padua. 

DUKE. Bring us the letters: call the messenger. 

BASSANIO. Good cheer, Antonio! What, man, cour- 

age yet ! 
The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all,» 112 
Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

ANTONIO. I ama tainted wether of the flock, 
Meetest for death : the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground ; and so let me: 116 
You cannot better be employ’d, Bassanio, 

Than to live still, and write mine epitaph. 


Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer’s clerk. 


DUKE. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 119 
NERISSA. From both, my lord. Bellario greets your 
Grace. [Presents a letter. 


BASSANIO, Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly 4 
sHyLocK. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt 
there. 
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GRATIANO. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh 
Jew, 
Thou mak’st thy knife keen ; but no metal can, 124 
No, not the hangman’s axe, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee # 
SHYLOCK. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make. 
GRATIANO. O, be thou damn’d, inexecrable dog! 
And for thy life let justice be accus’d. 129 
Thou almost mak’st me waver in my faith 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That souls of animals infuse themselves 132 
Into the trunks of men: thy currish spirit 
Govern’d a wolf, who, hang’d for human slaughter, 
Eyen from the gallows did his fell soul fleet, 
And whilst thou lay’st in thy unhallow’d dam, 136 
Infus’d itself in thee ; for thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv’d, and ravenous. 
sHyLtock. Till thou canst rail the seal from off my 
bond, 
Thou but offend’st thy lungs to speak so loud : 140 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. I stand here for law. 
DUKE. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court. 144 
Where is he ? 
NERISSA. He attendeth here hard by, 
To know your answer, whether you'll admit him. 
DUKE. With all my heart: some three or four of you 
Go give him courteous conduct to this place. 148 
Meantime, the court shall hear Bellario’s letter. 


CLERK. ‘ Your Grace shall understand that at the 
receipt of your letter I am very sick; but in the instant 
that your messenger came, in loving visitation was with 
me a young doctor of Rome; his name is Balthazar. 
I acquainted him with the cause in controversy between 
the Jew and Antonio the merchant: we turned o’er 
many books together : he is furnished with my opinion ; 
which, bettered with his own learning,—the. greatness 
whereof I cannot enough commend,—comes with him, 
at my importunity, to fill up your Grace’s request in my 
stead. I beseech you, let his lack of years be no im- 
pediment to let him lack a reverend estimation, for J 
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never knew so young a body with so old a head. I leave 
him to your gracious acceptance, whose trial shall better 
publish his commendation.’ 164 


DUKE. You hear the learn’d Bellario, what he writes : 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come. 


Enter Portta, dressed like a doctor of laws. 
Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellario ? 
porTIA. I did, my lord. 

DUKE. You are welcome: take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the difference 169 
That holds this present question in the court ? 

porTIA. I am informed throughly of the cause, 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew ? 172 

DUKE. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth. 

PORTIA. Is your name Shylock ? 

SHYLOCK. ) Shylock is my name. 
PORTIA. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow; 
Yet in such rule that the Venetian law 176 

Cannot impugn you as you do proceed. 
[To Antow1o.} You stand within his danger, do you not ? 

ANTONIO. Ay, so he says. 


PORTIA. Do you confess the bond ? 
ANTONIO. I do. 
PORTIA. Then must the Jew be merciful. _180 


SHYLOCK. On what compulsion must I? tell me that. 
porTIA. The quality of mercy is not strain’d, 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless’d ; 184 
It blesseth him that gives and him that takes : 
Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown ; 
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power, 188 
The attribute to awe and majesty, 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 
But mercy is above this sceptred sway, 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 192 
It is an attribute to God himself, 
And earthly power doth then show likest God’s 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
Though justice be thy plea, consider this, 196 
That in the course of justice none of us 
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy, 
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And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 

The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much 200 

To mitigate the justice of thy plea, 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 

Must needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant there. 
sHytock. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law, 

The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 205 
porTtA. Is he not able to discharge the money ? 

BASSANIO. | Yes, here I tender it for him in the court ; 
Yea, twice the sum : if that will not suffice, 208 
T will be bound to pay it ten times o’er, 

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart. 

If this will not suffice, it must appear 

That malice bears down truth. And, I beseech you, 
Wrest once the law to your authority : 213 
To do a great right, do a little wrong, 

And curb this cruel devil of his will. 

PoRTIA. It must not be. There is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree established : 217 
’Twill be recorded for a precedent, 

And many an error by the same example 

Will rush into the state. It cannot be. 220 
sHYLOCK. A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Daniel ! 

O wise young judge, how I do honour thee ! 

PporTiIA. I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

SHYLOCK. Here ’tis, most reverend doctor; here it is. 

porTIA. Shylock, there ’s thrice thy money offer’d thee. 

sHYLOcK. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in 
heaven : 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul ? 
No, not for Venice. 

PORTIA. Why, this bond is forfeit ; 228 
And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh to be by him cut off 
Nearest the merchant’s heart. Be merciful : 

Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond. 232 

SHYLOCK. When it is paid according to the tenour 
It doth appear you are a worthy judge ; 

You know the law, your exposition 

Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law, 236 
Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar, 

Proceed to judgment : by my soul I swear 

There is no power in the tongue of man 
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To alter me. I stay here on my bond. 240 
ANTONIO. Most heartily I do beseech the court 

To give the judgment. 

PORTIA. ~ Why then, thus it is: 

You must prepare your bosom for his knife. 243 
SHYLOCK. O noble judge! O excellent young man! 
PoRTIA. For, the intent and purpose of the law 

Hath full relation to the penalty, 

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. . 

SHYLOCK. ‘Tis very true! O wise and upright judge ! 


How much more elder art thou than thy looks ! 249 
PporTIA. Therefore lay bare your bosom. 
SHYLOCK, Ay, “his breast”: 
So says the bond :—doth it not, noble judge ?— 
‘Nearest his heart’: those are the very words. 252 


PORTIA. It isso. Are there balance here to weigh 
The flesh ? 
SHYLOCK. I have them ready. 
PORTIA. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your 
charge, 256 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 
SHYLOCK. Is it so nominated in the bond ? 
PORTIA. It is not so express’d ; but what of that ? 
*Twere good you do so much for charity. 260 
SHYLOCK. I cannot find it: ’tis not in the bond. 
PORTIA. You, merchant, have you anything to say ? 
ANTONIO. But little: I am arm’d and well prepar'd. 
Give me your hand, Bassanio: fare you well ! 264 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 
For herein Fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom : it is still her use 
To let the wretched man outlive his wealth, 268 
To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance 
Of such a misery doth she cut me off. 
Commend me to your honourable wife : 272 
Tell her the process of Antonio’s end ; 
Say how I lov’d you, speak me fair in death ; 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 276 
Repent not you that you shall lose your friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt ; 
For if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
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I'll pay it instantly with all my heart. 280 
BASSANIO. Antonio, I am married to a wife 

Which is as dear to me as life itself ; 

But life itself, my wife, and all the world, 

Are not with me esteem’d above thy life : 284 

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all, 

Here to this devil, to deliver you. 
porTIA. Your wife would give you little thanks for 

that, 

If she were by to hear you make the offer. 288 
GRATIANO. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love: 

I would she were in heaven, so she could 

Entreat some power to change this currish Jew. 
NERISSA. Tis well you offer it behind her back ; 


The wish would make else an unquiet house. 293 
SHYLOCK. These be the Christian husbands! I have 
a daughter ; 
Would any of the stock of Barabbas 
Had been her husband rather than a Christian ! 296 


We trifle time ; I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

porTiA. A pound of that same merchant’s flesh is thie. 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

SsHyYLocK. Most rightful judge ! 300 

porTiA. And you must cut this flesh from off his breast: 
The law allows it, and the court awards it. 

SHYLOCK. Most learned judge! A sentence! come, 


prepare ! 
PorTIA. ‘Tarry a little: there is something else. 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood ; 305 


The words expressly are ‘a pound of flesh’ : 
Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh ; 
But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 308 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. 

GRATIANO. O upright judge! Mark, Jew: O learned 


judge ! 312 
SHYLOCK. Is that the law ? 
PORTIA. Thyself shalt see the act ; 


For, as thou urgest justice, be assur’d 
Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir’st. 
GRATIANO. OQ learned judge! Mark, Jew: a learned 
judge ! 316 
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SHYLOCK. I take this offer then: pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Christian go. 


BASSANIO. Here is the money. 
PORTIA. Soft! 
The Jew shall have all justice; soft! no haste:— 320 


He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

GRATIANO. O Jew! an upright judge, a learned judge! 
porTIA. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 

Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more, 324 

But just a pound of flesh : if thou tak’st more, 

Or less, than a just pound, be it but so much 

As makes it light or heavy in the substance, 

Or the division of the twentieth part 328 

Of one poor scruple, nay, if the scale do turn 

But in the estimation of a hair, 

Thou diest and all thy goods are confiscate. 

GRATIANO. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew ! 332 

Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 
porTIA. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy for- 

feiture. 
SHYLOCK. Give me my principal, and let me go. 
BASSANIO. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 336 
porTIA. He hath refus’d it in the open court : 

He shall have merely justice, and his bond. 

GRATIANO. A Daniel, still say 1; a second Daniel! 

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 340 
sHyYLocK. Shall I not have barely my principal ? 
PORTIA. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture, 

To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

SHYLOCK. Why, then the devil give him good of it ! 

T’ll stay no longer question. 

PORTIA. Tarry, Jew : 345 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enacted in the laws of Venice, 

If it be prov’d against an alien 348 

That by direct or indirect attempts 

He seek the life of any citizen, 

The party ’gainst the which he doth contrive 

Shall seize one half his goods ; the other half 352 

Comes to the privy coffer of the state ; 

And the offender’s life lies in the mercy 

Of the duke only, ’gainst all other voice. 

In which predicament, I say, thou stand’st ; 356 
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For it appears by manifest proceeding, 

That indirectly and directly too 

Thou hast contrived against the very life 

Of the defendant ; and thou hast incurr’d 360 

The danger formerly by me rehears’d. 

Down therefore and beg mercy of the duke. 
GRATIANO. Beg that thou mayst have leave to hang 

thyself : 

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state, 364 

Thou hast not left the value of a cord ; 

Therefore thou must be hang’d at the state’s charge. 
DUKE. That thou shalt see the difference of our spirits, 

I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it. 368 

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio’s ; 

The other half comes to the general state, 

Which humbleness may drive into a fine. 
porTIA. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio. 372 
sHyLock. Nay, take my life and all; pardon not that: 

You take my house when you do take the prop 

That doth sustain my house ; you take my life 

When you do take the means whereby I live. 376 
PORTIA. What mercy can you render him, Antonio ? 
GRATIANO. A halter gratis; nothing else, for God’s 


sake ! 
ANTONIO. So please my lord the duke, and all the 
court, 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods, 380 


Iam content ; so he will let me have 
The other half in use, to render it, 
Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
That lately stole his daughter : 384 
Two things provided more, that, for this favour, 
He presently become a Christian ; 
The other, that he do record a gift, 
Here in the court, of all he dies possess’d, 388 
Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 
DUKE. He shall do this, or else I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 
PoRTIA. Art thou contented, Jew ?: what dost thou 


say ? 392 
SHYLOCK. [am content. 
PORTIA. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 


SHYLOCK.. I pray you give me leave to go from hence: 
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Tam not well. Send the deed after me, 
And I will sign it. 


DUKE. Get thee gone, but do it. 396 
GRATIANO. In christening thou shalt have two god- 
fathers ; 


Had I been judge, thou shouldst have had ten more, 

To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. — [Exit Sxytocg, 
DUKE, Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner. 
porTiA. I humbly do desire your Grace of pardon: 

I must away this night toward Padua, 402 

And it is meet I presently set forth. 

DUKE. Iam sorry that your leisure serves you not. 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman, 405 
For, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 

{Exeunt DuKe, Magnificoes, and Train. 

BASSANIO. Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend 
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 408 
Of grievous penalties ;- in lieu whereof, 

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 

We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

ANTONIO. And stand indebted, over and above, 

In love and service to you evermore. 413 
PORTIA. He is well paid that is well satisfied ; 

And I, delivering you, am satisfied, 

And therein do account myself well paid : 416 

My mind was never yet more mercenary. 

I pray you, know me when we meet again : 

I wish you well, and so I take my leave. 

BASSANIO. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you 

further : 420 

Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute, 

Not as a fee. Grant me two things, I pray you, 

Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 
portTiIA. You press me far, and therefore I will yield. 

[To Antonro.] Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your 


sake ; 425 
[To Bassanto.] And for your love, [ll take this ring from 
you. 
Do not draw back your hand; I'll take no more ; 
And you in love shall not deny me this; 428 


BASSANIO. This ring, good sir? alas! it is a trifle ; 
I will not shame myself to give you this. . 
porTtA. I will have nothing élse but only this ; 
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And now methinks I have a mind to it. 432 
BASSANIO. There ’s more depends on this than on the 
value. 


The dearest ring in Venice will I give you, 
And find it out by proclamation : 
Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 436 

PORTIA. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers : 

You taught me first to beg, and now methinks 
You teach me how a beggar should be answer’d. 
BASSANIO. Good sir, this ring was given me by my 
wite ; 440 
And, when she put it on, she made me vow 
That I should never sell nor give nor lose it. 
PORTIA. That ’scuse serves many men to save their 
~ gifts. 
An if your wife be not a mad-woman, 444 
And know how well I have deserv’d the ring, 
She would not hold out enemy for ever, 
For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you. 
[Exeunt Portia and NERISSA. 

ANTONIO. My Lord Bassanio, let him have the ring : 
Let his deservings and my love withal 449 
Be valu’d ’gainst your wife’s commandment. 

BASSANIO. Go, Gratiano; run and overtake him ; 
Give him the ring, and bring him, if thou canst, 452 
Unto Antonio’s house. Away! make haste. [Exit Gratiano. 
Come, you and I will thither presently, 

And in the morning early will we both 455 
Fly toward Belmont. Come, Antonio. [Exeunt. 


Scene II.—The Same. A Street. 
Enter Portra and NErIsSA. 
ati Inquire the Jew’s house out, give him this 
eed, 
And let him sign it. We'll away to-night, 
And be a day before our husbands home : 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 4 


Enter GRATIANO. 
GRATIANO. Fair sir, you are well o’erta’en. 
My Lord Bassanio upon more advice 
Hath sent you here this ring, and doth entreat 
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Your company at dinner. 

PORTIA. That cannot be : 8 

His ring I do accept most thankfully ; 
And so, I pray you, tell him: furthermore, 
I pray you, show my youth old Shylock’s house. 

GRATIANO. That will | do. 

NERISSA. Sir, I would speak with you. 
[Aside to Portra.] I'll see if I can get my husband’s ring. 
Which I did make him swear to keep for ever. 

rorTIA. Thou mayst, I warrant. We shall have old 

swearin 
That they did give the rings away to men ; 16 
But we'll outface them, and outswear them too. 
Away ! make haste : thou know’st where I will tarry. 

NERISSA. Come, good sir, will you show me to this 

house ? [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


Screnz I.—Belmont. The Avenue to Portia’s House. 
Enter Lorenzo and JESSICA. 
LORENZO. The moon shines bright: in such a night 
as this, 

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees 
And they did make no noise, in such a night 
Troilus methinks mounted the Troyan walls, 4 
And sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents, 
Where Cressid lay that night. 

JESSICA. In such a night 
Did Thisbe fearfully o’ertrip the dew, 
And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself, 8 
And ran dismay’d away. 

LORENZO. In such a night 
Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and waft her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

JESSICA. In such a night 12 
Medea gather’d the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old Atson. 

LORENZO. ~ In such a night 
Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew, 
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice, 16 
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As far as Belmont. - 
JESSICA. In such a night 
Did young Lorenzo swear he lov’d her well, 
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith— 
And ne’er a true one. 
LORENZO. Tn such a night 20 
Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew, 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 
gessicA. I would out-night you, did no body come ; 
But, hark! I hear the footing of a man. 24 


Enter STEPHANO. 

LORENZO. Who comes so fast in silence of the night 4 

STEPHANO. A friend. 

LoRENzO. A friend! what friend? your name, IL 

pray you, friend. 

STEPHANO. Stephano is my name; and I bring word 
My mistress will before the break of day 29 
Be here at Belmont she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 

LORENZO. Who comes with her? 32 

STEPHANO. None, but a holy hermit and her maid. 

I pray you, is my master yet return’d ? 

LORENZO. He is not, nor we have not heard from him. 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 36 
And ceremoniously let us prepare 
Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 


Enter LavuNncELot. 

LAUNCELOT. Sola, sola! wo ha, ho! sola, sola ! 
. LORENZO. Who ealls ? 40 

LAUNCELOT. Sola! did you see Master Lorenzo ? 
Master Lorenzo! sola, sola ! 

LORENZO. Leave hollaing, man; here. 

LAUNCELOT. Sola! where ? where 2 44 

LORENZO. Here. 

LAUNCELOT. Tell him there’s a post come from m 
master, with his horn full of good news: my master will 


be here ere morning. [Exit. 
LORENZO. Sweet soul, let ’s in, and there expect their 
coming. 49 


And yet no matter ; why should we go in 4 
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My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you, 

Within the house, your mistress is at hand ; 52 
And bring your music forth into the air. [Exit Srepaano. 
How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank ! 

Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music 

Creep in our ears : soft stillness and the night 56 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 

Sit, Jessica : look, how the floor of heaven 

Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold : 

There ’s not the smallest orb which thou behold’st 60 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 

Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubins ; 

Such harmony is in immortal souls ; ; 

But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 64 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. 


Enter Musicians. 

Come, ho! and wake Diana with a hymn: 
With sweetest touches pierce your mistress’ ear, 67 
And draw her home with music. [Musie. 

gEssica. Iam never merry when I hear sweet music. 

LORENZO. The reason is, your spirits are attentive : 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 72 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 
If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 
Or any air of music touch their ears, 76 
You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze 
By the sweet power of music : therefore the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and floods ; 
Since naught so stockish, hard, and full of rage, 81 
But music for the time doth change his nature, 
The man that hath no music in himself, 
Nor is not mov’d with concord of sweet sounds, 84 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 
The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 
And his affections dark as Erebus : 
Let no such man be trusted. Mark the music. 88 


Enter Portra and NerIssa, at a distance. . 
PORTIA. That light we see is burning in my hall. 
How far that little candle throws his beams ! 
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So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 
NERISSA. When the moon shone, we did not see the 
candle. 92 
PorTIA. So doth the greater glory dim the less : 
A substitute shines brightly as a king 
Until a king be by, and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 96 
Into the main of waters. Music! hark! 
NERISSA. It is your music, madam, of the house. 
Portia. Nothing is good, I see, without respect : 
Methinks it sounds much sweeter than by day. 100 
NERISSA. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam 
PoRTIA. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark 
When neither is attended, and I think 
The nightingale, if she should sing by day, 104 
When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 
How many things by season season’d are 


To their right praise and true perfection ! 108 

Peace, ho! the moon sleeps with Endymion, 

And would not be awak’d! [Music ceases. 
LORENZO. That is the voice, 


Or I am much deceiv’d, of Portia. 
PORTIA. He knows me, as the blind man knows the 


cuckoo, 112 
By the bad voice. 
LORENZO, Dear lady, welcome home 
PorTIA. We have been praying for our husbands’ 
welfare, 


Which speed, we hope, the better for our words. 
Are they return’d ? 
LORENZO. Madam, they are not yet ; 116 
But there is come a messenger before, 
To signify their coming. 


PORTIA. Go in, Nerissa : 
Give order to my servants that they take 
No note at all of our being absent hence ; 120 
Nor you, Lorenzo; Jessica, nor you [A tucket sounds. 


LORENZO. Your husband is at hand; I hear his trumpet: 
We are no tell-tales, madam; fear you not. 

porTIA. This night methinks is but the daylight sick ; 
It looks a little paler: ’tis a day, ; 125 
Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 
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Enter Bassanio, ANTONIO, GRATIANO, and their Followers. 
BASSANIO. We should hold day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in absence of the sun. 128 
porTiA. Let me give light, but let me not be light ; 

For a light wife doth make a heavy husband, 

And never be Bassanio so for me : 

But God sort all! You are welcome home, my lord. 
BASSANIO. I thank you, madam. Give welcome to 

my friend : 133 

This is the man, this is Antonio, 

To whom I am so infinitely bound. 

PORTIA. You should in all sense be much bound to 

him, 136 

For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 

ANTONIO. No more than I am well acquitted of. 

PORTIA. Sir, you are very welcome to our house : 

It must appear in other ways than words, 140 

Therefore I scant this breathing courtesy. 

GRATIANO. [To Nerissa.] By yonder moon I swear you 

do me wrong ; 

In faith, I gave it to the judge’s clerk : 

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part, 144 

Since you do take it, love, so much at heart. 
porRTIA. <A quarrel, ho, already ! what ’s the matter ? 
GRATIANO. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring 

That she did give me, whose poesy was 148 

For all the world like cutlers’ poetry 

Upon a knife, “ Love me, and leave me not.’ 

NERISSA. What talk you of the posy, or the value ? 
You swore to me, when I did give it you, 152 
That you would wear it till your hour of death, 

And that it should lie with you in your grave : 

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 

You should have been respective and have kept it. 156 

Gave it a judge’s clerk ! no, God’s my judge, 

The clerk will ne’er wear hair on’s face that had it, 
GRATIANO. He will, an if he live to be a man. 
NERISSA. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 160 
eraTtano. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth, 

- A kind of boy, a little serubbed boy, 

No higher than thyself, the judge’s clerk. 

A prating boy, that begg’d it asa fee: 164 
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I could not for my heart deny it him. 
porTIA. You were to blame,—I must be plain with 
ou,— 
To nah so slightly with your wife’s first gift ; 
A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger, 168 
And riveted so with faith unto your fiesh. 
I gave my love a ring and made him swear 
Never to part with it; and here he stands, 
I dare be sworn for him he would not leave it 172 
Nor pluck it from his finger for the wealth 
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief : 


An ’twere to. me, I should be mad at it. 176 
<BASSANIO. [Aside.] Why, I were best to cut my left 
hand off, 


And swear I lost the ring defending it. 

GRATIANO. My Lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg’d it, and indeed 180 
Deserv’d it too; and then the boy, his clerk, 

That took some pains in writing, he begg’d mine ; 
And neither man nor master would take aught 
But the two rings. 
PORTIA. What ring gave you, my lord? —184 
Not that, I hope, that you receiv’d of me. 
’ BASSANIO, If I could add a lie unto a fault, 
I would deny it; but you see my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it ; it is gone. 188 

PORTIA. Even so void is your false heart of truth. 
By heaven, Iwill ne’er come in your bed 
Until I see the ring. 


NERISSA. Nor I in yours, 
Till I again see mine. 
BASSANIO. Sweet Portia, 192 


If you did know to whom I gave the ring, 

If you did know for whom I gave the ring, 

And would conceive for what I gave the ring, 

And how unwillingly I left the ring, 196 
When naught would be accepted but the ring, 

You would abate the strength of your displeasure. 

. PortTIA. If you had known the virtue of the ring, 

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring, 200 
Or your own honour to contain the ring, 

You would not then have parted with the ring. 


SCENEI] THE MERCHANT OF VENICE 659 


What man is there so much unreasonable, 

If you had pleas’d to have defended it 204 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 

To urge the thing held as a ceremony ? 

Nerissa teaches me what to believe : 

Pll die for ’*t but some woman had the ring. 208 

BASSANIO. No, by my honour, madam, by my soul, 
No woman had it ; but a civil doctor 
Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me, 

And begg’d the ring, the which I did deny him, 212 
And sutffer’d him to go displeas’d away ; 

Even he that did uphold the very life 

Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet lady ? 

I was enfore’d to send it after him ; 216 
I was beset with shame and courtesy ; 

My honour would not let ingratitude 

So much besmear it. Pardon me, good lady, 

For, by these blessed candles of the night, 220 
Had you been there, I think you would have begg’d 
The ring of me to give the worthy doctor. 

PORTIA. Let not that doctor e’er come near my house. 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov’d, 224 
And that which you did swear to keep for me, 

I will become as liberal as you ; 

Til not deny him anything I have ; 

No, not my body, nor my husband’s bed. 228 
Know him [I shall, I am well sure of it : 

Lie not a night from home ; watch me like Argus : 

If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now by mine honour, which is yet mine own, 232 
Ill have that doctor for my bedfellow. 

NERISSA. And I his clerk; therefore be well advis’d 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

GRATIANO. Well, do you so: let me not take him, then ; 
For if I do, Pll mar the young clerk’s pen. 237 
* ANTONIO. Lam the unhappy subject of these quarrels. 

PORTIA. Sir, grieve not you; you are welcome not- 

withstanding. 

BASSANIO. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong ; 
And in the hearing of these many friends, 241 
I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 

Wherein I see myself,— 
PORTIA. Mark you but that ! 
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In both my eyes he doubly sees himself ; 244 
In each eye, one: swear by your double self, 
And there ’s an oath of credit. 

BASSANIO. Nay, but hear me : 
Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear 
I never more will break an oath with thee. 248 

.ANTONIO. I once did lend my body for his wealth, 
Which, but for him that had your husband’s ring, 
Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again, 
My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 252 
Will never more:break faith advisedly. 

PORTIA. Then you shall be his surety. Give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

ANTONIO. Here, Lord Bassanio; swear to keep this 


ring. 256 
BASSANIO. By heaven! it is the same I gave the 
doctor ! 


porTIA. I had it of him: pardon me, Bassanio, 
For, by this ring, the doctor lay with me. 

NERISSA. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano; 266 
For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor’s clerk, 

In lieu of this last night did lie with me. 

GRATIANO. Why, this is like the mending of high ways 
In summer, where the ways are fair enough. 264 
What! are we cuckolds ere we have deserv’d it @ 

PORTIA. Speak not so grossly. You are all amaz’d: 
Here is a letter ; read it at your leisure ; 

It comes from Padua, from Bellario : 268 
There you shall find that Portia was the doctor, 
Nerissa, there, her clerk : Lorenzo here 

Shall witness I set.forth as soon as you 

And even but now return’d ; I have not yet 272 
Enter’d my house. Antonio, you are welcome ; 

And I have better news in store for you 

Than you expect: unseal this letter soon ; 

There you shall find three of your argosies 276 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly. 

You shall not know by what strange accident 

I chanced on this letter. 

ANTONIO. I am dumb. 279 

BASSANIO. Were you the doctor and I knew you not ? 

GRATIANO. Were you the clerk that is to make me 

cuckold # 
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NERISSA. Ay; but the clerk that never means to 
do it, 
Unless he live until he be a man. 
BASSANIO. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow : 


When I am absent, then, lie with my wife. 285 
ANTONIO. Sweet lady, you have given me life and 
living ; 


For here | read for certain that my ships 
Are safely come to road. 
PORTIA. How now, Lorenzo ! 288 
My clerk hath some good comforts too for you. 
NERISSA. Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee 
There do I give to you and Jessica, 
From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift, 292 
After his death, of all he dies possess’d of. 
LORENZO. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 
PORTIA. It is almost morning, 
And yet I am sure you are not satisfied 296 
Of these events at full. Let us go in; 
And charge us there upon inter’gatories, 
And we will answer all things faithfully. 
GRATIANO. Let it be so: the first inter’ gatory 300 
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on is, 
Whe’r till the next night she had rather stay, 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to day: 
But were the day come, I should wish it dark, 304 
That I were couching with the doctor’s clerk. 
Well, while I live I'll fear no other thing 
So sore as keeping safe Nerissa’s ring. [Exeunt. 
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AS YOU LIKE IT 


INTRODUCTION 


Our sole authority for the text of As You Like It is 
the folio of 1623. Following an entry dated 1600 in the 
registers of the Stationers’ Company appears, under 
the head of ‘ my lord chamberlens menns plaies ’, men- 
tion of four plays—three by Shakespeare, one by Jonson 
—as ‘ to be staied’. This was on August 4, and we may 
presume that the year was that of the preceding entry. 
The ‘ stay ’ was removed in the case of Much Ado About 
Nothing, which appeared in a quarto edition, but As You 
Like It, for what cause we can only conjecture, remained 
until seven years after Shakespeare’s death unpublished. 
The folio text seems to have been derived from a manu- 
script copy which had not been carefully revised. 

Taking 1600 as a downward limit of date, we turn to 
the list of Shakespeare’s comedies given by Meres in his 
Palladis Tamia of 1598, and note that our play is not 
there mentioned. It seems, therefore, probable that 
As You Like It was written between 1598 and August 
1600. The year 1599 is a generally accepted date, and 
the characteristics of style and versification correspond 
with the chronological position thereby assigned to it. 
Of more definite internal evidence, though critics have 
raised certain points which carry no conviction, there is 
only this—that Shakespeare, who nowhere else alludes 
to his great contemporary Marlowe, here quotes from 
that poet’s version of the Hero and Leander of the pseudo- 
Musaeus : 

Dead shepherd, now I find thy saw of might: 

“Who ever loved that loved not at first sight ?’ 
Hero and Leander was first published in 1598, and the 
allusion would probably not have been caught by the 
spectators of the theatre until the book had been for 
some time before the public. 


In As You Like It, as long afterwards in The Winter’s 
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Tale, Shakespeare dramatizes the prose romance of 
a contemporary writer. But the tale goes back far 
beyond Thomas Lodge, the author of Rosalynde, as far 
back indeed as the days of Chaucer. A somewhat rough 
and rude but always spirited poem, The Tale of Gamelyn, 
belonging to perhaps the middle of the fourteenth cen- 
tury, is the remote ancestor of Shakespeare’s comedy. 
It has been erroneously ascribed to Chaucer, and possibly, 
as Professor Skeat conjectures, Chaucer actually thought 
of rehandling it, and of placing it in the mouth of his 
Yeoman as one of the Canterbury Tales. The poem has 
in it some of the freedom and greenwood freshness of the 
Robin Hood ballads. Sir John of the Bounds has three 
sons, and, dying, leaves the larger portion of his posses- 
sions to the youngest, Gamelyn; the eldest brother 
defrauds the youth of his rights; the brothers quarrel 
and come to blows. The wrestling match follows as in 
Shakespeare’s play. In the contention between the pair 
young Gamelyn is supported by Adam, the ‘spencer’ 
(officer in charge of provisions) who had served his father 
for many years; and before long both Gamelyn and 
Adam fly to the forest, where the gallant young man 
becomes the crowned king of a group of outlaws. In the 
end the evil eldest brother suffers shame and is hanged, 
‘to wave with the ropes and dry with the wind,’ while 
Gamelyn becomes Chief Justice of the King’s forest and 
weds a wife both good and fair. 

We cannot say whether Shakespeare ever read or even 
heard of one of those manuscript copies of The Tale of 
Gamelyn, which until long afterwards were the only 
means by which it was known. In some details it agrees 
with As You Like It where Lodge’s Rosalynde differs, 
but such coincidences may be due to accident. Except 
Gamelyn’s wife, referred to at the close of the poem, no 
woman plays any part in the honest, rough-and-tumble 
piece which Chaucer perhaps designed to re-write. There 
is not a touch of romantic love in it from first to last. 
For such additions and for much Renaissance decoration, 
it waited till Elizabethan days. 

Thomas Lodge was a charming lyrical poet, and as 
a narrative poet had probably influenced the author of 
Venus and Adonis. He had been a gentleman adven- 
turer with Captain Clarke to ‘ the [lands of Terceras and 
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the Canaries ’, and to beguile the time on shipboard he 
wrote the short romance which was published in 1590 
under the name of ‘ Rosalynde. Euphues golden Legacie 
found after his death in his Cell at Silexedra ’. ‘ Roome,’ 
he cries in his address ‘To the Gentlemen Readers’, 
‘for a souldier and a sailer, that gives you the fruits of 
his labors that he wrote in the ocean, when everie line 
was wet with a surge, and every humourous passion 
countercheckt with a storm. If you like it, so.’ In these 
last words, with a slight variation, Shakespeare found 
a title for his play; the words ‘As You Like It’ seem 
to strike a cheerful note of confidence in the good judge- 
ment of the theatrical spectators; it is not for me 
Shakespeare would say, to force upon you what it has 
pleased me to write ; take it as you choose. 

To the story of the three brothers, Lodge, in what 
Milton might have called his ‘ vain amatorious’ tale, 
adds the story of Aliena, daughter of the usurping King 
of France, and Rosalynd, daughter of the banished 
King Gerismond, who in Arden forest have their delight- 
ful love-adventures. It is Shakespeare who makes the 
usurper brother to the lawful King, and the girls cousins. 
He creates the characters of Jaques, Touchstone, William, 
and Audrey; but, with occasional variations, the main 
incidents of the play agree in essentials with those of the 
romance. Shakespeare was content to be original in 
refashioning the persons of the comedy, in adding others, 
and in supplying a dialogue which never fails in brilliance 
and variety. In refashioning the persons the motives of 
their action are naturally often modified, even though 
the action itself may be materially the same as that set 
forth in Lodge’s romance. And it may be noted that 
where the incidents are of Shakespeare’s invention, he 
does not always invent with a view to rendering his story 
more like reality than that of Lodge; he has no fear of 
the improbable in the framework of his tale ; the truth 
at which the dramatist aims is truth as it concerns 
character, and even as regards character he makes some 
concessions to the conveniences of the fifth act of a 
comedy. The Aliena of the romance has a better reason 
than Shakespeare’s Aliena for giving her heart to Sala- 
dyne, whom the dramatist, at the suggestion of Carlo- 
vingian romance, re-names ‘ Oliver’. The usurper in 
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the prose tale is not converted by that old religious man 
who plays such a convenient part in the play. The 
romance closes with war between the twelve peers of 
France and the usurping Gerismond ; the peers, aided 
by the banished King and the brothers, now united in 
a just cause, are victorious, and the restored monarch— 
celebrating a royal feast in Paris—makes appropriate 
appointments for those of his followers in whom we are 
chiefly interested. Rosader (the Orlando of Shakespeare) 
is declared heir apparent of the crown. His faithful Adam 
becomes captain of the King’s guard. 

The pastoral-heroic romance of Lodge is a bright piece 
of Renaissance decorative work; but it could hardly 
claim the attention of readers of the present day did it 
not come thus into close connexion with Shakespeare’s 
exquisite comedy. The writer of Rosalynde had not quite 
reached mid-manhood when amid the tumbling seas he 
wrote his tale of Arden forest. Afterwards he grew into 
a serious, elderly physician, translated Seneca’s moral 
and scientific writings, was learned in the treatment of 
the plague, and seems to have dabbled in intrigue on 
behalf of his Koman Catholic fellows in days when they 
were hardly dealt with in England. 

Shakespeare wrote comedies of more boisterous 
mirth ; he has written no happier play than this which 
tells of the love of Orlando and Rosalind, at once so 
earnest and so sportive, as it moves through the sun- 
dappled spaces and over the dewy sward below the oaks 
of Arden. Arcady and England meet in this forest of 
France, with its exotic fauna and flora. The genuine 
English peasant, the Dresden-china shepherd and shep- 
herdess, and the noble youth and maiden of romance 
cross each other in the greenwood. The temper of the 
banished Duke has made sweet the uses of adversity. 
Master Touchstone, the courtier-clown, has a field for 
the display of his logic and learning and wit, nor does he 
lack admirers, male and female, among the denizens of 
the forest. Jaques, the contemplative observer of life, 
with a pride in his own humorous melancholy—no 
common melancholy, but one very daintily compounded 
from many ingredients—is happy in gathering his idle 
experience. Our chief regret for him is that he has not 
enjoyed the humorous sadness to be derived from study- 
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ing the German interpretations of his own character ; 
but at least he has Totchstone to make him mirth. 
‘Were he really possessed of all the qualities attributed 
to him by his critics,’ writes Dr. Furness, ‘we should 
behold a man both misanthropic and genial, sensual and 
refined, depraved and elevated, cynical and liberal, 
selfish and generous, and finally, as though to make him 
still more like Hamlet, we should see in him the clearly 
marked symptoms of incipient insanity. . . . So com- 
pletely did he fascinate George Sand, that in her version 
of the play for the French stage, Jaques is the guiding 
spirit of the whole drama, and is represented by her as so 
madly in love with Celia, that in a fit of jealousy he is 
only with difficulty restrained from fighting a duel with 
Orlando, and the curtain falls on the prettiest of ring- 
times between him and his adoration.’ 

The play, fascinating as it is, has not had so great 
a stage history as some less admirable comedies of 
Shakespeare. Mrs. Siddons, indeed, appeared as Rosa- 
lind, but though her performance was not a failure, it 
was felt that her highest achievements were reserved for 
tragedy. Helen Faucit’s genius was better suited to the 
part, and she has left a charming study of the character 
as she conceived it. With Mrs. Jordan, Rosalind had 
been a sprightly coquette. Helen Faucit, with all the 
innocent delight proper to the part, united the dignity 
of character and of bearing that belongs to the princess. 
The secret of her excellence, as a spectator wrote, lay in 
‘her fine intuitions of human character in its most 
diverse aspects, and in knowing that the deepest and 
most delicate sportiveness springs only from an earnest 
and sensitive nature, to which thoughtfulness and the 
capacity of strong emotion are habitual.’ Rosalind 
indeed is no coquette ; a tremulous woman’s heart lies 
below every jest uttered by her lips. 

The most interesting stage tradition connected with 
the play concerns Shakespeare himself. The story has 
been discredited, but it may contain some fragment of 
truth, and it is therefore worth recording. William Oldys 
(1696-1761), the antiquary, made certain collections for 
a life of Shakespeare, and from his papers Steevens 
printed the following extract: ‘One of Shakespeare’s 
younger brothers, who lived to. a good old age, even 


INTRODUCTION 669 


some years, as I compute, after the restoration of King 
Charles I, would in his younger days come to London 
to visit his brother Will, as he called him, and be a spec- 
tator of him as an actor in some of his own plays... . 
[Being questioned by curious persons on the subject of 
Shakespeare’s performances] he, it seems, was so stricken 
in years, and possibly his memory so weakened with 
infirmities (which might make him the easier pass for 
a man of weak intellects) that he could give them but 
little light into their inquiries; and all that could be 
recollected from him of his brother Will in that station 
was the faint, general, and almost lost ideas he had of 
havingonce seen him act a part in one of his own comedies, 
wherein, being to personate a decrepit old man, he wore 
a long beard, and appeared so weak and drooping and 
unable to walk, that he was forced to be supported 
and carried by another person to a table, at which he 
was seated among some company, who were eating, and 
one of them sung a song.’ It may be that Shakespeare 
thus played the part of old Adam, the faithful servant 
of Sir Rowland de Boys, who follows the fortunes of 
Orlando ; but we may hesitate in accepting the statement 
that such information came from the dramatist’s brother, 
Gilbert. It will be remembered that immediately before 
the entrance of Adam, borne or supported by Orlando, 
Jaques has delivered his bravura speech on the seven 
ages of man, in which old age is represented as second 
childishness and mere oblivion, 


Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 


And precisely at this moment old age, sans teeth indeed 
(for he has lost them in his master’s service), appears 
upon the scene, as if to rebuke the melancholy fester, in 
the person of Adam, and old age is found to be not second 
childishness, but fidelity, loyalty, and long-enduring 
affection. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


DvkEz, living in exile. 

FREDFRICK, his Brother, Usurper of his Dominions. 
AMIENS, 
JAQUES, 
Le Beau, a Courtier, attending upon Frederick. 
CHARLES, a Wrestler. 


Lords attending upon the banished Duke. 


OLIVER, ) 

JAQUES, pone of Sir Rowland de Boys. 
ORLANDO, 

ADAM, 


| Servants to Oliver. 
DENNIS, } 


TOUCHSTONE, a Clown. 

Str OLIVER MARTEXT?, a Vicar. 
CoRIN, )} 

ean Shepherds. 

WILu1aM, a Country Fellow, in love with Audrey. 
A person representing Hymen. 


RosatinD, Daughter to the banished Duke. 
Ceuta, Daughter to Frederick. 

PHEBE, a Shepherdess. 

AUDREY, a Country Wench. 


Lords, Pages, Foresters, and Attendants. 


ScenE.—First, OLIvER’s Orchard near his House; afterwards, 
in the Usurper’s Court, and in the Forest of Arden. 


AS YOU LIKE IT 


ACT I. 


Scznz I.—An Orchard near Ottver’s House. 
Enter ORLANDO and ADam. 

ORLANDO. As | remember, Adam, it was upon this 
fashion bequeathed me by will but poor a thousand 
crowns, and, as thou sayest, charged my brother on his 
blessing, to breed me well : and there begins my sadness. 
My brother Jaques he keeps at school, and report speaks 
goldenly of his profit: for my part, he keeps me rustic- 
ally at home, or, to speak more properly, stays me 
here at home unkept; for call you that keeping for 
a gentleman of my birth, that differs not from the 
stalling of an ox? His horses are bred better; for, 
besides that they are fair with their feeding, they are 
taught their manage, and to that end riders dearly 
hired: but I, his brother, gain nothing under him 
but growth, for the which his animals on his dunghills 
are as much bound to him as J. Besides this nothing 
that he so plentifully gives me, the something that 
nature gave me, his countenance seems to take from 
me: he lets me feed with his hinds, bars me the place 
of a brother, and, as much as in him les, mines my 
gentility with my education. This is it, Adam, that 
grieves me; and the spirit of my father, which I think 
is within me, begins to mutiny against this servitude. 
I will no longer endure it, though yet I know no wise 
remedy how to avoid it. 24 

ADAM. Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

ORLANDO. Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how 
he will shake me up. 

Enter OLIVER. 


OLIVER. Now, sir! what make you here ? 28 
ORLANDO. Nothing: I am not taught to make any- 
thing. 


OLIVER. What mar you then, sir ? 
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ORLANDO. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that 
which God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with 
idleness. 

OLIVER. Marry, sir, be better employed, and be naught 
awhile. 36 

ORLANDO. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with 
them ? What prodigal portion have I spent, that I should 
come to such penury 4 

OLIVER. Know you where you are, sir ? 40 

ORLANDO. OQ! sir, very well: here in your orchard. 

OLIVER. Know you before whom, sir 4 

ORLANDO. Ay, better than he I am before knows me. 
I know you are my eldest brother; and, in the gentle 
condition of blood, you should so know me. The cour- 
tesy of nations allows you my better, in that you are 
the first-born ; but the same tradition takes not away 
my blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt us. 
I have as much of my father in me as you; albeit, 
I confess, your coming before me is nearer to his rever- 
ence. 

OLIVER. What, boy ! 52 

ORLANDO. Come, come, elder brother, you are too 
young in this. 

OLIVER. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ? 

ORLANDO. I am no villain; I am the youngest son of 
Sir Rowland de Boys; he was my father, and he is 
thrice a villain that says such a father begot villains. 
Wert thou not my brother, I would not take this hand 
from thy throat till this other had pulled out thy tongue 
for saying so: thou hast railed on thyself. 61 

ADAM. [Coming forward.] Sweet masters, be patient ; 
for your father’s remembrance, be at accord. 

OLIVER. Let me go, I say. 64 

ORLANDO. [ will not, till I please : you shall hear me. 
My father charged you in his will to give me good educa- 
tion: -you have trained me like a peasant, obscuring 
and hiding from me all gentleman-like qualities. The 
spirit of my father grows strong in me, and I will no 
longer endure it; therefore allow me such exercises as 
may become a gentleman, or give me the poor allottery 
my father left me by testament; with that I will go 
buy my fortunes. yay 

OLIVER. And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is 
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spent ? Well, sir, get you in: I will not long be troubled 
with you ; you shall have some part of your will: I pray 
you, leave me. TT 
ORLANDO. I will no further offend you than becomes 
me for my good. 
OLIVER, Get you with him, you old dog. 80 
ADAM. Is ‘old dog’ my reward ? Most true, I have 
lost my teeth in your service. God be with my old 
master! he would not have spoke such a word. 
{Exeunt ORLANDO and ADamM. 
OLIVER. Is it even so? begin you to grow upon me ? 
I will physic your rankness, and yet give no thousand 
crowns neither. Holla, Dennis! 86 


Enter DENNIS. 

DENNIS, Calls your worship ? 

OLIVER. Was not Charles the duke’s wrestler here to 
speak with me ? 89 

DENNIS. So please you, he is here at the door, and 
importunes access to you. 

OLIVER. Call him in. [Exit Dexsis.) "Twill be a good 
way ; and to-morrow the wrestling is. 93 


Enter CHARLES. 

CHARLES. Good morrow to your worship. 

OLIVER. Good Monsieur Charles, what ’s the new news 
at the new court ? 96 

CHARLES. There ’s no news at the court, sir, but the 
old news : that is, the old duke is banished by his younger 
brother the new duke; and three or four loving lords 
have put themselves into voluntary exile with him, whose 
lands and revenues enrich the new duke; therefore he 
gives them good leave to wander. 

OLIVER. Can you tell if Rosalind, the duke’s daughter, 
be banished with her father ? 104 

CHARLES. O, no; for the duke’s daughter, her cousin, 
so loves her,—being ever from their cradles bred together, 
—that she would have followed her exile, or have died 
to stay behind her. She is at the court, and no less 
beloved of her uncle than his own daughter ; and never 
two ladies loved as they do. 

OLIVER. Where will the old duke live ? 111 

CHARLES. They say he is already in the forest of 

8H. I Z 
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Arden, and a many merry men’ with him; and there’ 
they live like the old Robin Hood of England. They 
say many young gentlemen flock to him every day, 
and fleet the time carelessly, as they did in the golden 
world. 117 
OLIVER. What, you wrestle to-morrow before the ne 
duke ? 
CHARLES. Marry, do I, sir; and I came to acquaint 
you with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to under- 
stand that your younger brother Orlando hath a dis- 
position to come in disguised against me to try a fall. 
To-morrow, sir, I wrestle for my credit, and he that 
escapes me without some broken limb shall acquit 
him well. Your brother is but young and tender ; and, 
for your love, I would be loath to foil him as I must, 
for my own honour, if he come in: therefore, out of 
my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you withal, 
that either you might stay him from his intendment, or 
brook such disgrace well as he shall run into, in that 
it is a thing of his own search and altogether against 
my will. 133 
OLIVER. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, 
which thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. I had 
myself notice of my brother’s purpose herein, and 
have by underhand means laboured to dissuade him 
from it, but he is resolute. Ill tell thee, Charles, it is 
the stubbornest young fellow of France; full of am- 
bition, an envious emulator of every man’s good parts, 
a secret and villanous contriver against me his natural 
brother; therefore use thy discretion. I had as hef 
thou didst break his neck as his finger. And thou wert 
best look to ’t ; for if thou dost him any slight disgrace, 
or if he do not mightily grace himself on thee, he will 
practise against thee by poison, entrap thee by some 
treacherous device, and never leave thee till he hath ta’en 
thy life by some indirect means or other; for, I assure 
thee,—and almost with tears I speak it,—there is not 
one so young and so villanous this day living. I speak 
but brotherly of him; but should [ anatomize him to 
thee as he is, I must blush and weep, and thou must 
look pale and. wonder. ,; e153 
CHARLES. [I am heartily glad I came hither to you. 
If he come to-morrow, I'll give him his payment: if 
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ever he go alone again, I’ll never wrestle for prize more ; 
and so God keep your worship ! [Exit. 

OLIVER. Farewell, good Charles. Now will I stir this 
gamester. I hope I shall see an end of him; for my 
soul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more than he. 
Yet he’s gentle, never schooled and yet learned, full 
of noble device, of all sorts enchantingly beloved, and, 
indeed so much in the heart of the world, and especially of 
my own people, who best know him, that Iam altogether 
misprised. But it shall not be so long; this wrestler 
shall clear all: nothing remains but that I kindle the 
boy thither, which now I’ go about. 167 


Scenr II.—A Lawn before the DuKe’s Palace. 
Enter Rosattyp and CELIA. 

CELIA. I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be 
merry. 

ROSALIND. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am 
mistress of, and would you yet I were merrier ? Unless 
you could teach me to forget a banished father, you 
must, not learn me how to remember any extraordinary 
pleasure. 7 

CELIA. Herein I see thou lovest me not with the full 
weight that Ilove thee. If my uncle, thy banished father, 
had banished thy uncle, the duke my father, so thou 
hadst been still with me, I could have taught my love 
to take thy father for mine: so wouldst thou, if the 
truth of thy love to me were so righteously tempered as 
mine is to thee. 

ROSALIND. Well, I will forget the condition of my 
estate, to rejoice in yours. 16 

cELIA. You know my father hath no child but I, nor 
none is like to have; and, truly, when he dies, thou 
shalt be his heir: for what he hath taken away from 
thy father perforce, I will render thee again in affection ; 
by mine honour, I will; and when I break that oath, 
let me turn monster. Therefore, my sweet Rose, my 
dear Rose, be merry. 23 

ROSALIND. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise 
~ sports. Let me see ; what think you of falling in love ? 

ceLIA. Marry, I prithee, do, to make sport withal : 
but love no man-in good earnest ;; nor no: further in 
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sport neither, than with safety of a pure blush thou 
mayst in honour come off again. 29 

ROSALIND. What shall be our sport then ? 

cELIA. Let us sit and mock the good housewife 
Fortune from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth 
be bestowed equally. 33 

ROSALIND. I would we could do so, for her benefits 
are mightily misplaced, and the bountiful blmd woman 
doth most mistake in her gifts to women. 36 

CELIA. "Tis true; for those that she makes fair she 
scarce makes honest, and those that she makes honest 
she makes very ill-favouredly. 39 

ROSALIND. Nay, now thou goest from Fortune’s office 
to Nature’s: Fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in 
the lineaments of Nature. 

Enter ToucHSTONE. 

cELIA. No ? when Nature hath made a fair creature, 
may she not by Fortune fall into the fire? Though 
Nature hath given us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not 
Fortune sent in this fool to cut off the argument ? 46 

ROSALIND. Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for 
Nature, when Fortune makes Nature’s natural the cutter- 
off of Nature’s wit. 49 

CELIA. Peradventure this is not Fortune’s work 
neither, but Nature’s ; who, perceiving our natural wits 
too dull to reason of such goddesses, hath sent this 
natural for our whetstone: for always the dullness of 
the fool is the whetstone of the wits. How now, wit! 
whither wander you ? 

TOUCHSTONE. Mistress, you must come away to your 
father. 57 

CELIA. Were you made the messenger ? 

TOUCHSTONE. No, by mine honour; but I was bid to 
come for you. 60 

ROSALIND. Where learned you that oath, fool ? 

TOUCHSTONE. Of a certain knight that swore by his 
honour they were good pancakes, and swore by his 
honour the mustard was naught : now, I’ll stand to it, 
the pancakes were naught and the mustard was good, 
and yet was not the knight forsworn. 

cELIA. How prove you that, in the great heap of your 
knowledge ? 68 

ROSALIND., Ay, marry : now unmuzzle your wisdom. 
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TOUCHSTONE. Stand you both forth now: stroke 
your chins, and swear by your beards that I am a 
knave. 72 

cELIA. By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 

TOUCHSTONE. By my knavery, if I had it, then I 
were; but if you swear by that that is not, you are 
not forsworn : no more was this knight, swearing by his 
honour, for he never had any; or if he had, he had 
sworn it away before ever he saw those pancakes or that 
mustard. 

CELIA. Prithee, who is ’t that thou meanest ? 80 
’ TOUCHSTONE. One that old Frederick, your father, 
oves. 

cELiA. My father’s love is enough to honour him. 
Enough ! speak no more of him ; you'll be whipped for 
taxation one of these days. 85 

TOUCHSTONE. The more pity, that fools may not speak 
wisely what wise men do foolishly. 

CELIA. By my troth, thou sayest true ; for since the 
little wit that fools have was silenced, the little foolery 
that wise men have makes a great show. Here comes 


Monsieur Le Beau. 


ROSALIND. With his mouth full of news. 92 
CELIA. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed their 
young. 


ROSALIND. Then we shall be news-cramm’d. 
CELIA. All the better; we shall be more marketable. 


Enter Le Brav. 
Bon jour, Monsieur Le Beau: what’s the news ? 
LE BEAU. Fair princess, you have lost much good 


sport. 
cetia. Sport! Of what colour ? 100 
LE BEAU. What colour, madam! How shall I answer 
you ? 
ROSALIND. As wit and fortune will. 
TOUCHSTONE. Or as the Destinies decree. 104 


CELIA. Well said: that was laid on with a trowel. 

TOUCHSTONE. Nay, if I keep not my rank,— 

ROSALIND. Thou losest thy old smell. 

LE BEAU. You amaze me, ladies: I would have 
told you of good wrestling, which you have lost the 
sight of. 110 
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RosALIND. Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling. 

LE BEAU. I will tell you the beginning ;, and, if it 
please your ladyships, you may see the end, for the best 
is yet to do; and here, where you are, they are coming 
to perform it. 115 

CELIA. . Well, the beginning, that is dead and buried. 

LE BEAU. There comes an old man and his three 
sons,— 

cEet1a. I could match this beginning with an old tale. 

LE BEAU. ‘Three proper young men, of excellent 
growth and presence ;— 121 

ROSALIND. With bills on their necks, ‘ Be it known 
unto all men by these presents.’ 

LE BEAU. The eldest of the three wrestled with 
Charles, the duke’s wrestler ; which Charles in a moment 
threw him and broke three of his ribs, that there is little 
hope of life in-him: so he served the second, and so 
the third. Yonder they lie; the poor old man, their 
father, making such pitiful dole over them that all the 
beholders take his part with weeping. 

ROSALIND. Alas! 

TOUCHSTONE. But what is the sport, monsieur, that 
the ladies have lost @ 133 

LE BEAU. Why, this that I speak of. 

TOUCHSTONE. Thus men may grow wiser every day :. 
it is the first time that ever I heard breaking of ribs was 
sport for ladies. 137 

ceLttA. Or I, I promise thee. 

ROSALIND. But is there any else longs to feel this 
broken music in his sides ? is there yet another dotes 
upon rib-breaking? Shall we see this. wrestling, 
cousin ?@ 

LE BEAU. You must, if you stay here; for here is the 
place appointed for the wrestling, and they are ready to 
perform it. 145 

CELIA. Yonder, sure, they are coming: let us now 
stay and see it. 


Flourish. Enter Duke Freperricx, Lords; ORLANDO, 
CHARLES, and Attendants. 
DUKE FREDERICK. Come on: since the youth will not 
be entreated, his own peril on his forwardness. 149 
ROSALIND. Is yonder the man ? 
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LE BEAU. Even he; madam. 

CELIA.’ “Alas! he is too young : yet he looks success- 
fully. 153 

DUKE FREDERICK. How now, daughter and cousin ! 
are you crept hither to see the wrestling ? 

ROSALIND. Ay, my liege, so please you give us leave. 

DUKE FREDERICK. You will’ take little delight in it, 
T can tell you, there is such odds in the man: in pity 
of the challenger’s youth I would fain dissuade him, but 
he will not be entreated. Speak to him, ladies 3: see if 
you can move him. 161 

cELIA. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

DUKE FREDERICK. Doso: I'll not be by. [Duxx goes apart. 

LE BEAU. Monsieur the challenger, the princess calls for 
you. » 165 

ORLANDO. I attend them with all respect and duty. 

ROSALIND. Young man, have you challenged Charles 
the wrestler ? 168 

ORLANDO. No, fair princess; he is the general chal- 
lenger : I come but in, as others do, to try with him the 
strength of my youth. 171 

cELIA. Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold 
for your years. You have seen cruel proof of this man’s 
strength : “if you saw yourself with. your eyes or knew 
yourself with your judgment, the fear of your adventure 
would counse] you to a more equal enterprise. We pray 
you, for your own sake, to embrace your own safety and 
give over this attempt. 

ROSALIND. Do, young sir: your reputation shall not 
therefore be misprised. We will make it our suit to the 
duke that the wrestling might not go forward. 181 

ORLANDO. I beseech you, punish me not with your 
hard thoughts, wherein I confess me much guilty, to 
deny so fair and excellent ladies anything. But let your 
fair eyes and gentle wishes go with me to my trial: 
wherein if I be foiled, there is but one shamed that was 
never gracious ; if killed, but one dead that is willing to 
be so. I shall do my friends no wrong, for I have none 
to lament me; the world no injury, for in it I have 
nothing ; only in the world I fill up a place, which may 
be better supplied when I have made it empty. 

ROSALIND. The little strength that I have, I would 
it were with you. 193 
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cetiA. And mine, to eke out hers. 

ROSALIND. Fare you well. Pray heaven I be deceived 
in you! 196 

cELIA. Your heart’s desires be with you ! 

CHARLES. Come, where is this young gallant that is 
so desirous to lie with his mother earth ? 

ORLANDO. Ready, sir; but his wil hath in it a more 
modest working. 201 

DUKE FREDERICK. You shall try but one fall. 

cHARLES. No, I warrant your Grace, you shall not 
entreat him to a second, that have so mightily persuaded 
him from a first. 205 

ORLANDO. You mean to mock me after; you should 
not have mocked me before : but come your ways. 

ROSALIND. Now Hercules be thy speed, young man ! 

cELIA. I would I were invisible, to catch the strong 
fellow by the leg. [CHartes and ORLANDO wrestle. 

ROSALIND. O excellent young man ! 211 

ceniA. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell 
who should down. [Charles is thrown; Shout. 

DUKE FREDERICK. No more, no more. 

ORLANDO. Yes, I beseech your Grace: I am not yet 
well breathed. 216 

DUKE FREDERICK. How dost thou, Charles ? 

LE BEAU. He cannot speak, my lord. 

DUKE FREDERICK. Bear himaway. What isthy name, 
young man @ [CHARLES is borne out. 

ORLANDO. Orlando, my liege; the youngest son of 
Sir Rowland de Boys. 

DUKE FREDERICK. I would thou hadst been son to 

some man else : 
The world esteem’d thy father honourable, 224 
But I did find him still mine enemy : 
Thou shouldst have better pleas’d me with this deed, 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 
But fare thee well; thou art a gallant youth : 228 
I would thou hadst told me of another father. 
{Exeunt DUKE FREDERICK, Train, and LE Brav. 

CELIA. Were I my father, coz, would I do this ? 

ORLANDO. JI am more proud to be Sir Rowland’s son, 
His youngest son; and would not change that calling, 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 233 

ROSALIND. My father lov’d Sir Rowland as his soul, 
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And all the world was of my father’s mind : 
Had I before known this young man his son, 236 
I should have given him tears unto entreaties, 
Ere he should thus have ventur’d. 

CELIA. Gentle cousin, 
Let us go thank him and encourage him : 
My father’s rough and envious disposition 240 
Sticks me at heart. Sir, you have well deserv’d : 
If you do keep your promises in love 
But justly, as you have exceeded all promise, 
Your mistress shall be happy. 

ROSALIND. Gentleman, 244 

{Giving him a chain from her neck. 

Wear this for me, one out of suits with fortune, 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks means. 
Shall we go, coz ? 


CELIA. Ay. Fare you well, fair gentleman. 
ORLANDO. Can I not say, I thank you? My better 
parts 248 


Are all thrown down, and that which here stands up 
Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block. 
ROSALIND. He calls us back: my pride fell with my 
fortunes ; 
I'll ask him what he would. Did you call, sir ? 252 
Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 
CELIA. Will you go, coz ? 
ROSALIND. Have with you. Fare you well. 
[Exeunt RosatrtnD and CELia. 
ORLANDO. What passion hangs these weights upon my 
tongue ? 256 
I cannot speak to her, yet she urg’d conference. 
O poor Orlando, thou art overthrown ! 
Or Charles or something weaker masters thee. 


Re-enter Lz Barav. 

LE BEAU. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place. Albeit you have deserv’d 261 
High commendation, true applause and love, 

Yet such is now the duke’s condition 

That he misconstrues all that you have done. 264 
The duke is humorous : what he is indeed, 

More suits you to conceive than I to speak of. 
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ORLANDO. : I thank you, sir; and pray you, tell me this; 
Which of the two was daughter of the duke, 268 
That here. was at the wrestling ? 

LE BEAU. Neither his daughter, if we judge by 

manners : 
But yet, indeed the smaller is his daughter : 
The other is daughter to the banish’d duke, 272 
And here detain’d by her usurping uncle, 
To keep his daughter company ; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But I can tell you that of late this duke 276 
Hath ta’en displeasure ’gainst his gentle niece, 
Grounded upon no other argument 
But that the people praise her for her virtues, 
And pity her for her good father’s sake ; 280 
And, on my life, his malice ’gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well : 
Hereafter, in a better world than this, 


I shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 284 
ORLANDO. I rest much bounden to you: fare you 
well. : [Exit 'Le Brau. 


Thus must I from the smoke into the smother ; 
From tyrant duke unto a tyrant brother. 
But heavenly Rosalind ! (Exit. 


Scene IIJ.—A Room in the Palace. 


' Enter Cetia and RosALIND. 
CELIA. Why, cousin! why, Rosalind! Cupid have 
mercy! Not a word 2? 
» ROSALIND. Not one to throw at a dog. 

CELIA. No, thy words are too precious to be cast away 
upon curs ; throw some of them at me; come, lame me 
with reasons. 

ROSALIND. Then there were two cousins laid up; 
when the one should be lamed with reasons and the 
other mad without any. 9 

CELIA. But is all this for your father ? 

ROSALIND. No, some of it is for my child’s father : 
O, how full of priers is this working-day world ! 12 

CELIA. They are but burrs, cousin, thrown upon thee 
in holiday foolery : if we walk not in the trodden paths, 
our very petticoats will catch them. 15: 
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ROSALIND. I could shake them off my coat : these 
burrs are in my heart. 

CELIA. Hem them away. 

Rosattnp. T would try, if I could ery ‘hem’, and 
have him. 20 
CELIA. Come, come; wrestle with thy affections. 

ROSALIND. QO! thvy take the part of a better wrestler 
than myself ! 

CELIA. O, a good wish upon you! you will try in 
time, in despite of a fall. But, turning these jests out 
of service, let us talk in good earnest : is it possible, on 
such a sudden, you should fall into so strong a liking 
with old Sir Rowland’s youngest son ? 28 

ROSALIND. The duke my father loved his father 
dearly. 

cELtA. Doth it therefore ensue that you should love 
his son dearly ? By this kind of chase, I should hate 
him, for my father hated his father dearly; yet I hate 
not Orlando. 34 

ROSALIND. No, faith, hate him not, for my sake. 

cELIA. Why should I not ? doth he not deserve well ? 

ROSALIND. Let me love him for that; and do you 
love him, because I do. Look, here comes the duke. 

cELIA. With his eyes full of anger. 


Enter DuKkre FREDERICK, with Lords. 
DUKE FREDERICK. Mistress, dispatch you with your 
safest haste, 40 

And get you from our court. 

ROSALIND. Me, uncle ? 

DUKE FREDERICK. You, cousin : 
Within these ten days if that thou be’st found 
So near our public court as twenty miles, 
Thou diest for it. 

ROSALIND. I do beseech your Grace, AA 
Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me. 
If with myself I hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine own desires, 
Tf that I do not dream or be not frantic,— 48 
As I do trust I am not,—then, dear uncle, 
Never so much as in a thought unborn 
Did I offend your highness. 

DUKE FREDERICK. Thus do all traitors : 
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If their purgation did consist in words, 52 
They are as innocent as grace itself : 
Let it suffice thee that I trust thee not. 
ROSALIND. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a 
traitor : 
Tell me whereon the likelihood depends. 56 
DUKE FREDERICK. Thou art thy father’s daughter ; 
there ’s enough. 
ROSALIND. So was I when your highness took his 
dukedom ; 
So was I when your highness banish’d him. 
Treason is not inherited, my lord ; 60 
Or, if we did derive it from our friends, 
What ’s that to me ? my father was no traitor : 
Thén, good my liege, mistake me not so much 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 4 
cELIA. Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 
DUKE FREDERICK. Ay, Celia; we stay’d her for your 
sake ; 
Else had she with her father rang’d along. 67 
cELIA. I did not then entreat to have her stay : 
It was your pleasure and your own remorse. 
I was too young that time to value her ; 
But now I know her : if she be a traitor, 
Why soamI; we still have slept together, 72 
Rose at an instant, learn’d, play’d, eat together ; 
And wheresoe’er we went, like Juno’s swans, 
Still we went coupled and inseparable. 
DUKE FREDERICK. She is too subtle for thee ; and her 
smoothness, 16 
Her very silence and her patience, 
Speak to the people, and they pity her. 
Thou art a fool: she robs thee of thy name ; 
And thou wilt show more bright and seem more virtuous 
When she is gone. Then open not thy lips: 81 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 
Which I have pass’d upon her ; she is banish’d. 
CELIA. Pronounce that sentence then, on me, my 
liege : 84 
I cannot live out of her company. 
DUKE FREDERICK. Youarea fool. You, niece, provide 
yourself : 
If you outstay the time, upon mine honour, 
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And in the greatness of my word, you die. 88 
{Exeunt Dukr FREDERICK and Lords. 

CELIA. O my poor Rosalind! whither wilt thou go ? 
Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine. 

I charge thee, be not thou more griev’d than I am. 

ROSALIND. I have more cause. 

CELIA. Thou hast not, cousin ; 
Prithee, be cheerful ; know’st thou not, the duke 93 
Hath banish’d me, his daughter ? 

ROSALIND. That he hath not. 

cELIA. No, hath not? Rosalind lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one: 96 
Shall we be sunder’d ? shall we part, sweet girl ? 

No: let my father seek another heir. 

Therefore devise with me how we may fly, 

Whither to go, and what to bear with us: 100 
And do not seek to take your change upon you, 

To bear your griefs yourself and leave me out ; 

For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale, 

Say what thou canst, I'll go along with thee. 104 

ROSALIND. Why, whither shall we go ? 

CELIA. To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden. 

ROSALIND. Alas, what danger will it be to us, 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far ! 108 
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

ceLia. I'll put myself in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kind of umber smirch my face ; 


The like do you: so shall we pass along 112 
And never stir assailants. 
ROSALIND. Were it not better, 


Because that I am more than common tall, 
That I did suit me all points like a man ? 
A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh, 116 
A boar-spear in my hand ; and,—in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman’s fear there will,— 
We'll have a swashing and a martial outside, 
As many other mannish cowards have 120 
That do outface it with their semblances. 
CELIA. What shall I call thee when thou art a man ? 
ROSALIND. I’]] have no worse a name than Jove’s own 
age, 
Nadi therefor look you call me Ganymede. 124 
But what will you be call’d ? 
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cELIA. Something that.hath a reference to my state : 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

ROSALIND. But, cousin, what if we assay’d to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father’s court 4 129 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

ceLtiA. He'll go along o’er the wide world with me ; 
Leave me alone to woo him. Let’s away, 132 
And get our jewels and our wealth together, 

Devise the fittest time and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit that will be made 


After my flight. Now go we in content 136 
To liberty and not to banishment. [Exeunt. 
ACT II 


Scene I.—The Forest of Arden. 
Enter DuKE Senior, AMIENS, and other Lords, like Foresters. 
DUKE SENIOR. Now, my co-mates and brothers in 
exile, 
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court ? 4 
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons’ difference ; as, the icy fang 
And churlish chiding of the winter’s wind, 
Which, when it bites and blows upon my body, 8 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile and say 
‘ This is no flattery : these are counsellors 
That feelingly persuade me what I am.’ 
Sweet are the uses of adversity, 12 
Which like the toad, ugly and venomous, 
Wears yet a precious j wel in his head ; 
And this our life exempt from public haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brook 16 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 
I would not change it. 
AMIENS. Happy is your Grace, 
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 20 
-DUKE SENIOR. Come, shall we go and kill us venison ¢ 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, > 9. 
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Being native burghers of this desert city, 
Should in their own confines with forked heads 24 
Have their round haunches gor’d. 
FIRST LORD. Indeed, my lord, 
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that ; 
And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother that hath banish’d you. 28 
To-day my Lord of Amiens and myself 
Did steal behind him as he lay along 
Under an oak whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood ; 32 
To the which place a poor sequester’d stag, 
That from the hunters’ aim had ta’en a hurt, 
Did come to languish ; and, indeed, my lord, 
The wretched animal heav’d forth such groans 36 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting, and the big round tears 
Cours’d one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase ; and thus the hairy fool, 40 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 
DUKE SENIOR. But what said Jaques ? 
Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 44 
FIRST LORD. O, yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping into the needless stream ; 
* Poor deer,’ quoth he, ‘ thou mak’st a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 48 
To that which had too much’: then, being there alone, 
Left and abandon’d of his velvet friends ; 
‘?Tis right,’ quoth he; ‘thus misery doth part 
The flux of company’: anon, a careless herd, 52 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him 
And never stays to greet him; ‘ Ay,’ quoth Jaques, 
“Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens ; 
’Tis just the fashion; wherefore do you look 56 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ?’ 
Thus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court, 
Yea, and of this our life; swearing that we 60 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what ’s worse, 
To fright the animals and to kill them up 
In their assign’d and native dwelling-place. 
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DUKE SENIOR. And did you leave him in this con- 


templation ? 64 
SECOND LORD. We did, my lord, weeping and com- 
menting 
Upon the sobbing deer. 
DUKE SENIOR. Show me the place. 
I love to cope him in these sullen fits, 
For then he’s full of matter. 68 


SECOND LorD. I'll bring you to him straight. [(Exeunt. 


Scense II.—A Room in the Palace. 
Enter DuKE FrEpERICK, Lords, and Attendants. 
DUKE FREDERICK. Can it be possible that no man saw 
” them ? 
It cannot be: some villains of my court 
Are of consent and sufferance in this. 
FIRST LORD. I cannot hear of any that did see her. 4 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 
Saw her a-bed ; and, in the morning early 
They found the bed untreasur’d of their mistress. 
SECOND LORD. My lord, the roynish clown, at whom 
so oft 8 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hisperia, the princess’ gentlewoman, 
Confesses that she secretly o’erheard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commend 12 
The parts and graces of the wrestler 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles ; 
And she believes, wherever they are gone, 
That youth is surely in their company. 16 
DUKE FREDERICK. Send to his brother; fetch that 
gallant hither ; 
If he be absent, bring his brother to me ; 
I'll make him find him. Do this suddenly, 
And let not search and inquisition quail 20 
To bring again these foolish runaways. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—Before Otiver’s Hous. 
Enter ORLANDO and ADAM, meeting. 
ORLANDO. Who’s there ? 
ADAM. What! my young master? O my gentle master ! 
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O my sweet master! O you memory 

Of old Sir Rowland! why, what make you here ? 4 
Why are you virtuous? Why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be so fond to overcome 

The bony priser of the humorous duke ? 8 
Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 

Know you not, master, to some kind of men 

Their graces serve them but as enemies ? 

No more do yours: your virtues, gentle master, 12 
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 

O, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it ! 

ORLANDO. Why, what’s the matter ? 

ADAM. O unhappy youth ! 
Come not within these doors ; within this roof 17 
The enemy of all your graces lives. 

Your brother,—no, no brother ; yet the son,— 

Yet not the son, I will not call him son 20 
Of him I was about to call his father,— 

Hath heard your praises, and this night he means 

To burn the lodging where you use to lie, 

And you within it: if he fail of that, 24 
He will have other means to cut you off. 

I overheard him and his practices. 

This is no place; this house is but a butchery : 


Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 28 
ORLANDO. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have 
me go? 


ADAM. No matter whither, so you come not here. 
ORLANDO. What! wouldst thou have me go and beg 
my food ? 
Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce 32 
A thievish living on the common road ? 
This I must do, or know not what to do: 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can ; 
I rather will subject me to the malice 36 
Of a diverted and bloody brother. 
ADAM. But do not so. I have five hundred crowns, 
The thrifty hire I sav’d under your father, 
Which I did store to be my foster-nurse 40 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame, 
And unregarded age in corners thrown. 
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Take that ; and He that doth the ravens feed, 

Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, 44 
Be comfort to my age! Here is the gold ; 

All this I give you. Let me be your servant : 

Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty ; 

For in my youth I never did apply 48 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood, 

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 

The means of weakness and debility ; 

Therefore my age is as a lusty winter, 52 
Frosty, but kindly. Let me go with you ; 

Yl do the service of a younger man 

In all your business and necessities. 

QRLANDO. O good old man! how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world, 57 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 

Thou art not for the fashion of these times, 

Where none will sweat but for promotion, 60 
And having that, do choke thei: service up 

Even with the having: it is not so with thee. 

But, poor old man, thou prun’st a rotten tree, 

That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 64 
Tn lieu of all thy pains and husbandry. 

But come thy ways, we'll go along together, 

And ere we have thy youthful wages spent, 

We'll light upon some settled low content. 68 

ADAM. Master, go on, and I will follow thee 
To the last gasp with truth and loyalty. 

From seventeen years till now almost fourscore 

Here lived I, but now live here no more. 712 
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek ; 

But at fourscore it is too late a week : 

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better 

Than to die well and not my master’s debtor. {Exeunt. 


Scene IV.—The Forest of Arden. 
Enter Rosatrp in boy’s clothes, Crria ‘dressed like 
a shepherdess, and ToUCHSTONE. 
ROSALIND. QO Jupiter! how weary are my spirits. 
TOUCHSTONE. { care not for my spirits if my legs were 
not weary. . 
ROSALIND. I could find it in my heart to disgrace my 
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man’s apparel and to cry like a woman; but I must 
comfort the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose ought to 
show itself courageous to petticoat: therefore, courage, 
good Aliena. 8 

cELIA. I pray you, bear with me: I cannot go no 
further. 

TOUCHSTONE. For my part, I had rather bear with you 
than bear you; yet I should bear no cross if I did bear 
you, for I think you have no money in your purse. 

ROSALIND. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 14 

TOUCHSTONE. Ay, now am I in Arden; the more 
fool I; when I was at home, I was in a better place : 
but travellers must be content. 17 

ROSALIND. Ay, be so, good Touchstone. Look you, 
who comes here; a young man and an old in solemn 
talk. 20) 

Enter Corin and Sitvivs. 

corRIN. That is the way to make her scorn you still. 

stnvius. O Corin, that thou knew’st how I do love 

her ! 

cortn. I partly guess, for I have lov’d ere now. 

sitvius. No, Corin; being old, thou canst not guess, 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover 25 
As ever sigh’d upon a midnight pillow : 

But if thy love were ever like to mine,— 

As sure I think did never man love so,— 28 
How many actions most ridiculous 

Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy ? 

corn. Into a thousand that I have forgotten. 

sitvius. O! thou didst then ne’er love so heartily. 
If thou remember’ st not the slightest folly 33 
That ever love did make thee run into, 

Thou hast not loy’d : 

Or if thou hast not sat as I do now, 36 

Wearing thy hearer with thy mistress’ praise, 

Thou hast not lov’d: 

Or if thou hast not broke from coiwpany 

Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, 40 

Thou hast not lov’d. O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe ! (Exit. 
ROSALIND. Alas, poor shepherd! searching of thy 

wound, 

I have by hard adventure found mine own. 43 

tToucHstoNr. And I mine. I remember, when I was 
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in love I broke my sword upon a stone, and bid him 
take that for coming a-night to Jane Smile; and I 
remember the kissing of her batler, and the cow’s dugs 
that her pretty chopped hands had milked ; and I remem- 
ber the wooing of a peascod instead of her, from whom 
I took two cods, and giving her them again, said with 
weeping tears, ‘ Wear these for my sake.’ We that are 
true lovers run into strange capers; but as all is mortal 
in nature, so is all nature in love mortal in folly. 

ROSALIND. Thou speakest wiser than thou art 
ware of. 55 

TOUCHSTONE. Nay, I shall ne’er be ware of mine own 
wit till I break my shins against it. 

ROSALIND. Jove, Jove! this shepherd’s passion 

Is much upon my fashion. 

TOUCHSTONE. And mine; but it grows something 
stale with me. 61 
ceLta. I pray you, one of you question yond man, 
If he for gold will give us any food : 

I faint almost to death. 


TOUCHSTONE. Holla, you clown ! 64 
ROSALIND. Peace, fool: he’s not thy kinsman. 
CORIN. Who calls ? 
TOUCHSTONE. Your betters, sir. 

CORIN. Else are they very wretched. 
ROSALIND. Peace, I say. Good even to you, friend. 
corIn. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 68 


ROSALIND. I prithee, shepherd, if that love or gold 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves and feed. 
Here ’s a young maid with travel much oppress’d, —_72 
And faints for succour. 
CORIN. Fair sir, I pity her, 
And wish, for her sake more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her ; 
But I am shepherd to another man, 76 
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze : 
My master is of churlish disposition 
And little recks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality. 80 
Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed 
Are now on sale; and at our sheepcote now, 
By reason of his absence, there is nothing | 
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That you will feed on; but what is, come see, 84 
And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 
ROSALIND. What is he that shall buy his flock and 


pasture ? 
CORIN. That young swain that you saw here but 

erewhile, 
That little cares for buying anything. 88 


ROSALIND. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty, 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock, 
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 
cEeLIA. And we will mend thy wages. I like this 
place, 92 
And willingly could waste my time in it. 
coRIN. Assuredly the thing is to be sold: 
Go with me: if you like upon report 


The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 96 
I will your very faithful feeder be, 
And buy it with your gold right suddenly. [Exeunt. 


Scene Y.—Another part of the Forest. 
Enter AMIENS, JAQueEs, and Others. 
SONG. 
AMIENS. Under the greenwood tree 
Who loves to lie with me, 
And turn his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird’s throat, 4 
Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 8 


JAQUES. More, more, I prithee, more. 

AMIENS. It will make you melancholy, Monsieur 
Jaques. 11 

gagurs. I thank it. More! I prithee, more. I can 
suck melancholy out of a song as a weasel sucks eggs. 
More! I prithee, more. 

AMIENS. My voice is ragged; I know I cannot please 
you. 16 
gaguEs. I do not desire you to please me; I do 
desire you to sing. Come, more; another stanzo: call 
you them stanzos ? 
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AMIENS. What you will, Monsieur Jaques. 20 

JAquEs. Nay, I care not for their names; they owe. 
me nothing. Will you sing ? 

AMIENS. More at your request than to please myself. 

JAQUES. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I'll 
thank you: but that they call compliment is like the 
encounter of two dog-apes, and when a man thanks me 
heartily, methinks I have given him a penny and he 
renders me the beggarly thanks. Come, sing; and you 
that will not, hold your tongues. 29 

AMIENS. Well, Pll end the song. Sirs, cover the 
while; the duke will drink under this tree. He hath 
been all this day to look you. 32 

gaques. And TI have been all this day to avoid him. 
Helis too disputable for my company: I think of as 
many matters as he, but I give heaven thanks, and 


make no boast of them. Come, warble; come. 36 
SONG. 
AMIENS. Who doth ambition shun. [All together here. 


And loves to live i’ the sun, 
Seeking the food he eats, 
And pleas’d with what he gets, 40 
Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. et 


JAQUES. I'll give you a verse to this note, that I made 
yesterday in despite of my invention. 

AMIENS. And I'll sing it. 

JAQUES. Thus it goes: 48 


If it do come to pass 
That any man turn ass, 
Leaving his wealth and ease, 
A stubborn will to please, 52 
Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame : 
Here shall he see 
Gross fools as he, 
An if he will come to me. 56 


AMIENS. What’s that ‘ducdame’ ? 
JAQUES. *Tis a Greek invocation to call fools into’ 
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a circle. Ill go sleep if I can; if I cannot, I'll rail 


against all the first-born of Egypt. 60 
AMIENS. And I'll go seek the duke: ‘his banquet is 
prepared. [Exeunt severally. 


ScrnE VI.—Another Part of the Forest, 
Enter ORLANDO and Apam. 

ADAM. Dear master, 1 can go no further: O! I die 
for food. Here lie I down, and measure out my grave. 
Farewell, kind master. 

ORLANDO. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart 
in thee? | Live a little; comfort alittle; cheer thyself 
a little. If this uncouth forest yield anything savage, 
I will either be food for it, or bring it for food to thee. 
Thy conceit.is nearer death than thy powers. For my 
sake be comfortable, hold death awhile at the arm’s 
end, I will here be with thee presently, and if I bring 
thee not something to eat, I will give thee leave to die ; 
but if thou diest before I come, thou art a mocker of 
my labour. Well said! thou lookest cheerly, and I'll 
be with thee quickly. Yet thou liest in the bleak air: 
come, I will bear thee to some shelter, and thou shalt 
not die for lack of a dinner, if there live anything in this 
desert. Cheerly, good Adam. [Exeunt. 


Scene VII.—Another part of the Forest, 
A table set out:' Enter Duk®r Senior, Amiens, Lords 
. like Outlaws. 

DUKE SENIOR. I think he be transform’d into a beast, 
For I can nowhere find him like a man, 

FIRST LORD. My lord, he is but even now gone hence : 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 4 

DUKE SENIOR. If he, compact of jars, grow musical, 
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres. 
Go, seek him: tell him I would speak with him. 1 

FIRST LORD. Hesaves my labour by his own approach. 


’ Enter Jaquzs. 
DUKE SENIOR. Why, how now, monsieur! what a life 
is this, 
That your poor friends must woo your company ? 
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What, you look merrily ! 

gaquEs. A fool, a fool! I met a fool i’ the forest, 
A motley fool; a miserable world ! 13 
As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 
Who laid him down and bask’d him in the sun, 
And rail’d on Lady Fortune in good terms, 16 
In good set terms, and yet a motley fool. 
‘Good morrow, fool,’ quoth I. ‘ No, sir,’ quoth he, 
‘Call me not fool till heaven hath sent me fortune.’ 
And then he drew a dial from his poke, 20 
And, looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 
Says very wisely, ‘It is ten o’clock ; 
Thus may we see,’ quoth he, ‘ how the world wags : 
Tis but an hour ago since it was nine, 24 
And after one hour more ’twill be eleven ; 
And so, from hour to hour we ripe and ripe, 
And then from hour to hour we rot and rot, 
And thereby hangs a tale.’ When I did hear 28 
The motley fool thus moral on the time, 
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 
That fools should be so deep-contemplative, 
And I did laugh sans intermission 32 
An hour by his dial. O noble fool ! 
A worthy fool! Motley ’s the only wear. 

DUKE SENIOR. What fool is this ? 

JAQUES. QO worthy fool! One that hath been a 

courtier, 36 

And says, if ladies be but young and fair, 
They have the gift to know it ; and in his brain,— 
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage,—he hath strange places cramm’d 40 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms. O that I were a fool ! 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

DUKE SENIOR. Thou shalt have one. 

JAQUES. It is my only suit ; 
Provided that you weed your better judgments 45 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them 
That I am wise. I must have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 48 
To blow on whom I please ; for so fools have : 

And they that are most galled with my folly, 
They most must laugh. And why, sir, must they so ? 
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The ‘ why’ is plain as way to parish church : 52 
He that a fool doth very wisely hit 
Doth very foolishly, although he smart, 
Not to seem senseless of the bob ; if not, 
The wise man’s folly is anatomiz’d 56 
Even by the squandering glances of the fool. 
Invest me in my motley ; give me leave 
To speak my mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanse the foul body of th’ infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 
DUKE SENIOR. Fie on thee! I can tell what thou 
wouldst do. 
JAQUES. What, for a counter, would I do, but good ? 
DUKE SENIOR. Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding 
sin: 64 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine, 
As sensual as the brutish sting itself ; 
And all the embossed sores and headed evils, 
That thou with licence of free foot hast caught, 68 
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world. 
JAQUES. Why, who cries out on pride, 
That can therein tax any private party ? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 72 
Till that the weary very means do ebb ? 
What woman in the city do I name, 
When that I say the city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders ? 76 
Who can come in and say that I mean her, 
When such a one as she such is her neighbour ¢ 
Or what is he of basest function, 
That says his bravery is not on my cost,— 80 
Thinking that I mean him,—but therein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech ? 
There then; how then? what then? Let me see 
wherein 
My tongue hath wrong’d him: if it do him right, 84 
Then he hath wrong’d himself ; if he be free, 
Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies, 
Unclaim’d of any man. But who comes here ? 


Enter ORLANDO, with his sword drawn. 


ORLANDO. Forbear, and eat no more. 
JAQUES. Why, I have eat none yet. 
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‘oRLANDO. Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv’d. — 
JAQUES. Of what kind should this cock come of ? 
DUKE SENIOR. . Art thou thus bolden’d, man, by thy 
distress, 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners, 92 
That in civility thou seem’st so empty ? 
ORLANDO. You touch’d my vein at first : the thorny 


point 
Of bare distress hath ta’en from me the show 
Of smooth civility ; yet Iam inland bred 96 


And know some nurture. But forbear, I say: 
He dies that touches any of this fruit 
Till I and my affairs are answered. 
aaques. An you will not be answered with reason, 
I must die. 101 
DUKE SENIOR. What would you have ? Your gentle- 
ness shall force 
More than your force move us to gentleness. 
ORLANDO. I almost die for food ; and let me have it. 
DUKE SENIOR. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our 


table. 105 
ORLANDO. Speak you so gently ? Pardon me, I pray 
you : 
I thought that all things had been savage here, 
And therefore put I on the countenance 108 


Of stern commandment. But whate’er you are 
That in this desert inaccessible, 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 112 
If ever you have look’d on better days, 
If ever been where bells have knoll’d to church, 
If ever sat at any good man’s feast, 
If ever from your eyelids wip’d a tear, 116 
And know what ’tis to pity, and be pitied, 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 
In the which hope I blush, and hide my sword. 
DUKE SENIOR. ‘True is it that we have seen better 
days, 120 
And have with holy bell been knoll’d to church, 
And sat at good men’s feasts, and wip’d our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender’d ; 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness : 124 
And take upon command what help we have 
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That to your wanting may be minister’d. 

ORLANDO. Then but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn 28 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 

Who after me hath many a weary step . 
Limp’d in pure love ; till he be first suffie’d, 
Oppress’d with two weak evils, age and hunger, 132 
I will not touch a bit. 
DUKE SENIOR. Go find him out, 
And we will nothing waste till you return. 
ORLANDO. I thank ye; and be bless’d for your good 


comfort ! [Ioxit. 
DUKE SENIOR. Thou seest we are not all. alone 
unhappy : 136 


This wide and universal theatre 
Present more woful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 

JAQUES. All the world’s a stage, 
And all the men and wonien merely players : 140 
They have their exits and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms. 144 
And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel, 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad 148 
Made to his mistress’. eyebrow, Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 152 
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice, 
In fair round belly with good capon lin’d, 
With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wise saws and modern instances ; 156 
And so he plays nis part. The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon, 
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side, 
His youthful hose well sav’d a world too wide 160 
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history, 164 
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Ts second childishness and mere oblivion, 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 


Re-enter ORLANDO, with ADAM. 
DUKE SENIOR. Welcome. Set down your venerable 
burden, 
And let him feed. 
ORLANDO. I thank you most for him, 168 
ADAM. So had you need : 
I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 
DUKE SENIOR. Welcome; fall to: I will not trouble 
you 
As yet, to question you about your fortunes. 172 
Give us some music; and, good cousin, sing. 


SONG. 


AMIENS. Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude ; 176 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho! unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly. 
Then heigh-ho! the holly ! 
This life is most jolly. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 184 
That dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 188 
As friend remember’d not. 
Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho! unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly. 
Then heigh-ho! the holly ! 192 
This life is most jolly. 


DUKE SENIOR. If that you were the good Sir Row- 
land’s son, 
As you have whisper’d faithfully you were, 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 196 
Most truly limn’d and living in your face, 
Be truly welcome hither : I am the duke 
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That lov’d your father : the residue of your fortune, 
Go to my cave and tell me, Good old man, 200 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is. 

Support him by the arm. Give me your hand, 

And let me all your fortunes understand. [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 


Scene I.—A Room in the Palace. 
Enter DuKkr FREDERICK, OLIver, Lords, and Attendants. 
DUKE FREDERICK. Not seen him since! Sir, sir, that 
cannot be : 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 
I should not seek an absent argument 
Of my revenge, thou present. But look to it : 4 
Find out thy brother, wheresoe’er he is ; 
Seek him with candle ; bring him, dead or living, 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 8 
Thy lands and all things that thou dost call thine 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands, 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother’s mouth 
Of what we think against thee. 12 
OLIVER. O that your highness knew my heart in this ! 
I never lov’d my brother in my life. 
DUKE FREDERICK. More villain thou. Well, push 
him out of doors ; 


And let my officers of such a nature 16 
Make an extent upon his house and lands. 
Do this expediently and turn him going. [Exeunt. 


Scene II.—The Forest of Arden. 
Enter ORLANDO, with a paper. 
ORLANDO. Hang there, my verse, in witness of my 
love : 

And thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above, 

Thy huntress’ name, that my full life doth sway. 4 
O Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books, 

And in their barks my thoughts I’]l character, 
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That every eye, which in this forest looks, 


Shall see thy virtue witness’d everywhere. 8 
Run, run, Orlando: carve on every tree 
The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive she. (Exit. 


Enter Corin and ToucHSTONE. 

cortn. And how like you this shepherd’s life, Master 
Touchstone ? 12 

TOUCHSTONE. ‘Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, 
it is a good life; but in respect that it is a shepherd’s 
life, it is naught. In respect that it is solitary, I like 
it very well; but in respect that it is private, it is 
a very vile life. Now, in respect it is in the fields, it 
pleaseth me well; but in respect it is not in the court, 
it is tedious. As it is a spare life, look you, it fits my 
humour well; but as there is no more plenty in it, it 
goes much against my stomach. Hast any philosophy 
in thee, shepherd ? 22 

corRIN. No more but that I know the more one 
sickens the worse at ease he is; and that he that wants 
money, means, and content, is without three good 
friends; that the property of rain is to wet, and fire to 
burn; that good pasture makes fat sheep, and that a 
great cause of the night is lack of the sun; that he that 
hath learned no wit by nature nor art may complain 
of good breeding, or comes of a very dull kindred. 

TOUCHSTONE. Such a one is a natural philosopher. 
Wast ever in court, shepherd @ 32 

coRIN. No, truly. 

TOUCHSTONE. ‘Then thou art damned. 

corIN. Nay, I hope. 

TOUCHSTONE. ‘Truly, thou art damned like an ill- 
roasted egg, all on one side. 37 

CORIN. For not being at court ? Your reason. 

TOUCHSTONE. Why, if thou never wast at court, thou 
never sawest good manners ; if thou never sawest good 
manners, then thy manners must be wicked ; and wicked- 
ness is sin, and sin is damnation. Thou art in a parlous 
state, shepherd. 43 

coRIN: Not a whit, Touchstone : those that are good 
manners at the court, are as ridiculous in the country 
as the behaviour of the country is most mockable at the 
court. . You told me you salute not at the court, but you 
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kiss your hands: that courtesy would be ‘uncleanly if 
courtiers were shepherds. 49 
TOUCHSTONE. Instance, briefly ; come, instance. 
cORIN. Why, we are still handling our ewes, and 
their fells, you know, are greasy. 52 
TOUCHSTONE. Why, do not your courtier’s hands 
sweat ? and is not the grease of a mutton as wholesome 
as the sweat of a man? Shallow, shallow. <A better 
instance, I say ; come. 56 
CORIN. Besides, our hands are hard. 
TOUCHSTONE. Your lips will feel them the sooner : 
shallow again. A more sounder instance ; come. 
corIN. And they are often tarred over with the 
surgery of our sheep; and would you have us kiss tar ? 
The courtier’s hands are perfumed with civet. 62 
TOUCHSTONE. Most shallow man! Thou worms- 
meat, in respect of a good piece of flesh, indeed! Learn 
of the wise, and perpend : civet is of a baser birth than 
tar, the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the instance, 
shepherd. 67 
cORIN. You have too courtly a wit for me: I'll rest. 
TOUCHSTONE. Wilt thou rest damned? God help 
thee, shallow man! God make incision in thee! thou 
art raw. 71 
CORIN. Sir, I am a true labourer: I earn that I 
eat, get that I wear, owe no man hate, envy no man’s 
happiness, glad of other men’s good, content with my 
harm; and the greatest of my pride is to see my ewes 
graze and my lambs suck. 76 
TOUCHSTONE. That is another simple sin in you, to 
bring the ewes and the rams together, and to offer to 
get your living by the copulation of cattle ; to be bawd 
to a bell-wether, and to betray a she-lamb of a twelve- 
month to a crooked-pated, old, cuckoldy ram, out of all 
reasonable match. If thou be’st not damned for this, 
the devil himself will have no shepherds: I cannot see 
else how thou shouldst ’scape. 84 
corIN. Here comes young Master Ganymede, my 
new mistress’s brother. 


Enter Rosatinp, reading a paper. 
ROSALIND. From the east to western Ind, 
- No jewel is like Rosalind. ~ 38 
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Her worth, being mounted:on the wind, 
Through all the world bears Rosalind. 

All the pictures fairest lin’d 

Are but black to Rosalind. 92 
Let no face be kept in mind, 

But the fair of Rosalind. 


TOUCHSTONE. I'll rime you so, eight years together, 
dinners and suppers and sleeping hours excepted : it is 
the right butter-women’s rank to market. 97 

ROSALIND. Out, fool! 

TOUCHSTONE. For a taste :— 


Tf a hart do lack a hind. 100 
Let him seek out Rosalind. 

If the cat will after kind, 

So be sure will Rosalind. 
Winter-garments must be lin’d, 104 
So must slender Rosalind. 

They that reap must sheaf and bind, 

Then to cart with Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind, 108 
Such a nut is Rosalind. 

He that sweetest rose will find 

Must find love’s prick and Rosalind. 


This is the very false gallop of verses: why do you 
infect yourself with them ? 113 
ROSALIND. Peace! you dull fool: I found them on 
a tree. 
TOUCHSTONE. ‘Truly the tree yields bad fruit. 116 
ROSALIND. I'll graff it with you, and then I shall 
graff it with a medlar: then it will be the earliest fruit 
i the country ; for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe, 
and that ’s the right virtue of the medlar. 120 
TOUCHSTONE. You have said; but whether wisely or 
no, let the forest judge. 


Enter Cet, reading a paper. 
ROSALIND. Peace ! 
Here comes my sister, reading : stand aside. 124 


ceLIA. Why should this a desert be ? 
for it is unpeopled ? No; | 
Tongues I'll hang on every tree, 
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That shall civil sayings show. 128 
Some, how brief the life of man 

Runs his erring pilgrimage, 
That the stretching of a span 

Buckles in his sum of age ; 132 
Some, of violated vows 

*Twixt the souls of friend and friend : 
But upon the fairest boughs, 

Or at every sentence’ end, 136 
Will I Rosalinda write ; 

Teaching all that read to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 

Heaven would in little show. 140 
Therefore Heaven Nature charg’d 

That one body should be fill’d 
With all graces wide enlarg’d : 

Nature presently distill’d 144 
Helen’s cheek, but not her heart, 

Cleopatra’s majesty, 
Atalanta’s better part, 

Sad Lucretia’s modesty. 148 
Thus Rosalind of many parts 

By heavenly synod was devis’d, 
Of many faces, eyes, and hearts, 

To have the touches dearest priz’d. 152 
Heaven would that she these gifts should have, 
And I to live and die her slave. 


ROSALIND. O most gentle pulpiter! what tedious 
homily of love have you wearied your parishioners withal, 
and never cried, ‘ Have patience, good people !’ 

ceLtta. How now! back, friends! Shepherd, go off a 
little : go with him, sirrah. 159 

TOUCHSTONE. Come, shepherd, let us make an honour- 
able retreat ; though not with bag and baggage, yet with 
serip and scrippage. [Exeunt Corin and ToucHsToNne. 

cELIA. | Didst thou hear these verses ? 

ROSALIND. O, yes, I heard them all, and more too ; 
for some of them had in them more feet than the verses 
would bear. 

cetiA. That’s no matter: the feet might bear the 
verses. 168 

ROSALIND. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not 

SH. I Aa 
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bear themselves without the verse, and therefore stood 
lamely in the verse. 

cELIA. But didst thou hear without wondering, how 
thy name should be hanged and carved upon these 
trees ? 174 

ROSALIND. I was seven of the nine days out of the 
wonder before you came; for look here what I found 
on a palm- -tree ;. 1 was never so be-rimed since Pytha- 
goras’ time, that I was an Irish rat, which I can hardly 
remember. 

cELIA. 'Trow you who hath done:this ? 180 

ROSALIND, Is it a man ? 

ceLiaA. And a chain, that you once wore, about his 
neck. Change you colour ? 

ROSALIND. I prithee, who ? 184 

ceLIA. O Lord, Lord! it isa hard matter for friends 
to meet; but mountains may be removed with earth- 
quakes, and.so encounter. 

ROSALIND. Nay, but who is it ? 188 

cELIA. Is it possible @ 

ROSALIND. Nay, I prithee now, with most petition- 
ary vehemence, tell me who it is. 

CELIA. QO wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful 
wonderful! and yet again wonderful! and after that, 
out of all whooping ! 194 

ROSALIND. Good my complexion! dost thou think, 
though I am. caparison’d like a man, I have a doublet 
and hose in my disposition? One inch of delay more 
is a South-sea of discovery ; I prithee, tell me who is 
it quickly, and speak apace. I would thou couldst 
stammer, that thou mightst pour this concealed man 
out of thy mouth, as wine comes out of a narrow- 
mouth’d bottle ; either too much at once, or none at all. 
I prithee, take the cork out of thy mouth, that I may 
drink thy tidings. 204 

CELIA. So you may put a man in your belly. 

ROSALIND. Is he of God’s making ? What manner 
of man? Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth a 
beard ? 208 

CELIA. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

ROSALIND. Why, God will send more, if the man 
will be thankful. Let me stay the growth of his beard, 
‘if thou delay me not the knowledge of his chin... 212 
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ceELIA. It is young Orlando, that tripped up the 
wrestler’s heels and your heart both, in an instant. 

ROSALIND. . Nay, but the devil take mocking : speak, 
sad brow and true maid. 216 

cELIA. I faith, coz, ’tis he. 

ROSALIND. Orlando ? 

CELIA. Orlando. 

ROSALIND.. Alas the day! what shall I do with my 
doublet and hose? What did he when thou sawest 
him ? What said he ?- How looked he? Wherein went 
he ? What makes he here ?, Did he ask for me ?- Where 
remains he ? How parted he with thee, and when shalt 
thou see him again ? Answer me in one word. 225 

ceLIA. You must borrow me Gargantua’s mouth 
first : “tis a word too great for any mouth of this age’s 
size. To say ay and no to these particulars is more 
than to answer in a catechism. 229 

ROSALIND. But doth he know that I am in this forest 
and in man’s apparel? Looks he as freshly as he did 
the day he wrestled ? 232 

CELIA. It is as easy to count atomies as to resolve 
the propositions of a lover; but take a taste of my 
finding him, and relish it with good observance. I found 
him under a tree, like a dropped acorn. 236 

ROSALIND. It may well be called Jove’s tree, when 
it drops forth such fruit. 

CELIA. Give me audience, good madam. 

ROSALIND. Proceed. 240 

ceLiA. There lay he, stretch’d along like a wounded 
knight. 

ROSALIND. ‘Though it be pity to see such a sight, it 
well becomes the ground. 244 

ceLtia. Cry ‘holla!’ to thy tongue, I prithee; it 
curvets unseasonably. He was furnish’d like a hunter. 

ROSALIND. O, ominous! he comes to kill my 
heart. 248 
' ceLia. I would sing my song without a burthen: thou 
bringest me out of tune. 

ROSALIND. Do you not know I am a woman ? when 
I think, I must speak. Sweet, say on. 252 

CELIA. You bring me out. Soft ! comes he not here ? 

ROSALIND. .Tis he: slink by, and note him. 
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Enter OrLaANDO and JAQUES. 
yaques. I thank you for your company; but, good 
faith, I had as lief have been myself alone. 256 
oRLANDO. And so had 1; but yet, for fashion’ sake, 
I thank you too for your society. 

JaQuEs. God be wi’ you: let’s meet as little as we 
can. 260 
ORLANDO. I do desire we may be better strangers. 

JAQUES. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing 
love-songs in their barks. 

ORLANDO. I pray you mar no more of my verses with 
reading them ill-favouredly. 265 

JAQUES. Rosalind is your love’s name ? 
.. ORLANDO. ‘Yes, just. 

gaques. I do not like her name. 268 

ORLANDO. There was no thought of pleasing you when 
she was christened. 

JAQUES. What stature is she of ? 

ORLANDO. Just as high as my heart. 272 

Jaques. You are full of pretty answers. Have you 
not been acquainted with goldsmiths’ wives, and conn’d 
them out of rings ? 

ORLANDO. Not so; but I answer you right painted 
cloth, from whence you have studied your questions. 

JAQuEs. You havea nimble wit: I think *twas made 
of Atalanta’s heels. Will you sit down with me? and 
we two will rail against our mistress the world, and all 
our misery. 281 

ORLANDO. I will chide no breather in the world but 
myself, against whom I know most faults. 

JAQUES. The worst fault you have is to be in love. 

ORLANDO. ‘Tis a iault I will not change for your best 
virtue. I am weary of you. 

JaquEs. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool when 
I found you. 288 

ORLANDO. He is drowned in the brook: look but in, 
and you shall see him. 

JAQUES. There I shall see mine own figure. 

ORLANDO. Which I take to be either a fool or a cipher. 

JAQUES. I'll tarry no longer with you. Farewell, good 
Signior Love. 294 

ORLANDO. Iam glad of your departure. Adieu, good 
Monsieur Melancholy. [Exit Jaquzs. 
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ROSALIND, I will speak to him like a saucy lackey, 
and under that habit play the knave with him. Do you 
hear, forester ? 

ORLANDO. Very well: what would you ? 300 

ROSALIND. I pray you, what is ’t o’clock ? 

ORLANDO. You should ask me, what time o’ day; 
there ’s no clock in the forest. 

ROSALIND. ‘Then there is no true lover in the forest ; 
else sighing every minute and groaning every hour would 
detect the lazy foot of Time as well as a clock. 

ORLANDO. And why not the swift foot of Time ? had 
not that been as proper ? 308 

ROSALIND. By no means, sir. Time travels in divers 
paces with divers persons. I'll tell you who Time ambles 
withal, who Time trots withal, who Time gallops withal, 
and who he stands still withal. 312 

ORLANDO. I prithee, who doth he trot withal ? 

ROSALIND, Marry, he trots hard with a young maid 
between the contract of her marriage and the day it 
is solemnized ; if the interim be but a se’nnight, Time’s 
pace is so hard that it seems the length of seven year. 

ORLANDO. Who ambles Time withal ? 318 

ROSALIND. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich 
man that hath not the gout; for the one sleeps easily 
because he cannot study, and the other lives merrily 
because he feels no pain; the one lacking the burden 
of lean and wasteful learning, the other knowing no 
burden of heavy tedious penury. These Time ambles 
withal. 325 

ORLANDO. Who doth he gallop withal ? 

ROSALIND. With a thief to the gallows; for though 
he go as softly as foot can fall he thinks himself too soon 
there. 329 

ORLANDO. Who stays it still withal ? 

ROSALIND. With lawyers in the vacation; for they 
sleep between term and term, and then they perceive 
not how Time moves. 333 

ORLANDO. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 

ROSALIND. With this shepherdess, my sister; here 
in the skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

ORLANDO. Are you native of this place ? 337 

ROSALIND. As the cony, that you see dwell where 
she is kindled. 
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ORLANDO. Your accent is something finer than you 
could purchase in so removed a dwelling. 34] 

ROSALIND. I have been told so of many: but indeed 
an old religious uncle of mine taught me to iets who 
was in his “youth an inland man; one that knew court- 
ship too well, for there he fell in love. I have’heard him 
read many lectures against it; and I thank God, I am 
not a woman, to be touched with so many giddy 
offences as he hath generally taxed their whole sex 
withal. 349 

ORLANDO. Can you remember any of the principal 
evils that he laid to the charge of women ? 

ROSALIND. There were none principal; they were 
all like one another as half-pence are; every one fault 
seeming monstrous till his fellow fault came to match it. 

ORLANDO. I prithee, recount some of them. 355 

ROSALIND. No, I will not cast away my physic, but 
on those that are sick: There is a man haunts the forest, 
that abuses our young plants with carving “ Rosalind’ 
on their barks ; hangs odes upon hawthorns, and elegies 
on brambles ; all, forsooth, deifying the name of Rosa- 
lind: if I could meet that faney-monger, I would give 
him some good counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian 
of love upon him. 

ORLANDO. I am he that is so love-shaked. I pray 
you, tell me your remedy. 365 

ROSALIND. There is none of my uncle’s marks upon 
you: he taught me how to know a man in love; in 
which cage of rushes I am sure you are not prisoner. 

ORLANDO. What were his marks ? 369 

ROSALIND. A lean cheek, which you have not; a 
blue eye and sunken, which you have not; an un- 
questionable spirit, which you have not; a beard 
neglected, which you have not: but I pardon you for 
that, for, simply, your having in beard is a younger 
brother’s revenue. Then, your hose should be un- 
gartered, your bonnet unbanded, your sleeve unbuttoned, 
your shoe untied, and everything about you demon- 
strating a careless desolation. But you are no such 
man: you are rather point-device in your accoutre- 
ments; as loving bie than euaee the lover of 
any other. 381 

ORLANDO. Fair youth, I mould I could make thee 
believe I love. 
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ROSALIND. Me believe it ! you may as soon make her 
that you love believe it; which, I warrant, she is apter 
to do than to confess she does ; that is one of the points 
in the which women still give the lie to their consciences. 
But, in good sooth, are you he that hangs the verses on 
the trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired ? 

ORLANDO. ‘I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand 
of Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 391 

ROSALIND. But are you so much in love as your rimes 
speak ? 

ORLANDO. Neither rime nor reason can express how 
much. 395 

ROSALIND. Love is merely a madness, and, I tell 
you, deserves as well a dark house and a whip as mad- 
men do; and the reason why they are not so punished 
and cured is, that the lunacy is so ordinary that the 
whippers are in love too. Yet I profess curing it by 
counsel. 401 

ORLANDO. Did you ever cure any so ? 

ROSALIND. Yes, one; and in this manner. He was 
to imagine me his love, his mistress; and I set him 
every day to woo me: at which time would I, being 
but a moonish youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, 
longing and liking; proud, fantastical, apish, shallow, 
inconstant, full of tears, full of smiles, for every passion 
something, and for no passion truly anything, as boys 
and women are, for the most part, cattle of this colour ; 
would now like him, now loathe him; then entertain 
him, then forswear him; now weep for him, then spit 
at him; that I drave my suitor from his mad humour 
of love to a living humour of madness, which was, to 
forswear the full stream of the world, and to live in 
a nook merely monastic. And thus I cured him; and 
this way will I take upon me to wash your liver as clean 
as a sound sheep’s heart, that there shall not be one 
spot of love in ’t. 

ORLANDO. I would not be cured, youth. 420 

ROSALIND. I would cure you, if you would but call 
me Rosalind, and come every day to my cote and woo 
me. 

ORLANDO. Now, by the faith of my love, I will: tell 
me where it is. 425 

ROSALIND. Go with me tovit and I'll show it you; 
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and by the way you shall tell me where in the forest 
you live. Will you go ? © 428 
ORLANDO. With all my heart, good youth. 
ROSALIND. Nay, you must call me Rosalind. Come, 
sister, will you go ? [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—Another Part of the Forest. 
Enter TouCcHSTONE and AUDREY; JAQUES behind. 

TOUCHSTONE. Come apace, good Audrey : I will fetch 
up your goats, Audrey. And how, Audrey ? am I the 
man yet ? doth my simple feature content you 4 

AUDREY. Your features! Lord warrant us! what 
features ¢ 5 

TOUCHSTONE. I am here with thee and thy goats, as 
the most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the 
Goths. 8 

JAQUES. [Aside.] O knowledge ill-inhabited, worse than 
Jove in a thatch’d house ! 

TOUCHSTONE. When a man’s verses cannot be under- 
stood, nor a man’s good wit seconded with the forward 
child Understanding, it strikes a man more dead than 
a great reckoning in a little room. Truly, I would the 
gods had made thee poetical. 15 

AUDREY. I do not know what ‘poetical’ is. Is it 
honest in deed and word ? Is it a true thing ? 

TOUCHSTONE. No, truly, for the truest poetry is the 
most feigning; and lovers are given to poetry, and 
what they swear in poetry may be said as lovers they 
do feign. 21 

AUDREY. Do you wish then that the gods had made 
me poetical ? 

TOUCHSTONE. I do, truly; for thou swearest to me 
thou art honest : now, if thou wert a poet, I might have 
some hope thou didst feign. 

AUDREY. Would you not have me honest ? 27 

TOUCHSTONE. No, truly, unless thou wert hard- 
favour’d; for honesty coupled to beauty is to have 
honey a sauce to sugar. 

JAQUES. [Aside] A material fool. 

AUDREY. Well, I am not fair, and therefore I pray 
the gods make me honest. 33 

TOUCHSTONE. ‘Truly, and to cast away honesty upon 
a foul slut were to put good meat into an unclean dish. 
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AUDREY. I am not a slut, though I thank the gods 
T am foul. 37 

TOUCHSTONE, Well, praised be the gods for thy foul- 
ness! sluttishness may come hereafter. But be it as 
it may be, I will marry thee; and to that end I have 
been with Sir Oliver Martext, the vicar of the next 
village, who hath promised to meet me in this place of 
the forest, and to couple us. 

JAQUES. [Aside] I would fain see this meeting. 44 

AUDREY. Well, the gods give us joy ! 

TOUCHSTONE. Amen. A man may, if he were of 
a fearful heart, stagger in this attempt; for here we 
have no temple but the wood, no assmbly but horn- 
beasts. But what though? Courage! As horns are 
odious, they are necessary. It is said, ‘many a man 
knows no end of his goods’: right; many a man has 
good horns, and knows no end of them. Well, that is 
the dowry of his wife; ‘tis none of his own getting. 
Horns? Even so. Poor men alone? No, no; the 
noblest deer hath them as huge as the rascal. Is the 
single man therefore blessed 2? No: as a walled town 
is more worthier than a village, so is the forehead of 
a married man more honourable than the bare brow 
of a bachelor ; and by how much defence is better than 
no skill, by so much is a horn more precious than to want. 
Here comes Sir Oliver. 61 


Enter Sir OLIver MarrText. 
Sir Oliver Martext, you are well met: will you dispatch 
us here under this tree, or shall we go with you to your 
chapel ? 64 

SIR OLIVER. Is there none here to give the woman ? 

TOUCHSTONE. I will not take her on gift of any man. 

SIR OLIVER. Truly, she must be given, or the marriage 
is not lawful. 68 

JAQUES. [Coming forward.] Proceed, proceed: Ill give 
her. 

TOUCHSTONE. Good even, good Master What-ye- 
call’t: how do you, sir? You are very well met: 
God 7ild you for your last company: I am very glad 
to see you: even a toy in hand here, sir: nay, pray be 
covered. 

JAquEs. Will you be married, motley ? 16 
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TOUCHSTONE. As the .ox hath his bow, sir, the horse 
his curb, and the falcon her bells, so man hath his 
desires; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock would be 
nibbling. 80 

Jaques. And will you, being a man of your breeding, 
be married under a bush, like a beggar ? Get you to 
church, and have a good priest that can tell you what 
marriage is: this fellow will but join you together as 
they join wainscot ; then one of you will prove a shrunk 
panel, and like green timber, warp, warp. 86 

TOUCHSTONE. [Aside] I am not in the mind but I 
were better to be married of him than of another: for 
he is not like to marry me well, and not being well 
married, it will be a good excuse for me hereafter to 
leave my wife. 

JAQUES. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee. 

TOUCHSTONE. Come, sweet Audrey : 93 
We must be married, or we must live in bawdry. 
Farewell, good Master Oliver : not 


O sweet Oliver ! 96 
O brave Oliver ! 
Leave me not behind thee : 
iim 
Wind away, 100 
Begone, I say, é 
I will not to wedding with thee. 
{Exeunt JAQuEs, TOUCHSTONE, and AUDREY. 
SIR OLIVER. ’Tis no matter: ne’er a fantastical knave 
of them all shall flout me out of my calling. [Exit. 


Scene IV.—Another Part of the Forest. 
Enter RosaLrnp and CELA. 
ROSALIND. Never talk to me: I will weep. 
cELIA. Do, I prithee; but yet have the grace to 
consider that tears do not become a man. 
ROSALIND. But have I not cause to weep ? 4 
_ CELIA. As good cause as one would desire; therefore 
weep. 
ROSALIND. -His very hair is of the pang 
colour. 
CELIA. Something browner ching J udas’ 85 iy his 
kisses are Judas’s own.children. 
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~ ROSALIND. _[’ faith, his hair is of a good colour. | 

ceLIA. An excellent colour: your chestnut was ever 
the only colour. 13 

ROSALIND. And his kissing is as full of sanctity. as 
the touch of holy bread. 

CELIA. He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana : 
a nun of winter's sisterhood kisses not more religiously ; 
the very ice of chastity is in them. 

ROSALIND. But why did he swear he would come this 
morning, and comes not ? 20 

CELIA. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him. 

ROSALIND. Do you think so ? 

cELIA. Yes: I think he is not a pick-purse nor a horse- 
stealer; but for his verity in love, I do think him as 
concave as a covered goblet or a worm-eaten nut. 

ROSALIND. Not true in love ? 26 

CELIA. Yes, when he is in; but I think he is not in. 

ROSALIND. You have heard him swear downright he 
was. 29 

CELIA. ‘Was’ is not ‘is’: besides, the oath of a 
lover is no stronger than the word of a tapster; they 
are both the confirmers of false reckonings. He attends 
here in the forest on the duke your father. 33 

ROSALIND. I met the duke yesterday and had much 
question with him. He asked me of what parentage 
Iwas; I told him, of as good as he; so he laughed, and 
let me go. But what talk we of fathers, when there is 
such a man as Orlando ? 38 

CELIA. O, that’s a brave man! he writes brave 
verses, speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, and 
breaks them bravely, quite traverse, athwart the heart 
of his lover; as a puisny tilter, that spurs his horse but 
on one side, breaks his staff like a noble goose. But 
all’s brave that youth mounts and folly guides. Who 
comes here ? 45 

Enter Corin. 

corin. Mistress and master, you have oft inquir’d 
After the shepherd that complain’d of love, 
Who you saw sitting by me on the turf, 48 
Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

CELIA. Well, and what of him ? 

corin. If you will see a pageant truly play’d, 
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Between the pale complexion of true love 52 
And the red glow of scorn’and proud disdain, 

Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you, 

If you will mark it. 


ROSALIND. O! come, let us remove : 
The sight of lovers feedeth those in love. 56 
Bring us to this sight, and you shall say 
I'll prove a busy actor in their play. [Exeunt. 


Scene V.—Another Part of the Forest. 


Enter Sitvius and PHEBE. 

sItvius. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; do not, 

. Phebe : 
Say that you love me not, but say not so 
In bitterness. The common executioner, 
Whose heart the accustom’d sight of death makes hard, 
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck 5 
But first begs pardon: will you sterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ? 


Enter RosaLtnD, CELIA, and CoRmn, behind. 

PHEBE. I would not be thy executioner : 8 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell’st me there is murder in mine eye : 
Tis pretty, sure, and very probable, 
That eyes, that are the frail’st and softest things, 12 
Who shut their coward gates on atomies, 
Should be call’d tyrants, butchers, murderers ! 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart ; 15 
And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee ; 
Now counterfeit to swound ; why now fall down; 
Or, if thou canst not, O! for shame, for shame, 
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers. 
Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee ; 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 21 
Some scar of it ; lean but upon a rush, 
The cicatrice and capable impressure 
Thy palm some moment keeps; but now mine eyes, 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not, 25 
Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 

SILVIUS. O dear Phebe, 
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If ever,—as that ever may be near,— 28 
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy, 

Then shall you know the wounds invisible 

That love’s keen arrows make. 


PHEBE. But, till that time 
Come not thou near me; and, when that time comes, 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not ; 33 


As, till that time I shall not pity thee. 
ROSALIND. [Advancing.] And why, I pray you?) Who 
might be your mother, 
That you insult, exult, and all at once, 36 
Over the wretched ? What though you have no beauty,— 
As by my faith, I see no more in you 
Than without candle may go dark to bed,— 
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless ? 40 
Why, what means this ? Why do you look on me 2 
I see no more in you than in the ordinary 
Of nature’s sale-work. Od’s my little life ! 
I think she means to tangle my eyes too. 44 
No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it : 
Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair, 
Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream, 
That can entame my spirits to your worship. 48 
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her, 
Like foggy south puffing with wind and rain ? 
You are a thousand times a properer man 
Than she a woman: ’tis such fools as you 52 
That make the world full of ill-favour’d children : 
Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her ; 
And out of you she sees herself more proper 
Than any of her lineaments can show her. 56 
But, mistress, know yourself : down on your knees, 
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love : 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, 
Sell when you can; you are not for all markets. 60 
Cry the man mercy; love him; take his offer : 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 
So take her to thee, shepherd. Fare you well. 
PHEBE. Sweet youth, I pray you, chide a year 
together : . 64 
I had rather hear ‘you chide than this man woo. 
ROSALIND. He’s fallen in love with her foulness, and 
she’ll fall in love ‘with my anger. If it be so, as fast 
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as she answers thee with frowning looks, I'll sauce her 
with bitter words. Why look you so upon me ? 69 

PHEBE. For no ill will I bear you. 

ROSALIND. I pray you, do not fall in love with me, 
For I am falser than vows made in wine : 72 
Besides, I like you not. If you will know my house, 
/Tis at the tuft of olives here hard by. 

Will you go, sister ?- Shepherd, ply her hard. 

Come, sister. Shepherdess, look on him better, 76 
And be not proud: though all the world could see, 

None could be so abus’d in sight as he. 

Come, to our flock. [Exeunt RosaLinp, CELIA, and CorIN. 

PHEBE. Dead shepherd, now I find thy saw of might ; 
‘Who ever lov’d that lov’d not at first sight ?’ 

sttvius. Sweet Phebe,— 

PHEBE. Ha! wnat sayst thou, Silvius ¢ 

sILvius. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 83 

PHEBE. Why, Iam sorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 

.. sILvius. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be : 

If you do sorrow at my grief in love, 

By giving love your sorrow and my grief 

Were both extermin’d. 88 

PHEBE. Thou hast my love: is not that neighbourly ? 

sttvius. I would have you. 


PHEBE. Why, that were covetousness. 
Silvius, the time was that I hated thee ; 
And yet it is not that I bear thee love : 92 


But since that thou canst talk of love so well, 

Thy company, which erst was irksome to'me, 

I will endure, and Ill employ thee too ; 

But do not look for further recompense 96 

Than thine own gladness that thou art employ’d. 
sitvius. So holy and so perfect is my love, 

And I in such a poverty of grace, 

That I shall think it a most plenteous crop 100 

To glean. the broken ears after the man 

That the main harvest reaps : loose now and then 

A scatter’d smile, and that I'll live upon. 
PHERE,  Know’st thou the youth that spoke to me 
. -erewhile ? ; 104 
sitvius. . Not, very: well, but I have met iim oft; 

And he hath bought the cottage. and the bounds... 

That the old carlot once. was master, Ofevol oi tisk I 
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PHEBE. Think not I love him, though I ask for him. 
*Tis but a peevish boy ; yet he talks well ; 109 
But what care I for words ? yet words do well, 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth : not very pretty : 112 
But sure, he’s proud ; and yet his pride becomes him : 
He’ll make a proper man: the best thing in him |’ 
Is his complexion ; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence his eye did heal it up. 116 
He is not very tall ; yet for his years he’s tall : 
His leg is but so so; and yet tis well : 
There was a pretty redness in his lip, 
A little riper and more lusty red 120 
Than that mix’d in his cheek ; *twas just the difference 
Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark’d him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 124 
To fall in love with him; but, for my part, 
I love him not nor hate him not ; and yet 
Have more cause to hate him than to love him : 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 128 
He said mine eyes were black and my hair black ; 
And, now I am remember’d, scorn’d at me. 
I marvel why I answer’d not again : 
But that’s all one ; omittance is no quittance. 132 
[ll write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou shalt bear it : wilt thou, Silvius ? 

sInvius. Phebe, with all my heart. 


PHEBE. Ll write it straight ; 
The matter’s in my head and in my heart : 136 
I will be bitter with him and passing short. 

Go with me, Silvius. [Exeunt. 
ACT IV. 


-Scene I.—The Forest of Arden. 
Enter RosaLinp, CELIA, and JAQUES. 
gaquEs. I prithee, pretty youth, let me be better 
acquainted with thee. 
ROSALIND. They say you are a melancholy fellow. 
gaqgues. [amso; I do love it better than laughing. 
ROSALIND. Those that are in extremity of either are 
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abominable fellows, and betray themselves to every 
modern censure worse than drunkards. 
JAQUES. Why, ’tis good to be sad and say nothing. 
ROSALIND. Why, then, tis good to be a post. 9 
gaquEs. I have neither the scholar’s melancholy, 
which is emulation; nor the musician’s, which is fan- 
tastical ; nor the courtier’s, which is proud; nor the 
soldier’s, which is ambitious; nor the lawyer’s, which 
is politic ; nor the lady’s, which is nice ; nor the lover’s, 
which is all these: but it is a melancholy of mine own, 
compounded of many simples, extracted from many 
objects, and indeed the sundry contemplation of my 
travels, which, by oftenrumination, wraps me in a most 
humorous sadness. 19 
ROSALIND. A traveller! By my faith, you have great 
reason to be sad. I fear you have sold your own lands 
to see other men’s; then, to have seen much and to 
have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands. 
JaquEs. Yes, I have gained my experience. 24 
ROSALIND. And your experience makes you sad: I 
had rather have a fool to make me merry than ex- 
perience to make me sad: and to travel for it too ! 
Enter ORLANDO. 
ORLANDO. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind ! 
yaquEs. Nay then, God be wi’ you, an you talk in 
blank verse. [Exit. 
ROSALIND. Farewell, Monsieur Traveller: look you 
lisp, and wear strange suits, disable all the benefits of 
your own country, be out of love with your nativity, and 
almost chide God for making you that countenance you 
are; or I will scarce think you have swam in a gondola. 
Why, how now, Orlando! where have you been all this 
while ? You a lover! An you serve me such another 
trick, never come in my sight more. 
ORLANDO. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of 
my promise. 40 
ROSALIND. Break an hour’s promise in love! He 
that will divide a minute into a thousand parts, and 
break but a part of the thousandth part of a minute in 
the affairs of love, it may be said of him that Cupid 
hath clapped him o’ the shoulder, but Pll warrant him 
heart-whole. 46 
ORLANDO. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 
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ROSALIND. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in 
my sight: I had as lief be wooed of a snail. 49 


ORLANDO. Of a snail ! 

ROSALIND. Ay, of asnail; for though he comes slowly, 
he carries his house on his head; a better jointure, I 
think, than you make a woman: besides, he brings his 
destiny with him. 54 

ORLANDO, _ What’s that ? 

ROSALIND. Why, horns; that such as you are fain 
to be beholding to your wives for : but he comes armed 
in his fortune and prevents the slander of his wife. 

ORLANDO. Virtue isno horn-maker ; and my Rosalind 
is virtuous. 60 

ROSALIND. And I am your Rosalind ? 

CELIA. It pleases him to call you so; but he hath 
a Rosalind of a better leer than you. 

ROSALIND. Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am 
in a holiday humour, and like enough to consent. What 
would you say to me now, an I were your very very 
Rosalind ? 

ORLANDO. I would kiss before I spoke. 68 

ROSALIND. Nay, you were better speak first, and when 
you were gravelled for lack of matter, you might take 
occasion to kiss. Very good orators, when they are out, 
they will spit ; and for lovers lacking,—God warn us !— 
matter, the cleanliest shift is to kiss. 13 

ORLANDO. How if the kiss be denied ? 

ROSALIND. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there 
begins new matter. 76 

ORLANDO. Who could be out, being before his beloved 
mistress ? 

ROSALIND. Marry, that should you, if I were your 
mistress; or I should think my honesty ranker than 
my wit. 81 

ORLANDO. What, of my suit ? 

ROSALIND. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of 
your suit. Am not I your Rosalind ? 84 

ORLANDO. I take some joy.to say you are, because 
I would be talking of her. 

ROSALIND. Well, in her person I say I will not have 
you. . 88 
ORLANDO. ‘Then in mine own person I die. 

RosALIND. No, faith, die by attorney. . The poor 
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world is almost six thousand years old, and in all this 
time there was not any man died in his own person, 
videlicet, in a love-cause. Troilus had his brains dashed 
out with a Grecian club; yet he did what he could 
to die before, and he is one of the patterns of love. 
Leander, he would have lived many a fair year, though 
Hero had turned nun, if it had not been for a hot mid- 
summer night; for, good youth, he went but forth 
to wash him in the Hellespont, and being taken with 
the cramp was drowned; and the foolish coroners of 
that age found it was ‘ Hero of Sestos’. But these are 
all lies; men have died from time to time, and worms 
have eaten them, but not for love. 103 
oRLANDO. I would not have my right Rosalind of 
this mind ; for, I protest, her frown might kill me. 
ROSALIND. By this hand, it will not kill a fly. But 
come, now [ will be your Rosalind in a more coming-on 
disposition ; and ask me what you will, I will grant it. 
ORLANDO. Then love me, Rosalind. 109 
ROSALIND. Yes, faith will I, Fridays and Saturdays 
and all. 
ORLANDO. And wilt thou have me ? 112 
ROSALIND. Ay, and twenty such. 
ORLANDO. What sayest thou ? 
ROSALIND. Are you not good ? 
ORLANDO. I hope so. 116 
ROSALIND. Why then, can one desire too much of 
a good thing ?—Come, sister, you shall be the priest and 
marry us.—Give me your hand, Orlando. What do you 
say, sister ? 120 
ORLANDO. Pray thee, marry us. 
CELIA. I cannot say the words. 
ROSALIND. .You must begin,— Will you, Orlando, — 
CELIA. Go to.—Will you, Orlando, have to wife this 
Rosalind ? 125 
~ ORLANDO.’ TJ will. 
“ROSALIND. Ay, but when ? 
ORLANDO. Why now; as fast as she can marry us. 
ROSALIND. Then you must say, ‘ I take thee, Rosalind, 
for wife.’ 
“ORLANDO. I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 131 
ROSALIND. I might ask you for your commission ; 
but, I do take thee, Orlando, for my husband : there ’s 
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a girl goes before the priest ; and, certainly, a woman’s 
thought runs before her actions. 135 

ORLANDO. » So do all thoughts; they are winged. 

ROSALIND. Now tell me how long you would have 
her after you have possessed her ? . c 

ORLANDO. For ever and a day. 139 

ROSALIND. Say ‘a'day’, without the ‘ever’. No, no, 
Orlando; men are April when they woo, December 
when they wed: maids are May when they are maids, 
but the sky changes when they are wives. I will be 
more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over 
his hen; more clamorous than a parrot against rain; 
more new-fangled than an ape; more giddy -in. my 
desires than a monkey: I will weep for nothing, like 
Diana in the fountain, and I will do that when you are 
disposed to be merry ; I will laugh like a hyen, and that 
when thou art inclined to sleep. 

ORLANDO.’ But will my Rosalind do so? . 

ROSALIND. | By my life, she will do as I do. 152 

ORLANDO. O! but she is wise. 

ROSALIND. Or else she could not have the wit to do 
this: the wiser, the waywarder: make the doors upon 
a woman’s wit, and it will out at the casement; shut 
that, and ’twill out at the key-hole ; stop that, ’twill fly 
with the smoke out at the chimney. 

ORLANDO. A man that hath a wife with such a wit, 
he might say, ‘ Wit, whither wilt ?’ 160 

ROSALIND. Nay, you might keep that check for it till 
you met your wife’s wit going to your neighbour’s bed. 

ORLANDO. And what wit could wit have to excuse 
that ? 164 

ROSALIND. Marry, to say she came to seek you there. 
You shall never take her without her answer, unless 
you take her without her tongue. O! that woman that 
cannot make her fault her husband’s occasion, let her 
never nurse her child herself, for she will breed it like 
a fool. 

ORLANDO. For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave 
thee. 172 

ROSALIND. Alas! dear love, I cannot lack thee two 
hours. bine 

ORLANDO. I must attend the duke at dinner : by two 
o’clock I will be with thee again; 3) .)2 wou tenvelTé 
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ROSALIND. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I knew 
what you would prove, my friends told me as much, and 
I thought no less: that flattering tongue of yours won 
me: ’tis but one cast away, and so, come, death! Two 
o’clock is your hour 4 181 

ORLANDO. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

ROSALIND. By my troth, and in good earnest, and 
so God mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not 
dangerous, if you break one jot of your promise or 
come one minute behind your hour, I will think you 
the most pathetical break-promise, and the most hollow 
lover, and the most unworthy of her you call Rosalind, 
that may be chosen out of the gross band of the un- 
faithful. Therefore, beware my censure, and keep your 
promise. 191 

ORLANDO. With no less religion than if thou wert 
indeed my Rosalind : so, adieu. 

ROSALIND. Well, Time is the old justice that examines 
all such offenders, and let Time try. Adieu. [Exit Ortanvo. 

cELIA. You have simply misused our sex in your love- 
prate : we must have your doublet and hose plucked 
over your head, and show the world what the bird hath 
done to her own nest. 199 

ROSALIND. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that 
thou didst know how many fathom deep I am in love! 
But it cannot be sounded: my affection hath an un- 
known bottom, like the bay of Portugal. 

CELIA. Or rather, bottomless; that as fast as you 
pour affection in, it runs out. 205 

ROSALIND. No; that same wicked bastard of Venus, 
that was begot of thought, conceived of spleen, and 
born of madness, that blind rascally boy that abuses 
every one’s eyes because his own are out, let him be 
judge how deep I am in love. T’ll tell thee, Aliena, 
I cannot be out of the sight of Orlando: Pll go find 
a shadow and sigh till he come. 212 

cELIA. And [I'll sleep. [Exeunt. 


Scenze IJ.—Another Part of the Forest. 
Enter Jaquss, Lords, and Foresters. 


gAQuEs. Which is he that killed the deer ? 
FIRST LORD. Sir, it was I. 
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JaQuss. Let’s present him to the duke, like a Roman 
conqueror ; and it would do well to set the deer’s horns 
upon his head for a branch of victory. Have you no 
song, forester, for this purpose ? 

SECOND LORD. Yes, sir. 

JAQUES. Sing it: “tis no matter how it be in tune so 
it make noise enough. 9 
SONG. 

What shall he have that kill’d the deer ? 
His leather skin and horns to wear. 
Then sing him home. (The rest shall bear this burden. 
Take thou no scorn to wear the horn ; 
It was a crest ere thou wast born : 
Thy father’s father wore it, 


And thy father bore it : 16 
The horn, the horn, the lusty horn 
Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. [Exeunt, 


Scene IIJ.—Another Part of the Forest. 
Enter RosaLinp and CELrIa. 
ROSALIND. How say you now ? Is it not past two 
o'clock ? And here much Orlando! 
CELIA. I warrant you, with pure love and a troubled 
brain, he hath ta’en his bow and arrows, and is gone 
forth to sleep. Look, who comes here. 5 


Enter SILvivs. 

sitvius. My errand is to you, fair youth. 
My gentle Phebe did bid me give you this: [Giving a letter, 
I know not the contents; but, as I guess 8 
By the stern brow and waspish action 
Which she did use as she was writing of it, 
It bears an angry tenour : pardon me ; 
I am but as a guiltless messenger. 12 

ROSALIND. Patience herself would startle at this letter, 
And play the swaggerer: bear this, bear all : 
She says I am not fair; that I lack manners ; 
She calls me proud, and that she could not love me 
Were man as rare as phoenix. ’Od’s my will ! 17 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt : 
Why writes she so to me? Well, shepherd, well, 
This is a letter of your own device. 20 


726 AS YOU LIKE IT [ACT Iv 


‘‘gtnvrus. No, I protest, I know not the contents : 
Phebe did write it. 


“ ROSALIND. - Come, come, you are a fool, 
And turn’d into the extremity of love. 
I saw her hand: she has a leathern hand, 24 


A freestone-colour’d hand ; I verily did think 

That her old gloves were on, but ’twas her hands : 

She has a housewife’s hand; but that’s no matter : 

I say she-never did invent this letter ; 28 
This is a man’s invention, and his hand. 

’ stnvius. Sure, it is hers. 

ROSALIND. Why, ’tis a boisterous and a cruel style, 
A style for challengers ; why, she defies me, 32 
Like Turk to Christian : woman’s gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention, 

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect 
Than in their countenance. Will you hear the letter ? 

SILvius. So please you, for I never heard it yet ; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe’s cruelty. 

ROSALIND. She Phebes me. Mark how the tyrant 

writes. [Reads.] 
Art thou god to shepherd turn’d, 40 
That a maiden’s heart hath burn’d ? 
Can a woman rail thus ? 
- sInvius. Call you this railing ? 
ROSALIND.  [Reads.] 


Why, thy godhead laid apart, 44 
Warr’st thou with a woman’s heart ? 
Did you ever hear such railing ? 
Whiles the eye of man did woo me, 
That could do no vengeance to me. 48 
Meaning me a beast. 


If the scorn of your bright eyne 

Have power to raise such love in mine, 

Alack ! in me what strange effect 52 
Would they work in mild aspect. 

Whiles you chid me, I did love ; 

How then might your prayers move ! 

He that brings this love to thee 56 
Little knows this love in me ; 

And by him seal up thy mind ; 

Whether that thy youth and kind 
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Will the faithful offer take 60 
Of me and all that I can make ; 

Or else by him my love deny, 

And then I'll study how to die. 


sttvius. Call you this chiding ? 64 

CELIA. Alas, poor shepherd ! 

ROSALIND. Do you pity him? no, he deserves no 
pity. Wilt thou love such a woman? What, to make 
thee an instrument and play false strains upon thee! 
not to be endured! Well, go your way to her, for I see 
love hath made thee a tame snake, and say this to her: 
that if she love me, I charge her to love thee: if she 
will not, I will never have her, unless thou entreat for 
her. If you be a true lover, hence, and not a word, for 
here comes more company. [Exit Sizvivs. 


Enter OLIVER. 

OLIVER. Good morrow, fair ones. Pray you if youknow, 
Where in the purlieus of this forest stands 76 
A sheepcote fene’d about with olive-trees ? 

cELIA. West of this place, down in the neighbour 

bottom : 
The rank of osiers by the murmuring stream 
Left on your right hand brings you to the place. 89 
But at this hour the house doth keep itself ; 
There ’s none within. 

OLIVER. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then should I know you by description ; 84 
Such garments, and such years: ‘ The boy is fair, 

Of female favour, and bestows himself 

Like a ripe sister : but the woman low, 

And browner than her brother.’ Are not you 88 
The owner of the house I did inquire for ? 

cELIA. It is no boast, being ask’d, to say, we are. 

OLIVER. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to that youth he calls his Rosalind 92 
He sends this bloody napkin. Are you he ? 

ROSALIND. Iam: what must we understand by this ? 

OLIVER. Some of my shame; if you will know of me 


What man I am, and how, and why, and where 96 
This handkercher was stain’d. 
CELIA. I pray you, tell it. 


OLIVER. When last the young Orlando parted from you 
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He left a promise to return. again 

Within an hour; and, pacing through the forest, 100 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 

Lo, what befell ! he threw his eye aside, 

And mark what object did present itself : 

Under an oak, whose boughs were moss‘d with age, 

And high top bald with dry antiquity, 105 
A wretched ragged man, o’ergrown with hair, 

Lay sleeping on his back : about his neck 

A green and gilded snake had wreath d itself, 108 
Who with her head nimble in threats approach’d 

The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly, 

Seeing Orlando, it unlink ’d itself, 

And with indented glides did slip away 112 
Into a bush; under which bush’s shade 

A lioness, with udders all drawn dry, 

Lay couching, head on ground, with catlike watch, 
When that the sleeping man should stir ; for ’tis 116 
The royal disposition of that beast 

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 

This seen, Orlando did approach the man, 


And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 120 
cELIA. QO! I have heard him speak of that same 
brother ; 


And he did render him the most unnatural 
That liv’d ’mongst men. 

OLIVER. And well he might so do, 

For well I know he was unnatural. 124 

ROSALIND. But, to Orlando: did he leave him there, 
Food to the suck’d and hungry lioness ? 

OLIVER. ‘Twice did he turn his back and purpos’d so ; 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge, 128 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion, 

Made him give battle to the lioness, 
Who quickly fell before him ; in which hurtling 


From miserable slumber I awak’d. 132 
CELIA. Are you his brother ? 
\ ROSALIND, Was it you he rescu’d ? 


cELIA. Was’t you that did so oft contrive to kill him ? 
' OLIVER, *TwasI; but ’tis not I. I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 136 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 
| BOSALIND. But, for the bloody napkin ? 
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OLIVER. By and by. 
When from the first to last, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath’d, 140 


As how I came into that desert place :— 

In brief, he led me to the gentle duke, 

Who gave me fresh array and entertainment, 

Committing me unto my brother’s love ; 144 

Who led me instantly unto his cave, 

There stripp’d himself ; and here, upon his arm 

The lioness had torn some flesh away, 

Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, 

And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 149 

Brief, I recover’d him, bound up his wound ; 

And, after some small space, being strong at heart, 

He sent me hither, stranger as I am, 152 

To tell this story, that you might excuse 

His broken promise ; and to give this napkin, 

Dy’d in his blood, unto the shepherd youth 

That he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 156 
CELIA. [Rosatinp swoons.| Why, how now, Ganymede! 

sweet Ganymede ! 

OLIVER. Many will swoon when they do look on blood. 
CELIA. There is more in it. Cousin! Ganymede! 


OLIVER. Look, he recovers. 160 
ROSALIND. I would I were at home. 
CELIA. We'll lead you thither. 


I pray you, will you take him by the arm ? 

OLIVER. Be of good cheer, youth. Youa man! You 
lack a man’s heart. 164 

ROSALIND. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sirrah! a body 
would think this was well counterfeited. I pray you, tell 
your brother how well I counterfeited. Heigh-ho ! 

OLIVER. This was not counterfeit : there is too great 
testimony in your complexion that it was a passion of 
earnest. 

ROSALIND. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

oLIvVER. Well then, take a good heart and counterfeit 
to be a man. 173 

ROSALIND. SoIdo; but, i’ faith, I should have been 
a woman by right. 

CELIA. Come; you look paler and paler: pray you, 
draw homewards. Good sir, go with us. 177 

OLIVER. That will I, for I must bear answer back 
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How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 
ROSALIND. I shall devise something. But, I pray you, 
commend my counterfeiting to him. Will you go ¢ [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


Scene I.—The Forest of Arden. 


Enter ToucHSToNE and AUDREY. 

TOUCHSTONE. We shall finda time, Audrey : patience, 
gentle Audrey. 

AUDREY. Faith, the priest was good enough, for all 
thé old gentleman’s saying. 4 

TOUCHSTONE. A most wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey ; 
a most vile Martext. But, Audrey, there is a youth here 
in the forest lays claim to you. 

AUDREY. Ay, I know who ’tis: he hath no interest in 
me in the world. Here comes the man you mean. 9 


Enter WILLIAM. 

TOUCHSTONE. It is meat and drink to me to see 
a clown. By my troth, we that have good wits have 
much to answer for: we shall be flouting; we cannot 
hold. 13 

WILLIAM. Good even, Audrey. 

AUDREY. God ye good even, William. 

WILLIAM. And good even to you, sir. 16 

TOUCHSTONE. Good even, gentle friend. Cover thy 
head, cover thy head; nay, prithee, be covered. How 
old are you, friend ? 

WILLIAM. Five-and-twenty, sir. 20 

TOUCHSTONE. Aripe age. It thy name William ? 

WILLIAM. William, sir. 

TOUCHSTONE. A fair name. Wast born i’ the forest 
here ? 24 

WILLIAM. Ay, sir, I thank God. 

TOUCHSTONE. ‘Thank God’; a good answer. Art 
rich 2 

WILLIAM. Faith, sir, so so. 28 

TOUCHSTONE. ‘So so,’ is good, very good, very excel- 
lent good: and yet it is not; it is but so so. Art thou 
wise 2. 10 
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WILLIAM. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. poms 

TOUCHSTONE. Why, thou sayest well. I do now re- 
member a saying, ‘ The fool doth think he is wise, but 
the wise man knows himself to be a fool.’ The heathen 
philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a grape, would 
open his lips when he put it into his mouth ; meaning 
thereby that grapes were made to eat and lips to open. 
You do love this maid ? 

WILLIAM. I do, sir. 40 

TOUCHSTONE. Give me your hand. Art thou 
learned ? 

WILLIAM. No, sir. 

TOUCHSTONE. Then learn this of me: to have, is to 
have ; for it is a figure in rhetoric, that drink, being 
poured out of a cup into a glass, by filling the one doth 
empty the other; for all your writers do consent that 
ipse is he: now, you are not ipse, for I am he. 48 

WILLIAM. Which he, sir ? 

TOUCHSTONE. He, sir, that must marry this woman. 
Therefore, you clown, abandon,—which is in the vulgar, 
leave,—the society,—which in the boorish is, company, 
—of this female,—which in the common is, woman ; 
which together is, abandon the society of this female, 
or, clown, thou perishest; or, to thy better under- 
standing, diest ; or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee away, 
translate thy life into death, thy liberty into bondage. 
I will deal in poison with thee, or in bastinado, or in 
steel ; I will bandy with thee in faction; I will o’errun 
thee with policy ; I will kill thee a hundred and fifty 


ways : therefore tremble, and depart. 61 
AUDREY. Do, good William. 
WILLIAM. God rest you merry, sir. (Exit. 


Enter Corin. 
CORIN. Our master and mistress seek you: come, 
away, away ! 65 
TOUCHSTONE. Trip, Audrey! trip, Audrey! I attend, 
I attend. {Exeunt. 


Scene IIJ.—Another Part of the Forest. 
Enter ORLANDO and OLIVER. 
ORLANDO. Is ’t possible that on so little acquaintance 
you should like her ? that, but seeing, you should love 
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her ? and, loving, woo ? and, wooing, she should grant ? 
and will you persever to enjoy her ? 4 
oLiveR. Neither call the giddiness of it in question, 
the poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sudden 
wooing, nor her sudden consenting; but say with me, 
I love Aliena ; say with her, that she loves me ; consent 
with both, that we may enjoy each other: it shall be 
to your good; for my father’s house and all the revenue 
that was old Sir Rowland’s will I estate upon you, and 
here live and die a shepherd. 12 
ORLANDO. You have my consent. Let your wedding 
be to-morrow : thither will I invite the duke and all’s 
contented followers. Go you and prepare Aliena ; for, 
look you, here comes my Rosalind. 16 


Enter RosaLinp. 
ROSALIND. God save you, brother. 


otiveR. And you, fair sister. (Exit. 
ROSALIND. O! my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to 
see thee wear thy heart in a scarf. 20 


ORLANDO. It is my arm. 

ROSALIND. I thought thy heart had been wounded 
with the claws of a lion. 

ORLANDO. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

ROSALIND. Did your brother tell you how I counter- 
feited to swound when he showed me your hand- 
kercher ? 

ORLANDO. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 28 

ROSALIND. O! I know where you are. Nay, ’tis 
true: there was never anything so sudden but the 
fight of two rams, and Cesar’s thrasonical brag of 
‘I came, saw, and overcame’: for your brother and 
my sister no sooner met, but they looked; no sooner 
looked but they loved; no sooner loved but they 
sighed ; no sooner sighed but they asked one another 
the reason ; no sooner knew the reason but they sought 
the remedy : and in these degrees have they made a pair 
of stairs to marriage which they will climb incontinent, 
or else be incontinent before marriage. They are in the 
very wrath of love, and they will together : clubs cannot 
part them. 41 

ORLANDO. They shall be married to-morrow, and I 
will bid the duke to the nuptial. But, O! how bitter 
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a thing it is to look into happiness through another 
man’s eyes. By so much the more shall I to-morrow 
be at the height of heart-heaviness, by how much 
I shall think my brother happy in having what he 
wishes for. 48 

ROSALIND. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your 
turn for Rosalind ? 

ORLANDO. I can live no longer by thinking. 

ROSALIND. I will weary you then no longer with idle 
talking. Know of me then,—for now I speak to some 
purpose,—that I know you are a gentleman of good 
conceit. I speak not this that you should bear a good 
opinion of my knowledge, insomuch I say I know you 
are; neither do I labour for a greater esteem than may 
in some little measure draw a belief from you, to do 
yourself good, and not to grace me. Believe then, 
if you please, that I can do strange things. I have, 
since I was three years old, conversed with a magician, 
most profound in his art and yet not damnable. If you 
do love Rosalind so near the heart as your gesture cries 
it out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall you 
marry her. I know into what straits of fortune she is 
driven ; and it is not impossible to me, if it appear not 
inconvenient toyou,to set her before your eyes to-morrow, 
human as she is, and without any danger. 

ORLANDO. Speakest thou in sober meanings ? 69 

ROSALIND. By my life, I do; which I tender dearly, 
though I say I am a magician. Therefore, put you in 
your best array; bid your friends; for if you will be 
married to-morrow, you shall; and to Rosalind, if you 
will. Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of 
hers. 

Enter Smvius and PHEBE. 

PHEBE. Youth, you have done me much ungentleness, 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 17 

ROSALIND. I care not if I have: it is my study 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you. 
You are there follow’d by a faithful shepherd : 80 
Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

PHEBE. Good shepherd, tell this youth what ’tis to 

love. 

sILvius. It is to be all made of sighs and tears ; 

And so am I for Phebe. 84 
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pHEBE. And I for Ganymede. — 

oRLANDO. And I for Rosalind. 

ROSALIND. And I for no woman. 87 

sILvius. It is to be all made of faith and service ; 
And so am I for Phebe. 

PHEBE. And I for Ganymede. 

orRLANDO. And I for Rosalind. 

ROSALIND. And I for no woman. 92 

sitvius. It is to be all made of fantasy, 
All made of passion, and all made of wishes ; 
All adoration, duty, and observance ; 
All humbleness, all patience, and impatience ; 96 
All purity, all trial, all obeisance ; 
And so am I for Phebe. 

PHEBE, And so am I for Ganymede. 

ORLANDO. And so am I for Rosalind. 100 

ROSALIND. And so am I for no woman. 

PHEBE. [To Rosauip.] If this beso, why blame you me 
to love you ? 

SILVIUS. [ToPuesr.] If this be so, why blame you me 
to love you 2 105 

ORLANDO. If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you ? 
ROSALIND. Who do you speak to, ‘Why blame you 
me to love you ?’ 

ORLANDO. To her that is not here, nor doth not 
hear. 111 

ROSALIND. Pray you, no more of this: ‘tis like the 
howling of Irish wolves against the moon. [To Snvivs.) I 
will help you, if I can: [To Pxzss.] I would love you, if 
I could. To-morrow meet me all together. (To Purse.) 
I will marry you, if ever I marry woman, and I'll be 
married to-morrow: [To Orranvo.] I will satisfy you, if 
ever I satisfied man, and you shall be married to- 
morrow: [ToSmvivus.) I will content you, if what 
pleases you contents you, and you shall be married 
to-morrow. [To Ortaxvo.] As you love Rosalind, meet: 
[To Stxvivs.| As you love Phebe, meet: and as I love no 
woman, I’ll meet. So, fare you well: I have left you 
commands. 124 

sizvius. I’ll not fail, if I live. 

PHEBE.* Nor... ° j 


, ORLANDO. Nor I. [Exeunt. 
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Scene JII.—Another Part of the Forest. 
Enter Toucusrons and AUDREY. 
TOUCHSTONE. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey ; 
to-morrow will we be married. 
AUDREY. I do desire it with all my heart, and I hope 
it is no dishonest desire to desire to be a woman of the 
world. Hére come two of the banished duke’s pages. 


Enter two Pages. 

FIRST PAGE. Well met, honest gentleman. 

TOUCHSTONE. By my troth, well met. Come, sit, sit, 
and a song. 8 

SECOND PAGE. We are for you: sit i’ the middle. 

FIRST PAGE. Shall we clap into’t roundly, without 
hawking or spitting, or saying we are hoarse, which are 
the only prologues to a bad voice ? 12 

SECOND PAGE. I’ faith, i’ faith; and both in a tune, 
like two gipsies on a horse. 


SONG. 
It was a lover and his lass, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 16 
That o’er the green corn-field did pass, 
In the spring time, the only pretty ring time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 20 
Between the acres of the rye, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
These pretty country folks would lie, 
In the spring time, &c. 24 
This carol they began that hour, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
How that a life was but a flower 
In the spring time, &c. 28 
And therefore take the present time, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino ; 
For love is crowned with the prime 
In the spring time, &c. 32 
TOUCHSTONE. Truly, young gentlemen, though there 
was no great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very 
untuneable. | 
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FIRST PAGE. You are deceived, sir: we kept time ; 
we lost not our time. 37 
TOUCHSTONE. By my troth, yes; I count it but time 
lost to hear such a foolish song. God be wi’ you; and 
God mend your voices! Come, Audrey. [Exeunt. 


Scene IV.—Another Part of the Forest. 
Enter DuxKE Senior, AMIENS, JAQUES, ORLANDO, OLIVER, 
and CELIA. 
DUKE SENIOR. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the 
boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised ? 
ORLANDO. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do 
x 
not ; 
As those that fear they hope, and know they fear. 4 


Enter RosaLinD, SiLvius, and PHEBE. 
ROSALIND. Patience once more, whiles our compact is 
urg’d. 
[To the ee You say, if I bring in your Rosalind, 
You will bestow her on Orlando here ? 
DUKE SENIOR. That would I, had I kingdoms to give 
with her. 8 
ROSALIND. [To Ortayvo.} And you say, you will have 
her when I bring her ? 
ORLANDO. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 
ROSALIND. [To Pxetz.] You say, that you'll marry me, 
if I be willing ? 
PHEBE. That will I, should I die the hour after. 12 
ROSALIND. But if you do refuse to marry me, 
You'll give yourself to this most faithful shepherd ? 
PHEBE. So is the bargain. 
ROSALIND. [ToSmvivs.] You say, that you'll have 


Phebe, if she will ? 16 
sttvius. Though to have her and death were both one 
thing. 
ROSALIND, I have promis’ to make all this matter 
even. 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your daughter ; 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter ; 20 


Keep your word, Phebe, that you’ll marry me, 
Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd ; 
Keep your word, Silvius, that you’ll marry her, 
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If she refuse me : and from hence I go, 24 
To make these doubts all even. [Exeunt Rosatinp and CEtta. 
DUKE SENIOR. I do remember in this shepherd boy 

Some lively touches of my daughter’s favour. 

ORLANDO. My lord, the first time that I ever saw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter ; 29 
But, my good lord, this boy is forest-born, 

And hath been tutor’d in the rudiments 

Of many desperate studies by his uncle, 32 
Whom he reports to be a great magician, 

Obscured in the circle of this forest. 


Enter ToucustonEe and AUDREY. 

JAQUES. There is, sure, another flood toward, and 
these couples are coming to the ark. Here comes a pair 
of very strange beasts, which in all tongues are called 
fools. 38 

TOUCHSTONE. Salutation and greeting to you all! 

JAQUES. Good my lord, bid him welcome. This is the 
motley-minded gentleman that I have so often met in 
the forest : he hath been a courtier, he swears. 42 

TOUCHSTONE. If any man doubt that, let him put 
me to my purgation. I have trod a measure; I have 
flattered a lady; I have been politic with my friend, 
smooth with mine enemy ; I have undone three tailors ; 
I have had four quarrels, and like to have fought 
one. 48 

JAQUES. And how was that ta’en up ? 

TOUCHSTONE. Faith, we met, and found the quarrel 
was upon the seventh cause. 

JAQUES. How seventh cause ? Good my lord, like 
this fellow. 53 

DUKE SENIOR. I like him very well. 

TOUCHSTONE. God ’ild you, sir; I desire you of the 
like. I press in here, sir, amongst the rest of the country 
copulatives, to swear, and to forswear, according as 
marriage binds and blood breaks. A poor virgin, sir, an 
ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine own: a poor humour of 
mine, sir, to take that that no man else will. Rich honesty 
dwells like a miser, sir, in a poor house, as your pearl in 
your foul oyster. 

DUKE SENIOR. By my faith, he is very swift and sen- 
tentious. 64 

SH. I Bb 
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TOUCHSTONE. According to the fool’s bolt, sir, and 
such dulcet diseases. 

JAQuES. But, for the seventh cause; how did you 
find the quarrel on the seventh cause ? 68 

TOUCHSTONE. Upon a lie seven times removed :— 
bear your body more seeming, Audrey :—as thus, sir. 
I did dislike the cut of a certain courtier’s beard: he 
sent me word, if I said his beard was not cut well, he 
was in the mind it was: this is called ‘ the retort cour- 
teous’. If I sent him word again, it was not well cut, 
he would send me word, he cut it to please himself : this 
is called the ‘ quip modest’. If again, it was not well 
cut, he disabled my judgment : this is called the ‘ reply 
churlish ’.. If again, it was not well cut, he would answer, 
I spake not true: this is called the ‘reproof valiant’ 
if again, it was not well cut, he would say, I lie: this is 
called the ‘ countercheck quarrelsome’: and so to the 
‘lie circumstantial ’, and the ‘ lie direct ’. 

JAQUES. And how oft did you say his beard was not 
well cut ? 84 

TOUCHSTONE. I durst go no further than the ‘lie cir- 
cumstantial ’, nor he durst not give me the ‘ lie direct’ ; 
and so we measured swords and parted. 

JAQUES. Can you nominate in order now the degrees 
of the lie ? 89 

TOUCHSTONE. O sir, we quarrel in print; by the 
book, as you have books for good manners: I will 
name you the degrees. The first, the ‘retort cour- 
teous’ ; the second, the ‘ quip modest’; the third, the 
‘reply churlish’; the fourth, the ‘reproof valiant’ ; 
the fifth, the “countercheck quarrelsome’; the sixth, 
the ‘lie with circumstance’; the seventh, the ‘lie 
direct ’. All these you may avoid but the lie direct ; and 
you may avoid that too, with an ‘if’. I knew when 
seven, justices could not take up a quarrel ; but when the 
parties were met themselves, one of them thought but 
of an ‘if’, as ‘If you said so, then I said so ; and they 
shook hands and swore brothers. Your ‘if’ is the only 
peace-maker ; much virtue in ‘if’. || 103 

JAQUES. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord ? he’s as 
good at any thing, and yet a fool. 

DUKE SENIOR. He uses his folly like a erat iy 
and under the presentation of that he shoots his. wit. arod 
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Enter HyMen, leading Rosarmnp in woman’s clothes, and 
CELIA, 


Still Music. 


HYMEN. Then is there mirth in heaven, 108 
When earthly things made even 
Atone together. 
Good duke, receive thy daughter . 
Hymen from heaven brought her ; 12 


Yea, brought her hither, 
That thou mightst join her hand with his, 
Whose heart within her bosom is. 
ROSALIND. [To Duke Senior.] To you I give myself, for 
I am yours. 116 
[To Ortanvo.] To you I give myself, for I am yours. 
DUKE SENIOR. If there be truth in sight, you are my 


daughter. 

ORLANDO. If there be truth in sight, you are my 
Rosalind. 

PHEBE. If sight and shape be true, 120 


Why then, my love adieu ! 
ROSALIND. [To DuxeSenior.] Il have no father, if you 
be not he. 
[To Ortanvo.] I'll have no husband, if you be not he : 
[To Purze.] Nor ne’er wed woman, if you be not she. 


HYMEN. Peace, ho! I bar confusion : 125 
Tis I must make conclusion 
Of these most strange events : 
Here ’s eight that must take hands 128 
To join in Hymen’s bands, 
If truth holds true contents. 
[To ORLANDO and Rosanixv,] You and you no cross shall 


part : wF 
[To Ottver and Crtra:] You and,you are heart in heart : 
[To Puzsn.) You to his love must accord, 133 


Or have a woman to your lord: 

[To Toucustonpand Auprey.). You and you are sure to- 
gether, cd 

As the winter to foul weather. 136 

Whiles a wedlock hymn we sing, 

Feed yourselves with questioning, 

That reason wonder may diminish, 

How thus we met, and these things finish. 140 
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- SONG. 
Wedding is great Juno’s crown : 
O blessed bond of board and bed ! 
’Tis Hymen peoples every town ; 
High wedlock then be honoured. 144 
Honour, high honour, and renown, 
To Hymen, god of every town ! 


DUKE SENIOR. O my dear niece! welcome thou art 


to me: 
Even daughter, welcome in no less degree. 148 
PHEBE. [To Sizvivs.] I will not eat my word, now thou 
art mine ; 


Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 


Enter JaQuES DE Boys. 
JAQUES DE Boys. Let me have audience for a word or 
two: 

I am the second son of old Sir Rowland, 152 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly. 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest, 
Address’d a mighty power, which were on foot 156 
In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here and put him to the sword : 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came, 
Where, meeting with an old religious man, 160 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprise and from the world ; 
His crown bequeathing to his banish’d brother, 
And all their lands restor’d to them again 164 
That were with him exil’d. This to be true, 
I do engage my life. 

DUKE SENIOR. Welcome, young man ; 
Thou offer’st fairly to thy brothers’ wedding : 
To one, his lands withheld ; and to the other 168 
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
First, in this forest, let us do those ends 
That here were well begun and well begot ; 
And after, every of this happy number 172 
That have endur’d shrewd days and nights with us, 
Shall share the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the measure of their states. © 
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Meantime, forget this new-fall’n dignity, 116 
And fall into our rustic revelry. 

Play, music ! and you, brides and bridegrooms all, 
With measure heap’d in joy, to the measures fall. 

JAQUES. Sir, by your patience. If I heard you rightly, 
The duke hath put on a religious life, 181 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court ? 

JAQUES DE BOYS. He hath. 

JAQUES. To him will I: out of these convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn’d. 185 
(To Duxx Senior.] You to your former honour I bequeath ; 
Your patience and your virtue well deserve it : 

[To Ortanvo.] You toa love that your true faith doth merit : 
[To Ortver.] You to your land, and love, and great allies : 
[To Suvrus.] You to a long and well-deserved bed : 

[To Tovcustonr.] And you to wrangling; for thy loving 


voyage 
Is but for two months victual’d. So, to your pleasures : 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 193 


DUKE SENIOR. Stay, Jaques, say. 
JAQUES. To see no pastime, I: what you would have 


I'll stay to know at your abandon’d cave. [Exit. 
DUKE SENIOR. Proceed, proceed : we will begin these 
rites, 197 


As we do trust they’ll end, in true delights. 


[A dance. Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 
SPOKEN BY ROSALIND. 


It is not the fashion to see the lady the epilogue ; 
but it is no more unhandsome than to see the lord the 
prologue. If it be true that good wine needs no bush, 
*tis true that a good play needs no epilogue ; yet to good 
wine they do use good bushes, and good plays prove the 
better by the help of good epilogues. What a case am 
I in then, that am neither a good epilogue, nor cannot 
insinuate with you in the behalf of a good play! I am 
not furnished like a beggar, therefore to beg will not 
become me: my way is, to conjure you; and I'll begin 
with the women. I charge you, O women! for the love 
you bear to men, to like as much of this play as please 
you: and I charge you, O men! for the love you bear 
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to women,—as I: perceive by your simpering none of you 
hate them,—that between you and the women, the play 
may please. If I were a woman I would kiss as many of 
you as had beards that pleased me, complexions that 
liked me, and breaths that I defied not; and, Iam sure, 
as many as have good beards, or good faces, or sweet 
breaths, will, for my kind offer, when I make curtsy, bid 
me farewell, Exeunt. 
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THE TAMING OF THE SHREW 


INTRODUCTION 


The Taming of the Shrew, as far as we know, was first 
printed in the folio of 1623. A quarto of 1631 follows 
the folio text. It seems strange to us now that the 
play as a whole should ever have been regarded as the 
work of Shakespeare. The question of authorship is 
difficult, but there can be little doubt that here we 
have an instance of the hasty revision by Shakespeare 
of an older play, with certain additions which are charac- 
teristically his own. 

In 1594 appeared ‘ A Pleasant Conceited Historie called 
The Taming of A Shrew. As it was sundry times acted 
by the Right Honourable the Earle of Pembrook his 
seruants’. Here the drunken Slie figures in the In- 
duction, but instead of the Hostess a Tapster is his 
persecutor ; at the close of the play Slie is borne off ‘in 
his own apparrell againe’ and left where he was; he 
thinks his glorious experiences are a dream, but con- 
gratulates himself on having learnt to tame his wife if 
she should anger him. Shakespeare has rewritten the 
Induction to its great advantage, but if we have the play 
of The Shrew in its complete form, he omitted to dispose 
of Sly at the close. The scene of the old play is Athens ; 
the characters are all differently named from those of the 
play before us, with the exception of the Shrew herself. 
Polidor and Aurelius, two friends, correspond to our 
Hortensio and Lucentio ; the Shrew’s father, Alphonsus, 
has three daughters, and the fact that the daughters are 
three involves a considerable difference in the arrange- 
ment of characters and in the intrigue. But the story of 
Ferando (the Petruchio of the earlier play) and Kate 
is in the main essentially the same. 

The probability is that this old play was recast before 
Shakespeare came to touch it. The Bianca underplot in 
The Shrew differs in many respects from the correspond- 
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ing portions of A Shrew; but few persons who are 
familiar with Shakespearé’s style are likely to attribute 
to him the Bianca scenes of our play. Who this adapter 
intermediate between the writer of A Shrew and Shake- 
speare was we dare not conjecture; that the original 
author was an admirer of Marlowe cannot be doubted, 
for a number of borrowings or adaptations from that 
poet appear in it. The pre-Shakespearean revision of 
A Shrew is in a considerable degree indebted to The 
Supposes of George Gascoigne, a comedy presented at 
Gray’s Inn in 1566, itself a translation of a much older 
Italian comedy, the Suppositi of Ariosto (1509). 

We are led to believe, then, that Shakespeare was 
called on, or undertook, to revise for the stage a recast 
of A Shrew, and that he threw himself into the task, 
hastily in all probability, but with his characteristic 
spirit. We cannot doubt that the Induction, with its 
Warwickshire allusions, in its revised form is his handi- 
work. We do not find more than occasional touches of 
his hand again, until Baptista sends for his daughter Kate 
in the first scene of the second act. It may in a general 
way be said that Shakespeare’s genius comes in and goes 
out with Sly, Katharina, and her tamer Petruchio. The 
following conjectured division of parts—while it is not 
to be regarded as excluding some lines’ here ‘and lines 
there from Shakespeare throughout the whole play— 
may be set down as the theory of modern scholarship, 
and not improbably as the truth. 


Non-Shakespearean : 
Act I. 
», I. 1, lines 1-167, and 318 to end. 
», U1. iand ii, lines 124-148, with the closing lines 
from the exit of Petruchio. 
,, 1V. li and tv. 
,», V- 1 and ii, lines 181 to end. 


Shakespearean : 
Induction. 
Act I. i, lines 168-317 (exeunt Petruchio and 
Katharina). 
», I. ii, lines 1-123 and 149-238. 
SP EV DiGi: 
», V. ii, lines 1-181. 
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- The references are to the present edition. 

The date at which Shakespeare made his alterations 
and additions is also a matter of conjecture. One of 
the most recent and most careful students of the play, 
Mr. R. Warwick Bond, writes: ‘On the whole, I see no 
reason to attempt a more precise date than Professor 
Dowden’s ? 1597.’ Something of the same spirit cf 
boisterous mirth that is seen in The Merry Wives of 
Windsor is manifested in The Shrew. The play is not 
mentioned by Meres in 1598, but he may not have con- 
sidered that Shakespeare was entitled to be named the 
author of a comedy which he only altered and improved. 
Early allusions to the play—if they are not rather 
allusions to A Shrew—do not help us to ascertain the 
date. We are driven to found a conjecture on our impres- 
sion of the character of Shakespeare’s workmanship ; 
and the impression is that it is mature but hasty. 

It may be noted, before passing on, that one dis- 
tinguished critic—Creizenach—maintains that the play 
of A Shrew was based on Shakespeare’s The Shrew, and 
was ‘run’ against it. 

In addition to the sources already pointed out—the 
old play and Gascoigne’s Supposes—it has been suggested 
that the scene of Bianca’s Latin lesson may have been 
indebted to a similar scene in The Three Lords and Three 
Ladies of London, a play printed in 1590, and reprinted 
in Hazlitt’s edition of Dodsley. The general idea of 
shrew-taming is widespread through literature. Hazlitt, 
in his Shakespeare’s Library, reprints A Merry Jest of 
a Shrewd and Curst Wife, &c., but we cannot say that 
anything in The Shrew is really derived from it The 
lines (Act Iv, Sc. iii), 

And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds 
So honour peereth in the meanest habit, 


may possibly be caught from The ancient, true and 
admirable history of Patient Grisel, but no edition of this 
tract is known of an earlier date than 1619, so that the 
borrower may be the writer of the pamphlet and not the 
play. Parallels to the Shrew story occur in Straparola’s 
Notte piacevole, and the Spanish Conde Lucanor, by Don 
Juan Manuel; ‘the Jutland legend,’ writes Professor 
Herford, ‘ of the shrewish Mette, which throws into vivid 
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relief the folk-lore origin of the story, is in some respects 
nearer than either.’ 

The incident by which the drunken tinker is ‘ trans- 
lated’ into a supposed lord appears in varying forms in 
the literature of the East and of the West. We find 
a somewhat similar story in the Arabian Nights. In the 
De Rebus Burgundicis of Heuterus, a trick of a like kind 
is said to have been played on a drunken man in Brussels 
by Philip the Good, and Warton stated that he had seen 
the same tale in a collection of short comic stories of the 
date 1570 by the Master of the Revels, Richard Edwardes. 
There are other post-Shakespearean varieties of the 
incident which need not be enumerated. 

Slight as Shakespeare’s work in The Taming of the 
Shrew may be, we should not willingly miss from our 
Shakespearean gallery the figures of Sly, Petruchio, and 
Katharina. That the same brain which could conceive 
a Hamlet and a Prospero could also drop—and in a genial 
spirit—into the mind of the tinker, ‘old Sly’s son of 
Burton-heath,’ creditor for fourteen pence of Marian 
Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, gives a measure of 
its wide humanity. The incongruity of his transforma- 
tion, and his puzzled consciousness, hovering between 
what he is and what he seems to be, have in them touches 
of humour worthy of the inventor of Sancho Panza. His 
final decision in favour of accepting the delightful illusion 
closes the debate of his double consciousness: ‘ Come, 
madam wife, sit by my side and let the world slip: we 
shall ne’er be younger.’ 

Petruchio, as Hazlitt has said, does not show a particle 
of ill-humour from beginning to end. No one ever was 
at once so outrageous in his behaviour and yet so entirely 
free from malice. He knows that to tame his shrew is to 
make her happy for a whole lifetime. And in her heart 
Katharina, a revolter against the law of sex, desires to 
find a tamer worthy of her. -When her will has become 
one with that of her husband, she does not lose her 
audacity of spirit ; it only finds new uses; henceforth 
with Petruchio by her side she will be in his cause 
‘Katharina contra mundum’. For a good actress, who 
can play the part of a storm in petticoats, the Shrew 
affords gallant opportunities. We read in Sir Henry 
Herbert’s Office Book that the play was. acted before 
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Charles I and Henrietta Maria, and was ‘likt’. When 
Pepys found ‘ some very good pieces in it’, he witnessed 
a performance not of the play as we know it, but of 
Lacy’s adaptation, Sawny the Scot. It was again altered 
in the eighteenth century by Garrick, and in this form 
on at least one occasion Mrs. Siddons played the Shrew 
to John Kemble’s Petruchio. In recent times the Shrew 
was presented with admirable spirit by the American 
actress Ada Rehan. ‘I look upon Katharine,’ she wrote, 
‘as a grand creature—a very noble nature—of high 
breeding—a spoiled, wilful child, who had always had 
her own way with every one. High- strung and nervous, 
though at the same time strong and thoroughly healthy, 
she could not bear a shadow of contradiction. I liked, 
when playing, to remember General Sherman’s expres- 
sion, one evening, after having seen her—that Katharine 
always reminded him “ of a soldier who had had victories 
all along the line until she had at last met her master a 
Her defeat is in truth no defeat ; it isa woman’s victory. 
The Woman’s Prize or The Tamer tamed, by Fletcher, 
was suggested by The Shrew, and tells how the tables 
were turned upon Petruchio by his second wife, a suc- 
cessor of Katharina. It is itself an evidence of the 
popularity of the play in which Shakespeare had a share. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


A Lord. } 
CHRISTOPHER SLY, a Tinker. 


Hostess, Page, Players, Huntsmen, 
and Servants. 


Baptista, a rich Gentleman of Padua. 

VINCENTIO. an old Gentleman of Pisa. 

LUCENTIO, son to Vincentio ; in love with Bianca. 
_Perrucuio, a Gentleman of Verona ; Suitor to Katharina, 
iia ' Suitors to Bianca. 

Hortensio, ! 

TRANIO, 
BIONDELLO, 


+ Persons in the Induction. 





Servants to Lucentio. 


. E 
GRUMIO, { Servants to Petruchio. 
CurRTIS, \ 


Pedant, set up to personate Vincentio. 


Karuartna, the Shrew, 
BIAnca, 
Widow. 


t Daughters to Baptista. 


Tailor, Haberdasher, and Servants attending on Baptista and 
Petruchio. 


Scenze.—Sometimes in Padua; and sometimes in PETRUCHIO’S 
House in the Country. 


THE TAMING OF THE SHREW 


INDUCTION. 


Scene I.—Before an Alehouse on a Heath. 
Enter Hostess and Sty. 

sty. Ill pheeze you, in faith. 

HOSTEss. A pair of stocks, you rogue ! 

sty. Y’are a baggage: the Slys are no rogues; 
look in the chronicles ; we came in with Richard Con- 
queror. Therefore, paucas pallabris ; let the world slide. 
Sessa ! 

HOSTESS. You will not pay for the glasses you have 
burst ? 8 

sty. No, not a denier. Go by, Jeronimy, go to thy 
cold bed, and warm thee. 

HOSTESS. I know my remedy: I must go fetch the 
third-borough. [Exit. 

sty. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll answer 
him by law. Ill not budge an inch, boy: let him come, 
and kindly. [Lies down on the ground, and falls asleep. 


Horns winded. Enter a Lord from hunting, with 
Huntsmen and Servants. 
LoRD. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well my 
hounds : 16 
Brach Merriman, the poor cur is emboss’d, 
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth’d brach. 
Saw’st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedge-corner, in the coldest fault ? 20 
I would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 
FIRST HUNTSMAN. Why, Bellman is as good as he, 
my lord ; 
He cried upon it atthe merest loss, 
And twice to-day pick’d out the dullest scent : 24 
Trust me, I take him for the better dog. 
LORD. Thou art a fool : if Echo were as fleet, 
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T would esteem him worth a dozen such. 
But sup them well, and look unto them all : 28 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 
FIRST HUNTSMAN. I will, my lord. 
LORD. [Sees Sty:] What ’s here? one dead, or drunk ? 
See, doth he breathe ? 
SECOND HUNTSMAN. He breathes, my lord. Were he 
not warm’d with ale, 32 
This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly. 

LORD. O monstrous beast ! how like a swine he lies ! 
Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine image ! 
Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man. 36 
What think you, if he were convey’d to bed, 

Wrapp’d in sweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers, 

A most delicious banquet by his bed, 

And brave attendants near him when he wakes, 40 
Would not the beggar then forget himself ¢ 

FIRST HUNTSMAN. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot 

choose. 

SECOND HUNTSMAN. It would seem strange unto him 

when he wak’d. 

LoRD. Even as a flattering dream or worthless fancy. 
Then take him up and manage well the jest. 45 
Carry him gently to my fairest chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wanton pictures ; 

Balm his foul head in warm distilled waters, 48 
And burn sweet wood to make the lodging sweet. 
Procure me music ready when he wakes, 

To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound ; 

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight, 52 
And with a low submissive reverence 

Say, ‘ What is it your honour will command ?’ 

Let one attend him with a silver basin 

Full of rose-water, and bestrew’d with flowers ; 56 
Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper, 

And say, ‘ Will ’t please your lordship cool your hands ?’ 
Some one be ready with a costly suit, 

And ask him what apparel he will wear ; 60 
Another tell him of his hounds and horse, 

And that his lady mourns at his disease. 

Persuade him that he hath been lunatic ; 

And, when he says he is say that he dreams, 64 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 
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This do, and do it kindly, gentle sirs : 
It will be pastime passing excellent, 


If it be husbanded with modesty. 68 
FIRST HUNTSMAN. My lord, I warrant you we will play 
our part, 
As he shall think, by our true diligence, 
He is no less than what we say he is. 71 


LORD. Take him up gently, and to bed with him, 
And each one to his office when he wakes. 
[Sty is borne out. A trumpet sounds. 
Sirrah, go see what trumpet ’tis that sounds : [Exit Servant. 
Belike, some noble gentleman that means, 
Travelling some journey, to repose him here. 76 


Re-enter Servant. 
How now! who is it ? 
SERVANT. An it please your honour, 
Players that offer service to your lordship. 
LORD. Bid them come near. 


Enter Players. 
Now, fellows, you are welcome. 
PLAYERS. We thank your honour. 80 
LORD. Do you intend to stay with me to-night ? 
A PLAYER. So please your lordship to accept our 


duty. 
LORD. With all my heart. This fellow I remember, 
Since once he play’d a farmer’s eldest son : 84 


*Twas where you woo’d the gentlewoman so well. 
I have forgot your name; but, sure, that part 
Was aptly fitted and naturally perform’d. 
APLAYER. I think ’twas Soto that your honour means. 
LoRD. ‘Tis very true: thou didst it excellent. 89 
Well, you are come to me in happy time, 
The rather for I have some sport in hand 
Wherein your cunning can assist me much. 92 
There is a lord will hear you play to-night ; 
But I am doubtful of your modesties, 
Lest, over-eyeing of his odd behaviour,— 
For yet his honour never heard a play,— 96 
You break into some merry passion 
And so offend him ; for I tell you, sirs, 
If you should smile he grows impatient. 
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A PLAYER. Fear not, my lord: we can contain our- 
selves 100 
Were he the veriest antick in the world. 
LORD. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery, 
And give them friendly welcome every one : 
Let them want nothing that my house affords. 104 
[Exeunt one with the Players. 
Sirrah, go you to Barthol’mew my page, 
And see him dress’d in all suits like a lady: 
That done, conduct him to the drunkard’s chamber ; 
And call him ‘ madam’, do him obeisance. 108 
Tell him from me,—as he will win my love,— 
He bear himself with honourable action, 
Such as he hath observ’d in noble ladies 
Unto their lords, by them aceomplished : 112 
Such duty to the drunkard let him do 
With soft low tongue and lowly courtesy ; 
And say, ‘ What is *t your honour will command, 
Wherein your lady and your humble wife 116 
May show her duty, and make known her love ?’ 
And then, with kind embracements, tempting kisses, 
And with declining head into his bosom, 
Bid him shed tears, as being overjoy’d 120 
To see her noble lord restor’d to health, 
Who for this seven years hath esteemed him 
No better than a poor and loathsome beggar. 
And if the boy have not a woman’s gift 124 
To rain a shower of commanded tears, 
An onion will do well for such a shift, 
Which in a napkin being close convey’d, 


Shall in despite enforce a watery eye. 128 
See this dispatch’d with all the haste thou canst : 

Anon I'll give thee more instructions. [Exit Servant. 
I know the boy will well usurp the grace, 

Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman : 132 


I long to hear him call the drunkard husband, 

And how my men will stay themselves from laughter 
When they do homage to this simple peasant. 

Pll in to counsel them : haply, my presence 136 
May well abate the over merry spleen 

Which otherwise would grow into extremes. [Exeunt. 
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Scene IT.—A Bedchamber in the Lord’s House. 


Sty is discovered in a rich nightgown, with Attendants: some with 
apparel, others with basin, ewer, and other appurtenances ; 
and Lord, dressed like a servant. 

sty. For God’s sake! a pot of small ale. 
FIRST SERVANT. Will’t please your lordship drink a 
cup of sack ? 
SECOND SERVANT. Will’t please your honour taste of 
these conserves ? 
THIRD SERVANT. What raiment will your honour wear 
to-day ? 4 
sty. I am Christophero Sly; call not me honour, 
nor lordship: I ne’er drank sack in my life; and if you 
give me any conserves, give me conserves of beef. Ne’er 
ask me what raiment Ill wear, for I have no more 
doublets than backs, no more stockings than legs, nor 
no more shoes than feet : nay, sometime more feet than 
shoes, or such shoes as my toes look through the over- 
leather. 12 
LORD. Heaven cease this idle humour in your honour ! 

O, that a mighty man, of such descent, 

Of such possessions, and so high esteem, 

Should be infused with so foul a spirit ! 16 

sty. What! would you make me mad? Am not 

I Christopher Sly, old Sly’s son, of Burton-heath ; by 

birth a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by trans- 

mutation a bear-herd, and now by present profession 

a tinker? Ask Marian Hacket, the. fat. ale-wife of 

Wincot, if she know me not: if she say I am not four- 

teen pence on the score for sheer ale, score me up for 

the lyingest knave in Christendom. What! I am not 


bestraught : here ’s— 25 
FIRST SERVANT. OQ! this it is that makes your lady 
mourn. 


SECOND SERVANT. QO! this it is that makes your 
servants droop. 
LORD. Hence comes it that your kindred shuns your 
house, 28 
As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 
O noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth, ' 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from banishment, 
And banish hence these abject lowly dreams. 32 
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Look how thy servants do.attend on thee, 
Each in his office ready at thy beck : 
Wilt thou have music ? hark! Apollo plays, [Music. 
And twenty caged nightingales do sing : 36 
Or wilt thou sleep ? we’ll have thee to a couch 
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed 
On purpose trimm’d up for Semiramis. 
Say thou wilt walk, we will bestrew the ground : 40 
Or wilt thou ride ? thy horses shall be trapp’d, 
Their harness studded all with gold and pearl. 
Dost thou love hawking ? thou hast hawks will soar 
Above the morning lark: or wilt thou hunt ? 44 
Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them, 
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 
FIRST SERVANT. Say thou wilt course; thy grey- 
hounds are as swift 
As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 48 
SECOND SERVANT. Dost thou love pictures ? we will 
fetch thee straight 
Adonis painted by a running brook, 
And Cytherea all in sedges hid, 
Which seem to move and wanton with her breath, 52 
Even as the waving sedges play with wind. 
LORD. We’ll show thee Io as she was a maid, 
And how she was beguiled and surpris’d, 


As lively painted as the deed was done. 56 
THIRD SERVANT. Or Daphne roaming through a thorny 
wood, 


Scratching her legs that one shall swear she bleeds ; 
And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep, 
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 60 
LORD. Thou art a lord and nothing but a lord : 
Thou hast a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waning age. 
FIRST SERVANT. And till the tears that she hath shed 
for thee 64 
Like envious floods o’er-run her lovely face, 
She was the fairest creature in the world ; 
And yet she is inferior to none. 
sty. AmTalord? and have I such a lady ? 68 
Or do I dream ? or have I dream’d till now ? 
I do not sleep ; I see, I hear, I speak ; 
I smell sweet savours, and I feel soft things : 
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Upon my life, I am a lord indeed ; 72 

And not a tinker, nor Christophero Sly. 

Well, bring our lady hither to our sight ; 

And once again, a pot o’ the smallest ale. 

SECOND SERVANT. Will ’t please your mightiness to 

wash your hands ? [Servants present a ewer, basin, and napkin. 

O, how we joy to see your wit restor’d ! TT 

O, that once more you knew but what you are ! 

These fifteen years you have been in a dream, 

Or, when you wak’d, so wak’d as if you slept. 80 
sLy. These fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap. 

But did I never speak of all that time ? 

FIRST SERVANT. QO! yes, my lord, but very idle words ; 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber, 84 
Yet would you say ye were beaten out of door, 

And rail upon the hostess of the house, 

And say you would present her at the leet, 

Because she brought stone jugs and no seal’d quarts. 

Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 89 
sty. Ay, the woman’s maid of the house. 

THIRD SERVANT. Why, sir, you know no house, nor 

no such maid, 

Nor no such men as you have reckon’d up, 92 

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 

And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell, 

And twenty more such names and men as these, 

Which never were nor no man ever saw. 96 
sty. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends ! 
ALL. Amen. 
sty. I thank thee; thou shalt not lose by it. 


Enter the Page, as a lady, with Attendants. 
PAGE. How fares my noble lord 4 100 
sty. Marry, I fare well, for here is cheer enough. 
Where is my wife ? 
PAGE. Here, noble lord: what is thy will with her ? 
sty. Are you my wife, and will not call me husband ? 
My men should call me lord : Iam your goodman. 
page. My husband and my lord, my lord and hus- 
band ; 
I am your wife in all obedience. 
sty. I know it well. What must I call her ? 108 
LoRD. Madam. 
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‘sty. Al’ce madam, or Joan madam ? 
LoRD. Madam, and nothing else: so lords call ladies. 
sty. Madam wife, they say that I have dream’d 
And slept above some fifteen year or more. 113 
pAGn. Ay, and the time seems thirty unto me, 
Being all this time abandon’d from your bed. 
“sty. ’Tis much. Servants, leave me and her alone. 
Madam, undress you, and come now to bed. 117 
PAGE. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you 
To pardon me yet for a night or two, 
Or, if not so, until the sun be set : 120 
For your physicians have expressly charg’d, 
In peril to incur your former malady, 
That I should yet absent me from your bed : 
I hope this reason stands for my excuse. 124 
sLy. Ay, it stands so, that I may hardly tarry so 
long; but I would be loath to fall into my dreams 
again: I will therefore tarry, in spite of the flesh and 
the blood. 128 
Enter a Servant. 
SERVANT. Your honour’s players, hearing your amend- 
ment, 
Are come to play a pleasant comedy ; 
For so your doctors hold it very meet, 
Seeing too much sadness hath congeal’d your blood, 132 
And melancholy is the nurse of frenzy : 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a play, 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
Which bars a thousand harms and lengthens life. 136 
sty. Marry, I will; let’ them play it. Is not 
a commonty a Christmas gambold or a tumbling- 
trick ? 
PAGE. No, my good lord; it is more pleasing stuff. 
SLY. What! household stuff ? 141 
PAGE. It isa kind of history. 
SLY. Well, we'll see ’t. Come, madam wife, sit by 
my side, 
And let the world slip : we shall ne’er be younger. 
; [Flourish. 
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ACT’ T. 


Scene L—Padua. A public Place. 
Enter Lucentio and TRanto 
LUCENTIO. Tranio, since for the great desire I had 

To see fair Padua, nursery of arts, 
I am arrivd for fruitful Lombardy, 
The pleasant garden of great Italy ; 4 
And by my father’s love and leave am arm’d 
With his good will and thy good company, 
My trusty servant well approv’d in all, 
Here let us breathe, and haply institute 8 
A course of learning and ingenious studies. 
Pisa, renowned for grave citizens, 
Gave me my being and my father first, 
A merchant of great traffic through the world, 12 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii. 
Vincentio’s son, brought up in Florence, 
It shall become to serve all hopes conceiv’d, 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 16 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study, 
Virtue and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply that treats of happiness 
By virtue specially to be achiev’d. 20 
Tell me thy mind ; for I have Pisa left 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 
A shallow plash to plunge him in the deep, 
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst. 24 
“'?TRANIO. Mi perdonate, gentle master mine, 
I am in all affected as yourself, 
Glad that you thus continue your resolve 
To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 28 
Only, good master, while we do admire 
This virtue and this moral discipline, 
Let ’s be no stoics nor no stocks, I pray ; 
Or so devote to Aristotle’s checks 32 
As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur’d. 
Balk logic with acquaintance that you have, 
And practise rhetoric in your common talk ; 
Music and poesy use to quicken you ; 36 
The mathematics and the metaphysics, 
Fall to them as you find your stomach serves you : 
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No profit grows where is no pleasure ta’en ; 
In brief, sir, study what you most affect. 40 
LUCENTIO. Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise. 
If, Biondello, thou wert come ashore, 
We could at once put us in readiness, 
And take a lodging fit to entertain 44 
Such friends as time in Padua shall beget. 
But stay awhile : what company is this ? 
TRANIO. Master, some show to welcome us to town. 


Enter Baptista, KATHARINA, BIANCA, GREMIO, and 
HortTensio. LucENTIO and TRaANIO stand aside. 
BAPTISTA. Gentlemen, importune me no further, 

For how I firmly am resolv’d you know ; 49 

That is, not to bestow my youngest daughter 

Before I have a husband for the elder. 

Tf either of you both love Katharina, 52 

Because I know you well and love you well, 

Leave shall you have to court her at your pleasure. 
GREMIO. To cart her rather: she’s too rough for me. 

There, there, Hortensio, will you any wife ? 56 
KATHARINA. [To Baptista.] I pray you, sir, is it your will 

To make a stale of me amongst these mates ? 
HORTENSIO. Mates, maid! how mean you that ? no 

mates for you, 

Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. 60 
KATHARINA. I faith, sir, you shall never need to fear : 

I wis it is not half way to her heart ; 

But if it were, doubt not her care should be 

To comb your noddle with a three-legg’d stool, 64 

And paint your face, and use you like a fool. 

HORTENSIO. From all such devils, good Lord deliver 
us ! 

GREMIO. And me too, good Lord ! 

TRANIO. Hush, master! here is some good pastime 
toward : 68 

That wench is stark mad or wonderful froward. 
LUCENTIO. But in the other’s silence do I see 

Maid’s mild behaviour and sobriety. 

Peace, Tranio ! 12 
TRANIO. Well said, master ; mum! and gaze your fill. 
BAPTISTA. Gentlemen, that I may soon make good 

What I have said,—Bianca, get you in: 
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And let it not displease thee, good Bianca, 16 
For I will love thee ne’er the less, my girl. 
KATHARINA. A pretty peat! it is best 
Put finger in the eye, an she knew why. 
BIANCA. Sister, content you in my discontent. 80 
Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe : 
My books and instruments shall be my company, 
On them to look and practise by myself. 
LUCENTIO. Hark, Tranio! thou mayst hear Minerva 
speak. 84 
HORTENSIO. Signior Baptista, will you be so strange ? 
Sorry am I that our good will effects 
Bianca’s grief. 
GREMIO. Why will you mew her up, 
Signior Baptista, for this fiend of hell, 88 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? 
BAPTISTA. Gentlemen, content ye; I am resolv’d. 
Go in, Bianca. [Exit Branca. 
And for I know she taketh most delight 92 
In music, instruments, and poetry, 
Schoolmasters will I keep within my house, 
Fit to instruct her youth. If you, Hortensio, 
Or Signior Gremio, you, know any such, 96 
Prefer them hither; for to cunning men 
I will be very kind, and liberal 
To mine own children in good bringing up ; 


And so, farewell. Katharina, you may stay ; 100 
For I have more to commune with Bianca. (Exit. 
KATHARINA. Why, and I trust I may go too; may 

I not ? 


What ! shall I be appointed hours, as though, belike, 
I knew not what to take, and what to leave? Ha! [Exit. 
GREMIO. You may go to the devil’s dam: your 
gifts are so good, here’s none will hold you. Their 
love is not so great, Hortensio, but we may blow our 
nails together, and fast it fairly out: our cake ’s dough 
on both sides. Farewell: yet, for the love I bear my 
sweet Bianca, if I can by any means light on a fit man 
to teach her that wherein she delights, I will wish him to 
her father. 112 
HORTENSIO. So will I, Signior Gremio: but a word, 
I pray. Though the nature of our quarrel yet never 
brooked parle, know now, upon advice, it toucheth us 
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both,—that we may yet again have access to our fair 
mistress and be happy rivals in Bianca’s love,—to labour 
and effect one thing specially. 118 

GREMIO. What’s that, I pray ? 

HORTENSIO. Marry, sir, to get'.a husband for her 
sister. 

creMIo. A husband! a devil. 

HORTENSIO. I say, a husband. 123 

Gremio. I say, a devil. Thinkest thou, Hortensio, 
though her father be very rich, any man is so very a fool 
to be married to hell ? 

HORTENSIO. Tush, Gremio! though it pass your 
patience and mine to endure her loud alarums, why, 
man, there be good fellows in the world, an a man 
could light on them, would take her with all faults, and 
money enough. 131 

GREMIO. I cannot tell; but I had as lief take her 
dowry with this condition, to be whipped at the high- 
eross every morning. 

HORTENSIO. Faith, as you say, there ’s small choice 
in rotten apples. But, come; since this bar in law 
makes us friends, it shall be so far forth friendly main- 
tained, till by helping Baptista’s eldest daughter to 
a husband, we set his youngest free for a husband, and 
then have to’t afresh. Sweet Bianca! Happy man be 
his dole! He that runs fastest gets the ring. How say 
you, Signior Gremio ? 142 

GREMIO. I am agreed: and would I had given him 
the best horse in Padua to begin his wooing, that would 
thoroughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the 


house of her. Come on. [Exeunt Gremio and HortTEnsio. 
TRANIO. I pray, sir, tell me, is it possible 
That love should of a sudden take such hold ? 148 


LUCENTIO. O Tranio! till I found it to be true, 
I never thought it possible or likely ; 
But see, while idly I stood looking on, 
I found the effect of love in idleness ; 152 
And now in plainness do confess to thee, 
That art to me as secret and as dear 
As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was, 
Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio, 156 
If I achieve not this young modest girl. 
Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst: © 
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Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

TRANIO. Master, it is no time to. chide you now ; 
Affection is not rated from the heart : 161 
If love have touch’d you, nought remains but so, 
Redime te captum, quam queas minimo. 

LUCENTIO. Gramercies, lad ; go forward : this contents : 
The rest will comfort, for thy counsel ’s sound. 165 
TRANIO. Master, you look’d so longly on the maid, 

Perhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all. 

LUCENTIO. QO yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face, 
Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 169 
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kiss’d the Cretan strand. 

TRANIO. Saw you no more ? mark’d you not how her 

sister 172 
Began to scold and raise up such a storm 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ? 

LUCENTIO. ‘Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move, 
And with her breath she did perfume the air ; 176 
Sacred and sweet was all I saw in her. 

TRANIO. Nay, then, *tis time to stir him from his 

trance. 

I pray, awake, sir: if you love the maid, 
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it stands: 
Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd, 181 
That till the father rid his hands of her, 
Master, your love must live a maid at home ; 
And therefore has he closely mew’d her up, 184 
Because she will not be annoy’d with suitors. 

LUCENTIO. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father’s he! 
But art thou not advis’d he took some care 
To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct her? —_188 

TRANIO. Ay, marry, am I, sir; and now ’tis plotted. 

LUCENTIO. I have it, Tranio. 

TRANIO. Master, for my hand, 
Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 

LUCENTIO. ‘Tell me thine first. 


TRANIO. You will be schoolmaster, 
And undertake the teaching of the maid : 193 
That ’s your device. 

LUCENTIO. It is: may it be done ? 


TRANIO. Not possible; for who shall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio’s son ? 196 
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Keep house and ply his book, welcome his friends ; 
Visit his countrymen, and banquet them ? 

LUCENTIO. Basta; content thee; for I have it full. 
We have not yet been seen in any house, 200 
Nor can we be distinguish’d by our faces 
For man, or master: then, it follows thus : 

Thou shalt be master, Tranio, in my stead, 
Keep house, and port, and servants, as I should : 204 
I will some other be ; some Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Pisa. 
*Tis hatch’d and shall be so: Tranio, at once 
Uncase thee, take my colour’d hat and cloak : 208 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ; 
But*I will charm him first to keep his tongue. 
[They exchange habits. 

TRANIO. So had you need. 

In brief then, sir, sith it your pleasure is, 212 
And I am tied to be obedient ; 

For so your father charg’d me at our parting, 

‘ Be serviceable to my son,’ quoth he, 

Although I think ’twas in another sense : 216 
I am content to be Lucentio, 

Because so well I love Lucentio. 

LUCENTIO. ‘Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves; 
And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid 220 
Whose sudden sight hath thrall’d my wounded eye. 
Here comes the rogue. 


Enter BIONDELLO, 
Sirrah, where have you been ? 
BIONDELLO. Where have I been! Nay, how now! 
where are you ? 

Master, has my fellow Tranio stol’n your clothes, 224 
Or you stol’n his ? or both ? pray, what’s the news ? 

LUCENTIO. Sirrah, come hither: ’tis no time to jest, 
And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio, here, to save my life, 228 
Puts my apparel and my countenance on, 
And I for my escape have put on his ; 
For in a quarrel since I came ashore 
I kill’d a man, and fear I was descried. 232 
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes, 
While I make way from hence to save my life : 
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You understand me ? 


BIONDELLO. I, sir! ne’er a whit. 
LUCENTIO. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth : 
Tranio is changed to Lucentio. 237 


BIONDELLO. The better for him : would I were so too! 
aoe So would I, faith, boy, to have the next wish 
aiter, 
That Lucentio indeed had Baptista’s youngest daughter. 
But, sirrah, not for my sake, but your master’s, I advise 
You use your manners discreetly in all kind of com- 
panies : 
When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio ; 
But in all places else your master, Lucentio. 244 
LUCENTIO. Tranio, let’s go. One thing more rests, 
that thyself execute, to make one among these wooers : 
if thou ask me why, sufficeth my reasons are both good 
and weighty. [Exeunt. 
The Presenters above speak. 
FIRST SERVANT. My lord, you nod; you do not mind 


the play. 
sty. Yes, by Saint Anne, I do. A good matter, 
surely : comes there any more of it ? 251 


PAGE. My lord, ’tis but begun. 
sty. “Tis a very excellent piece of work, madam 
lady : would ’twere done ! [They sit and mark. 


Scene II.—The Same. Before Hortensio’s House. 


Enter PetrucHio and GRUMIO. 

PETRUCHIO. Verona, for awhile I take my leave, 
To see my friends in Padua ;_ but, of all 
My best beloved and approved friend, 
Hortensio ; and I trow this is his house. 4 
Here, sirrah Grumio; knock, I say. 

GRUMIO. Knock, sir! whom should I knock ? is there 
any man has rebused your worship ? 

PETRUCHIO. Villain, I say, knock me here soundly. 

eRuMIo. Knock you here, sir! why, sir, what am 
I, sir, that I should knock you here, sir ? 

PETRUcHIO. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate ; 
And rap me well, or I'll knock your knave’s pate. 12 

cRuMmiIo. My master is grown quarrelsome. I should 

knock you first, 
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And then I know after who comes by the worst. 

PETRUCHIO. Will it not be ? 

Faith, sirrah, an you’ll not knock, I’ll ring it ; 16 
I'll try how you can sol, fa, and sing it, 
[He wrings Grumtio by the ears. 

Grumio. Help, masters, help! my master is mad. 

PETRUCHIO. Now, knock when I bid you, sirrah 

villain ! 19 
Enter HoRTENSIO. 

HORTENSIO. How now! what’sthe matter ? My old 
friend Grumio! and my good friend Petruchio! How 
do you all at Verona ? 

PETRUCHIO. Signior Hortensio, come you to part the 

“fray ? 
Con tutto il cuore ben trovato, may I say. 24 

HORTENSIO. Alla nostra casa ben venuto; molto 
honorato signior mio Petruchio. 

Rise, Grumio, rise: we will compound this quarrel. 
aRuMIo. Nay, ’tis no matter, sir, what he ’‘leges in 
Latin. If this be not a lawful cause for me to leave his 
service, look you, sir, he bid me knock him and rap him 
soundly, sir: well, was it fit for a servant to use his 
master so; being, perhaps, for aught I see, two-and- 
thirty, a pip out ? 33 
Whom would to God, I had well knock’d at first, 
Then had not Grumio come by the worst. 

PETRUCHIO. A senseless villain! Good Hortensio, 

I bade the rascal knock upon your gate, 37 
And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

GRuMIO. Knock at the gate! O heavens! Spake 
you not these words plain, ‘ Sirrah, knock me here, rap 
me here, knock me well, and knock me soundly’ ? And 
come you now with.‘ knocking at the gate’ ? 

PETRUCHIO. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise you. 

HORTENSIO. Petruchio, patience; I am Grumio’s 

pledge. 44 
Why, this’s a heavy chance *twixt him and you, 
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio. 
And tell me now, sweet friend, what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here from old Verona ? 48 
PETRUCHIO. Such wind as scatters young men through 
the world 
To seek their fortunes further than at home, 
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Where small experience grows. But in a few, 
Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me : 52 
Antonio, my father, is deceas’d, 
And I have thrust myself into this maze, 
Haply to wive and thrive as best I may. 
Crowns in my purse I have and goods at home, 56 
And so am come abroad to see the world. 
<cpeirasi y Petruchio, shall I then come roundly to 
thee, 
And wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour’d wife 2 
Thou’dst thank me but a little for my counsel ; 60 
And yet Dll promise thee she shall be rich, 
And very rich : but thou’rt too much my friend, 
And Ill not wish thee to her. 
PETRUCHIO, Signior Hortensio, ’twixt such friends aa 
we, 64 
Few words suffice ; and therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio’s wife, 
As wealth is burden of my wooing dance, 
Be she as foul as was Florentius’ love, 68 
As old as Sibyl, and as curst and shrewd 
As Socrates’ Xanthippe, or a worse, 
She moves me not, or not removes, at least, 
Affection’s edge in me, were she as rough 72 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas : 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua ; 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

GRuUMIO. Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flatly what 
his mind is: why, give him gold enough and marry him 
to a puppet or an aglet-baby; or an old trot with ne’er 
a tooth in her head, though she have as many diseases 
as two-and-fifty horses: why, nothing comes amiss, so 


money comes withal. 81 
HORTENSIO. Petruchio, since we are stepp’d thus far 
in, 
I will continue that I broach’d in jest. 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 84 


With wealth enough, and young and beauteous, 
Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman : 

Her only fault,—and that is faults enough,— 

Is, that she is intolerable curst 1) 88 
And shrewd and froward, so beyond all measure, 

That, were my state far worser than it is, 
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I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 
PETRUCHIO. Hortensio, peace! thou know’st not gold’s 
effect : 92 
Tell me her father’s name, and ’tis enough ; 
For I will board her, though she chide as loud 
As thunder when the clouds in autumn crack. 
HORTENSIO. Her father is Baptista Minola, 96 
An affable and courteous gentleman ; 
Her name is Katharina Minola, 
Renown’d in Padua for her scolding tongue. 
PETRUCHIO. I know her father, though I know not 
her ; 100 
And he knew my deceased father well. 
I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her ; 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this first encounter, 104 
Unless you will accompany me thither. 

GRuMIO. I pray you, sir, let him go while the 
humour lasts. O’ my word, an she knew him as well 
as I do, she would think scolding would do little good 
upon him. She may, perhaps, call him half a score 
knaves or so: why, that’s nothing: an he begin once, 
he’ll rail in his rope-tricks. Ill tell you what, sir, an 
she stand him but a little, he will throw a figure in her 
face, and so disfigure her with it that she shall have 
no more eyes to see withal than a cat. You know him 
not, sir. 115 

HORTENSIO. ‘Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee, 
For in Baptista’s keep my treasure is : 

He hath the jewel of my life in hold, 

His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca, 

And her withholds from me and other more, 120 
Suitors to her and rivals in my love ; 

Supposing it a thing impossible, 

For those defects I have before rehears’d, 

That ever Katharina will be woo’d : 124 
Therefore this order hath Baptista ta’en, 

That none shall have access unto Bianca, 

Till Katharine the curst have got a husband. 

GRUMIO. Katharine the curst ! 128 
A title for a maid of all titles the worst. 

HORTENSIO. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me 

grace, 
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And offer me, disguis’d in sober robes, 

To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 132 

Well seen in music, to instruct Bianca ; 

That so I may, by this device at least 

Have leave and leisure to make love to her, 

And unsuspected court her by herself. 136 
GRuMIO. Here’s no knavery! See, to beguile the old 

folks, how the young folks lay their heads together ! 


Enter Gremio, and Lucentio disguised, with books under 
his arm. 

Master, master, look about you: who goes there, ha ? 
HORTENSIO. Peace, Grumio! ’tis the rival of my love. 

Petruchio, stand by awhile. 141 
GRUMIO. A proper stripling, and an amorous ! 
GREMIO. QO! very well; I have perus’d the note. 

Hark you, sir; I'll have them very fairly bound: = 144 

All books of love, see that at any hand, 

And see you read no other lectures to her. 

You understand me. Over and beside 

Signior Baptista’s liberality, 148 

I'll mend it with a largess. Take your papers too, 

And let me have them very well perfum’d ; 

For she is sweeter than perfume itself 

To whom they goto. What will youread toher? 152 
LUCENTIO. Whate’er I read to her, I'll plead for you, 

As for my patron, stand you so assur’d, 

As firmly as yourself were still in place ; 

Yea, and perhaps with more successful words 156 

Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir. 
GREMIO. QO! this learning, what a thing it is. 
GRuMIO. O! this woodcock, what an ass it is. 


PETRUCHIO. Peace, sirrah ! 160 
HORTENSIO. Grumio, mum! God save you, Signior 
Gremio ! 


@REMIo. And you're well met, Signior Hortensio. 
Trow you whither I am going ? To Baptista Minola. 
I promis’d to inquire carefully 164 
About a schoolmaster for the fair Bianca ; 
And, by good fortune, I have lighted well 
On this young man; for learning and behaviour 
Fit for her turn; well read in poetry 168 
And other books, good ones, I warrant ye. 

SH. I Ce 
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HORTENSIO. ‘Tis well :. and I have met a gentleman 
Hath promis’d me to help me to another, 
A fine musician to instruct our mistress : 172 
So shall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, so belov’d of me. 
GREMIO. Belov’d of me, and that my deeds shall 
prove. 
GRUMIO. [Aside] And that his bags shall prove. 
HORTENSIO. Gremio, ’tis now no time to vent our 
love : 177 
Listen to me, and if you speak me fair, 
T’ll tell you news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman whom by chance I met, 180 
Upon agreement from us to his liking, 
Will undertake to woo curst Katharine ; 
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please 
GREMIO. So said, so done, is well. 184 
Hortensio, have you told him all her faults ? 
PETRUCHIO. . I know she isan irksome, brawling scold : 
If that be all, masters, I hear no harm. 
GREMIO. No, sayst me so, friend? What country- 
man ? 188 
PETRUCHIO. Born in Verona, old Antonio’s son : 
My father dead, my fortune lives for me ; 
And I do hope good days and long to see. 
GREMIO. OQ, sir, such a life, with such a wife, were 
strange ! 192 
But if you have a stomach, to ’t i’ God’s name : 
You shall have me assisting you in all. 
But will you woo this wild-cat ? 
PETRUCHIO. Will I live ? 
GRuMIo. Will he woo her? ay, orTllhang her. 196 
PETRUCHIO. Why came I hither but to that intent ? 
Think you a little din can daunt mine ears ? 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar ? 
Have I not heard the sea, puff'd up with winds, 200 
Rage like an angry boar chafed with sweat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field, 
And heaven’s artillery thunder in the skies ? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 204 
Loud ’larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets’ clang ? 
And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue, 
That gives not half so great a blow to hear 
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As will a chestnut in a farmer’s fire ? 208 
Tush, tush ! fear boys with bugs. 
GRUMIO. [Aside.] For he fears none. 


GREMIO. Hortensio, hark : 
This gentleman is happily arriv’d, 
My mind presumes, for his own good and ours. 212 
HORTENSIO. I promis’d we would be contributors, 
And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe’er. 
GREMIO. And so we will, provided that he win her. 
GRUMIO, [Aside] I would I were as sure of a good 
dinner. 216 


Enter Tranio, bravely apparelled; and BionDELLOo. 
TRANIO. Gentlemen, God save you! If I may be 
bold, 
Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest way 
To the house of Signior Baptista Minola ? 
BIONDELLO. He that has the two fair daughters: is.’t 
he you mean ? 220 
TRANIO. Even he, Biondello ! 
GREMIO. Hark you, sir; you mean not her to— 
TRANIO. Perhaps, him and her, sir: what have you 


to do ? 
PETRUCHIO. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, I 
pray. 224 
TRANIO. I love no chiders, sir. Biondello, let’s 
away. 
LUCENTIO. [Aside.] Well begun, Tranio. 
HORTENSIO, Sir, a word ere you go . 
Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no 4 
TRANIO. Andif I be, sir, is it any offence ? 228 
GREMIO. No; if without more words you will get you 
hence. 


TRANIO. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as free 
For me as for you ? 

GREMIO. But so is not she. 

TRANIO. For what reason, I beseech you ? 232 

GREMIO. For this reason, if you'll know, 
That she ’s the choice love of Signior Gremio. 

HORTENSIO. That she’s the chosen of Signior Hor- 

tensio. 

TRANIO. Softly, my masters! if you be gentlemen, 

Do me this right ; hear me with patience. 237 
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Baptista is a noble gentleman, 
To whom my father is not all unknown ; 
And were his daughter fairer than she is, 240 
She may more suitors have, and me for one. 
Fair Leda’s daughter had a thousand wooers ; 
Then well one more may fair Bianca have, 
And go she shall ; Lucentio shall make one, 244 
Though Paris came in hope to speed alone. 
GREMIO. What! this gentleman will out-talk us all. 
LUCENTIO. Sir, give him head: I know he’ll prove a 


jade. 
PETRUCHIO. Hortensio, to what end are all these 
words ? 248 


HORTENSIO. Sir, let me be so bold as ask you, 
Did you yet ever see Baptista’s daughter ? 

TRANIO. No, sir; but hear I do that he hath two, 
The one as famous for a scolding tongue 252 
As is the other for beauteous modesty. 

PETRUCHIO. Sir, sir, the first ’sfor me; let her go by. 
GREMIO. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules, 
And let it be more than Alcides’ twelve. 256 

PETRUCHIO. Sir, understand you this of me in sooth : 
The youngest daughter, whom you hearken for, 

Her father keeps from all access of suitors, 

And will not promise her to any man 260 
Until the elder sister first be wed ; 

The younger then is free, and not before. 

TRANIO. If it be so, sir, that you are the man 
Must stead us all, and me among the rest ; 264 
And if you break the ice, and do this feat, 

Achieve the elder, set the younger free 

For our access, whose hap shall be to have her 

Will not so graceless be to be ingrate. 268 
HORTENSIO. Sir, you say well, and well you do con- 

ceive ; 

And since you do profess to be a suitor, 

You must, as we do, gratify this gentleman, 

To whom we all rest generally beholding. 272 

TRANIO. Sir, I shall not be slack: in sign whereof, 
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon, . 
And quaff carouses to our mistress’ health, 

And do as adversaries do inlaw,  ~ 276 
Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 
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GRUMIO. O excellent motion! Fellows, let’s be 
BIONDELLO, gone. 
HORTENSIO. The motion’s good indeed, and be it 
SO :— 
Petruchio, I shall be your ben venuto. [Exeunt. 


ACT IT. 


Scene I.—Padua. A Room in Baptista’s House. 
Enter KaTHARINA and BIANCA. 


BIANCA, Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong your- 
self, 
To make a bondmaid and a slave of me; 
That I disdain: but for these other gawds, 
Unbind my hands, [ll pull them off myself, 4 
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat ; 
Or what you will command me will I do, 
So well I know my duty to my elders. 
KATHARINA. Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee, tell 
Whom thou lov’st best : see thou dissemble not. 9 
BIANCA. Believe me, sister, of all the men alive 
I never yet beheld that special face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 12 
KATHARINA. Minion, thou liest. Is’t not Hortensio ? 
Bianca. If you affect him, sister, here I swear 
[ll plead for you myself, but you shall have him. 
KATHARINA. QO! then, belike, you fancy riches more : 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair 17 
BIANCA. Is it for him you do envy me so ? 
Nay, then you jest ; and now I well perceive 
You have but jested with me all this while : 20 
I prithee, sister Kate, untie my hands. 
KATHARINA. If that be jest, then all the rest was so. 
(Strikes her. 
Enter Baptista, 
BAPTISTA. Why, how now, dame! whence grows this 
insolence ? 
Bianca, stand aside. Poor girl! she weeps. 24 
Go ply thy needle ; meddle not with her. 
For shame, thou hilding of a devilish spirit, 
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When did she cross thee with a bitter word 4 28 
| KATHARINA. Her silence flouts me, and I'll be re- 
veng d. [Flies after Branca. 


BAPTISTA. What! inmy sight ? Bianca, get thee in. 
{Exit Branca. 
KATHARINA. What! will you not suffer me? Nay, 
now I see 

She is your treasure, she must have a husband ; 32 

I must dance bare-foot on her wedding-day, 

And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell. 

Talk not to me: I will go sit and weep 

Till I can find occasion of revenge. [Exit. 
BAPTISTA. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as I ? 

But who comes here ? 


Enter Gremio, with LucEeNTIO in the habit of a mean man; PETRU- 
cHIO, with Hortrensio as a Musician; and TRANIO, with 
BIONDELLO bearing a lute and books. 

GREMIO. Good morrow, neighbour Baptista. 
BAPTISTA. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio. God 
save you, gentlemen ! 41 
PETRUCHIO. And you, good sir. Pray, have you not 
a daughter 

Call’d Katharina, fair and virtuous ? 

BAPTISTA. I have a daughter, sir, call’d Katharina. 


GREMIO. You are too blunt: go to it orderly. 45 
PETRUCHIO. You wrong me, Signior Gremio: give me 
leave. 
Tam a gentleman of Verona, sir, 
That, hearing of her beauty and her wit, 48 


Her affability and bashful modesty, 

Her wondrous qualities and mild behaviour, 

Am bold to show myself a forward guest 

Within your house, to make mine eye the witness 52 
Of that report which I so oft have heard. 

And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 

I do present you with a man of mine, [Presenting HorTEnsto. 
Cunning in music and the mathematics, 56 
To instruct her fully in those sciences, 

Whereof I know she is not ignorant. 

Accept of him, or else you do me wrong : 

His name is Licio, born in Mantua. | 60 
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BAPTISTA, You're welcome, sir; and he, for your good 
sake. 
But for my daughter Katharine, this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more my grief. 

PETRUCHIO. I see you do not mean to part with her, 
Or else you like not of my company. 65 
BAPTISTA. Mistake me not; I speak but as I find. 

Whence are you, sir ? what may I call your name ? 
PETRUCHIO. Petruchio is my name; Antonio’s son; 


A man well known throughout all Italy. 69 
BAPTISTA. I know him well: you are welcome for his 
sake. 
GREMIO, Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray, 
Let us, that are poor petitioners, speak too. 72 


Backare ! you are marvellous forward. 
PETRUCHIO. QO, pardon me, Signior Gremio; I would 
fain be doing. 
GREMIO. I doubt it not, sir; but you will curse your 
wooing. 15 
Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am sure of it. 
To express the like kindness, myself, that have been 
more kindly beholding to you than any, freely give unto 
you this young scholar, [Presenting Lvcenrio.) that has 
been long studying at Rheims; as cunning in Greek, 
Latin, and other languages, as the other in music and 
mathematics. His name is Cambio; pray accept his 


service. 83 
BAPTISTA. A thousand thanks, Signior Gremio : wel- 
come, good Cambio.— [To Tranto.] But, gentle sir, methinks 


you walk like a stranger: may I be so bold to know the 
cause of your coming ? 

TRANIO. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own, 
That, being a stranger in this city here, 89 
Do make myself a suitor to your daughter, 

Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous. 

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me, 92 
In the preferment of the eldest sister. 

This liberty is all that I request, 

That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 

I may have welcome ’mongst the rest that woo, 96 
And free access and favour as the rest : 

And, toward the education of your daughters, 

I here bestow a simple instrument, 
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And this small packet of Greek and Latin books : 100 
If you accept them, then their worth is great. 
BAPTISTA. Lucentio is your name, of whence, I pray ¢ 
TRANIO. Of Pisa, sir; son to Vincentio. 
BAPTISTA. A mighty man of Pisa; by report 104 
I know him well: you are very welcome, sir. 
[To Horrensio.] Take you the lute, [To Lucennio.] and you 
the set of books ; 
You shall go see your pupils presently. 
Holla, within ! 
Enter a Servant. 
Sirrah, lead these gentlemen 108 
To my two daughters, and then tell them both 
These are their tutors: bid them use them well. 
[Exit Servant, with Horrensio, LucenTIO, and BIONDELLO. 
We will go walk a little in the orchard, 
And then to dinner. You are passing welcome, 112 
And so I pray you all to think yourselves. 
PETRUCHIO. Signior Baptista, my business asketh haste, 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 
You knew my father well, and in him me, 116 
Left solely heir to all his lands and goods, 
Which I have better’d rather than decreas’d : 
Then tell me, if I get your daughter’s love, 
What dowry shall I have with her to wife ? 120 
BAptisTA. After my death the one half of my lands, 
And in possession twenty thousand crowns. 
peTRucHIO. And, for that dowry, Pll assure her of 
Her widowhood, be it that she survive me, 124 
In all my lands and leases whatsoever. 
Let specialties be therefore drawn between us, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 
BAPTISTA. Ay, when the special thing is well obtain’d, 
That is, her love; for that is all in all. 129 
PETRUCHIO. Why, that is nothing; for I tell you, 
father, 
I am as peremptory as she proud-minded ; 
And where two raging fires meet together 132 
They do consume the thing that feeds their fury : 
Though little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all ; 
So I to her, and so she yields to me; 136 
For I am rough and woo not like a babe. 
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BAPTISTA. Well mayst thou woo, and happy be thy 
speed ! 
But be thou arm’d for some unhappy words. 
PETRUCHIO. Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for 
winds, 140 
That shake not, though they blow perpetually. 


Re-enter HoRTENSIO, with his head broke. 
BAPTISTA. How now, my friend! why dost thou look 
so pale ? 
HORTENSIO. For fear, I promise you, if I look pale. 
BAPTISTA. What, will my daughter prove a good 
musician ? 144 
HORTENSIO. I think she'll sooner prove a soldier : 
Tron may hold with her, but never lutes. 
BAPTISTA. Why, then thou canst not break her to the 


lute ? 
HORTENSIO. Why, no; for she hath broke the lute to 
me. 148 


I did but tell her she mistook her frets, 
And bow’d her hand to teach her fingering ; 
When, with a most impatient devilish spirit, 
‘Frets, call you these ?’ quoth she; ‘Ill fume with 
them’ ; 152 
And, with that word, she struck me on the head, 
And through the instrument my pate made way ; 
And there I stood amazed for a while, 
As on a pillory, looking through the lute ; 156 
While she did call me rascal fiddler, 
And twangling Jack; with twenty such vile terms 
As she had studied to misuse me so. 
PETRUCHIO. Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench! 
I love her ten times more than e’er I did : 161 
O ! how I long to have some chat with her ! 
BAPTISTA. [To Horrensto.] Well, go with me, and be not 
so discomfited : 
Proceed in practice with my younger daughter ; 164 
She ’s apt to learn, and thankful for good turns. 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us, 
Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you ? 
PETRUCHIO. I pray you do; I will attend her here, 
{Exeunt Baprista, GREMIO, TRANIO, and HoRTENSIO. 
And woo her with some spirit when she comes. 169 
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Say that she rail; why then I'll tell her plain 

She sings as sweetly as a nightingale : 

Say that she frown; I'll say she looks as clear 172 
As morning roses newly wash’d with dew : 

Say she be mute and will not speak a word ; 

Then I'll commend her volubility, 

And say she uttereth piercing eloquence : 176 
If she do bid me pack ; I'll give her thanks, 

As though she bid me stay by her a week : 

If she deny to wed; I'll crave the day 

When I shall ask the banns, and when be married. 180 
But here she comes; and now, Petruchio, speak. 


x Enter KaTHARINA. 
Good morrow, Kate; for that ’s your name, I hear. 
KATHARINA. Well have you heard, but something hard 
of hearing : 


They call me Katharine that do talk of me. 184 
PETRUCHIO. You lie, in faith ; for you are call’d plain 
Kate, 


And bonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst ; 

But, Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom ; 

Kate of Kate-Hall, my super-dainty Kate, 188 

For dainties are all cates: and therefore, Kate, 

Take this of me, Kate of my consolation ; 

Hearing thy mildness prais’d in every town, 

Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded,— 192 

Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs,— 

Myself am mov’d to woo thee for my wife. 
KATHARINA. Mov’d! in good time: let him that 

mov’d you hither 

Remove you hence. I knew you at the first, 196 

You were a moveable. 
PETRUCHIO. Why, what ’s a moveable ? 
KATHARINA. A joint-stool. 
PETRUCHIO. Thou hast hit it: come, sit on me. 
KATHARINA. Asses are made to bear, and so are you. 
PETRUCHIO. Women are made to bear, and so are you. 
KATHARINA. Nosuch jade as bear you, if me you mean. 
PETRUCHIO. Alas! good Kate, I will not burden thee ; 

For, knowing thee to be but young and light,— 
KATHARINA. Too light for such a swain as you to 

catch, 204 
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And yet as heavy as my weight should be. 
PETRUCHIO. Should be! should buz ! 


KATHARINA, 
PETRUCHIO. 


take thee ? 


KATHARINA. 
PETRUCHIO. 
too angry. 
KATHARINA. 
PETRUCHIO. 
KATHARINA. 
PETRUCHIO. 
his sting ? 


In his tail. 


KATHARINA. 
PETRUCHIO. 
KATHARINA. 
well. 
PETRUCHIO. 


come again. 


Well ta’en, and like a buzzard. 
O slow-wing’d turtle! shall a buzzard 


Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a buzzard. 

Come, come, you wasp; i’ faith you are 
209 

If I be waspish, best beware my sting. 

My remedy is, then, to pluck it out. 

Ay, if the fool could find it where it lies. 

Who knows not where a wasp does wear 
213 


In his tongue. 
Whose tongue ? 
Yours, if you talk of tails; and so fare- 


What! with my tongue in your tail? nay, 
216 


Good Kate, I am a gentleman. 


KATHARINA. 
PETRUCHIO. 
KATHARINA. 


If you strike me, you are no gentleman ; 


That Vl try. [Striking him. 
I swear I'll cuff you if you strike again. 
So may you lose your arms : 
220 


And if no gentleman, why then no arms. 


PETRUCHIO. 
KATHARINA. 
PETRUCHIO. 
KATHARINA., 

a craven. 
PETRUCHIO. 


A herald, Kate? O! put me in thy books. 

What is your crest ? a coxcomb ? 

A combless cock, so Kate will be my hen. 

No cock of mine; you crow too like 
225 


Nay, come, Kate, come; you must not 


look so sour. 


KATHARINA. 
PETRUCHIO. 
not sour. 
KATHARINA, 
PETRUCHIO. 
KATHARINA, 
PETRUCHIO. 
KATHARINA, 
PETRUCHIO. 
for you. 


It is my fashion when I see a crab. 
Why, here ’s no crab, and therefore look 
228 
There is, there is. 
Then show it me. 
Had I a glass, I would. 
What, you mean my face ¢ 
Well aim’d of such a young one. 


Now, by Saint George, I am too young 
232 
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KATHARINA. Yet you are wither’d. 


PETRUCHIO. ’Tis with cares. 

KATHARINA. I care not. 

PETRUCHIO. Nay, hear you, Kate: insooth, you scape 
not so. 


KATHARINA. I chafe you, if I tarry : let me go. 
PETRUCHIO. No, not a whit: I find you passing 
gentle. 236 
’T was told me you were rough and coy and sullen, 
And now I find report a very liar ; 
For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous, 
But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time flowers : 
Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look askance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will ; 
Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk ; 
But thou with mildness entertain’st thy wooers, 244 
With gentle conference, soft and affable. 
Why does the world report that Kate doth limp ? 
O slanderous world! Kate, like the hazel-twig, 
Is straight and slender, and as brown in hue 248 
As hazel-nuts, and sweeter than the kernels. 
O! let me see thee walk : thou dost not halt. 
KATHARINA. Go, fool, and whom thou keep’st com- 
mand. 
PETRUCHIO. Did ever Dian so become a grove 252 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gait ? 
O! be thou Dian, and let her be Kate, 
And then let Kate be chaste, and Dian sportful ! 
KATHARINA. Where did you study all this goodly 
speech ? 256 
PETRUCHIO. It is extempore, from my mother-wit. 
KATHARINA. A witty mother! witless else her son. 
PETRUCHIO. Am I not wise ? 


KATHARINA. Yes; keep you warm. 
PETRUCHIO. Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in 
thy bed : 260 


And therefore, setting all this chat aside, 

Thus in plain terms: your father hath consented 

That you shall be my wife ; your dowry ’greed on; 

And will you, nill you, I will marry you. 264 
Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn ; 

For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty,— 

Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well,— 
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Thou must be married to no man but me: 268 
For I am he am born to tame you, Kate ; 

And bring you from a wild Kate to a Kate 

Conformable as other household Kates. 

Here comes your father : never make denial ; 272 
I must and will have Katharine to my wife. 


Re-enter Baprista, GREMIO, and TRANIO. 
BAPTISTA. Now, Signior Petruchio, how speed you 
with my daughter ? 
PETRUCHIO. How but well, sir ? how but well 2 
It were impossible I should speed amiss. 276 
BAPTISTA. Why, how now, daughter Katharine! in 
your dumps ? 
KATHARINA. Call you me daughter ? now, I promise 
you 
You have show’d a tender fatherly regard, 
To wish me wed to one half lunatic ; 280 
A mad-cap ruffian and a swearing Jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 
PETRUCHIO. Father, ’tis thus: yourself and all the 
world, 
That talk’d of her, have talk’d amiss of her : 284 
If she be curst, it is for policy, 
For she’s not froward, but modest as the dove ; 
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ; 
For. patience she will prove a second Grissel, 288 
And Roman Lucrece for her chastity ; 
And to conclude, we have ’greed so well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 
KATHARINA. I’ll see thee hang’d on Sunday first. 
GREMIO. Hark, Petruchio: she says she’ll see thee 


hang’ d first. 293 
TRANIO. Is this your speeding ? nay then, good night 
our part ! 
PETRUCHIO. Be patient, gentlemen ; I choose her for 
myself : 
Tf she and I be pleas’d, what ’s that to you ? 296 


Tis bargain’d ’twixt us twain, being alone, 

That she shall still be curst in company. 

I tell you, ’tis incredible to believe 

How much she loves me: O.! the kindest Kate 300 
She hung about my neck, and kiss on kiss : 
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She vied so fast, protesting oath on oath, 

That in a twink she won me to her love. 

O! you are novices: *tis a world to see, 304 

How tame, when men and women are alone, 

A meacock wretch can make the curstest shrew. 

Give me thy hand, Kate: I will unto Venice 

To buy apparel ’gainst the wedding-day. 308 

Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests ; 

I will be sure my Katharine shall be fine. 

BAPTISTA. I know not what to say ; but give me your 
hands. 

God send you joy, Petruchio! ’tis a match. 312 
GREMIO. 
TRANIO. 
PETRUCHIO. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu. 

I will to Venice ; Sunday comes apace : 

We will have rings, and things, and fine array ; 316 

And, kiss me, Kate, we will be married o’ Sunday. 

{Exeunt PETRUCHIO and KaTHARINA, severally. 
GREMIO. Was ever match clapp’d up so suddenly ? 
BAPTISTA. Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant’s 
part, 

And venture madly on a desperate mart. 320 
TRANIO. Iwas a commodity lay fretting by you : 

Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas. 

BAPTISTA. The gain I seek is, quiet in the match. 
GREMIO. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch. 
But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter : 325 

Now is the day we long have looked for : 

Iam your neighbour, and was suitor first. 

TRANIO. And Iam one that love Bianca more 328 

Than words can witness, or your thoughts can guess. 
GREMIO. Youngling, thou canst not love so dear as I. 
TRANIO. Greybeard, thy love doth freeze. 

GREMIO. But thine doth fry. 
Skipper, stand back : *tis age that nourisheth. 52 
TRANIO. But youth in ladies’ eyes that flourisheth. 
BAPTISTA. Content you, gentlemen; I'll compound 

this strife : 

Tis deeds must win the prize ; and he, of both 

That can assure my daughter greatest dower 336 

Shall have my Bianca’s love. 

Say, Signior Gremio, what can you assure her ? 


Amen, say we: we will be witnesses. 


SCENEI] THE TAMING OF THE SHREW 783 


GREMIO. First, as you know, my house within the city 
Is richly furnished with plate and gold : 340 
Basins and ewers to lave her dainty hands ; 

My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry ; 

In ivory coffers I have stuff’d my crowns ; 

In cypress chests my arras counterpoints, 344 
Costly apparel, tents, and canopies, 

Fine linen, Turkey cushions boss’d with pearl, 

Valance of Venice gold in needle-work, 

Pewter and brass, and all things that belong 348 
To house or housekeeping : then, at my farm 

I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 

Six score fat oxen standing in my stalls, 

And all things answerable to this portion. 352 
Myself am struck in years, I must confess ; 

And if I die to-morrow, this is hers, 

If whilst I live she will be only mine. 

TRANIO. That ‘only’ came well in. Sir, list to me : 
I am my father’s heir and only son: 357 
If I may have your daughter to my wife, 

I'll leave her houses three or four as good, 

Within rich Pisa walls, as any one 360 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua ; 

Besides two thousand ducats by the year 

Of fruitful land, all of which shall be her jointure. 
What, have I pinch’d you, Signior Gremio ? 364 

GREMIO. Two thousand ducats by the year of land ! 

My land amounts not to so much in all : 

That she shall have ;_ besides an argosy 

That now is lying in Marseilles’ road. 368 
What, have I chok’d you with an argosy ? 

TRANIO. Gremio, ’tis known my father hath no less 
Than three great argosies, besides two galliasses, 

And twelve tight galleys; these I will assure her, 372 
And twice as much, whate’er thou offer’st next. 

GREMIO. Nay, I have offer’d all, I have no more ; 

And she can have no more than all I have : 


If you like me, she shall have me and mine. 376 
TRANIO. Why, then the maid is mine from all the 
world, 


By your firm promise. Gremio is out-vied. 
BAPTISTA. I must confess your offer is the best ; 
. And, let your father make her the assurance, 380 
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She is your own; else, you must pardon me : 

If you should die before him, where ’s her dower ? 
TRANIO. That’s but a cavil: he is old, 1 young. 
Gremio. And may not young men die as well as old ? 
BAPTISTA. Well, gentlemen, 385 

T am thus resoly’d. On Sunday next, you know, 

My daughter Katharine is to be married : 

Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca 388 

Be bride to you, if you make this assurance ; 

Tf not, to Signior Gremio : 

And so, I take my leave, and thank you both. 

Gremio. Adieu, good neighbour. [Exit Barrisra.]) Now 
I fear thee not : 392 

Sirrah young gamester, your father were a fool 

To give thee all, and in his waning age 

Set foot under thy table. Tut! a toy! 

An old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy. [Exit. 
TRANIO. A vengeance on your crafty wither’d hide ! 

Yet I have fac’d it with a card of ten. 

*Tis in my head to do my master good : 

I see no reason, but suppos’d Lucentio 400 

Must get a father, called ‘ suppos’d Vincentio’ ; 

And that ’s a wonder: fathers, commonly, 

Do get their children; but in this case of wooing, 

A child shall get a sire, if I fail not of my cunning. [Exit. 


ACT ITI. 


Scene L.—Padua. A Room in Baprista’s House. 
Enter Lucentio, HoRTENSIO, and Bianca. 
LUCENTIO. Fiddler, forbear ; you grow too forward, 
sir : 
Have you so soon forgot the entertainment 
Her sister Katharine weleom’d you withal ? 
HORTENSIO. But, wrangling pedant, this is 4 
The patroness of heavenly harmony : 
Then give me leave to have prerogative ; 
And when in music we have spent an hour, 
Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 8 
LUCENTIO. Preposterous ass, that never read so far 
To know the cause why music was ordain’d ! | 
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Was it not to refresh the mind of man 
After his studies or his usual pain ? ATS 12 
Then give me leave to read philosophy, 
And while I pause, serve in your harmony. 

HORTENSIO. Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of 


thine. 
BIANCA. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To strive for that which resteth in my choice. 17 


I am no breeching scholar in the schools ; 
Vl not be tied to hours nor *pointed times, 
But learn my lessons as I please myself. 20 
And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down: 
Take you your instrument, play you the whiles ; 
His lecture will be done ere you have tun’d. 
HORTENSIO. You'll leave his lecture when I am in 


tune ? [Retires. 
LUCENTIO. That will be never: tune your instru+ 
ment. 25 


BIANCA. Where left we last ? 
LUCENTIO. Here, madam :— 
Hic ibat Simois ; hic est Sigeia tellus ; 28 
Hic steterat Priami regia celsa senis. 

BIANCA. Construe them. 

LucENTIO. ‘ Hic ibat,’ as I told you before, ‘ Simois,’ 
I am Lucentio, ‘hic est,’ son unto Vincentio of Pisa, 
‘ Sigeia tellus,’ disguised thus to get your love; * Hic 
steterat,’and that Lucentio that comes a-wooing, ‘Priami,’ 
is my man Tranio, ‘ regia,’ bearing my port, ‘ celsa senis,’ 
that we might beguile the old pantaloon. 

HORTENSIO. [Returning.] Madam, my instrument’s in tune. 

BIANCA. Let’s hear.— [Horrensto plays. 
O fie! the treble jars. 39 

LUCENTIO. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

BIANCA. Now let me see if I can construe it: ‘ Hic 
ibat Simois,’ I know you not, ‘ hic est Sigeia tellus,’ I trust 
you not; ‘Hie steterat Priami,’ take heed he hear us 
not, ‘regia,’ presume not ; ‘celsa senis,’ despair not. 

HORTENSIO. Madam, ’tis now in tune. 


LUCENTIO. All but the base. 
HORTENSIO. The base is right; ’tis the base knave 
that jars. 46 


How fiery and forward our pedant is ! 
[Aside.] Now, for my life, the knave doth court my 16v0% : 
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Pedascule, I’ll watch you better yet. 49 
BIANCA. In time I may believe, yet I mistrust. 
LUCENTIO. Mistrust it not; for, sure, Aacides 

Was Ajax, call’d so from his grandfather. 52 
BIANCA. I must believe my master; else, I promise 

ou, 

I Sas ad be arguing still upon that doubt : 

But let it rest. Now, Licio, to you. 

Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray, 56 

That I have been thus pleasant with you both. 
HORTENSIO, [To Lecentio.] You may go walk, and give 

me leave a while : 

My lessons make no music in three parts. 

LUCENTIO. Are you so formal, sir? [Aside] Well, I 
must wait, 60 

And watch withal; for, but I be deceiv’d, 

Our fine musician groweth amorous. 

HORTENSIO. Madam, before you touch the instru- 
ment, 

To learn the order of my fingering, 64 

I must begin with rudiments of art ; 

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort, 

More pleasant, pithy, and effectual, 

Than hath been taught by any of my trade : 68 

And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 

Branca. Why, I am past my gamut long ago. 
HORTENSIO. Yet read the gamut of Hortensio. 
BIANCA. 
‘“Gamut’ I am, the ground of all accord, 12 
‘A re,’ to plead Hortensio’s passion ; 
‘B mi,’ Bianca, take him for thy lord, 
‘C fa ut,’ that loves with all affection : 
“D sol re,’ one clef, two notes have I 76 
‘E la mi,’ show pity, or I die. 

Call you this gamut ? tut, I like it not : 

Old fashions please me best ; I am not so nice, 

To change true rules for odd inventions. 80 


Enter a Servant. 


SERVANT. Mistress, your father prays you leave your 
. books, 
And help to dress your sister’s chamber up : 
You know to-morrow is the wedding-day.  . 83 
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BIANCA. Farewell, sweet masters both: I must be 


gone. ([Exeunt Branca and Servant. 
LUCENTIO. Faith, mistress, then I have no cause to 
stay. (Exit. 


HORTENSIO. But I have cause to pry into this pedant : 
Methinks he looks as though he were in love. 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble 88 
To cast thy wandering eyes on every stale, 
Seize thee that list : if once I find thee ranging, 
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing. (Exit. 


ScrneE I].—The Same. Before Baprista’s House. 
Enter Baptista, GREMIO, TRANIO, KATHARINA, BIANCA, 
LUCENTIO, and Attendants. 
BAPTISTA. [To Tranio.] Signior Lucentio, this is the 
*pointed day 
That Katharine and Petruchio should be married, 
And yet we hear not of our son-in-law. 
What will be said ? what mockery will it be 4 
To want the bridegroom when the priest attends 
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage ! 
What says Lucentio to this shame of ours ? 
KATHARINA. No shame but mine: I must, forsooth, 
be fore’d 8 
To give my hand oppos’d against my heart 
Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of spleen ; 
Who woo’d in haste and means to wed at leisure. 
I told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 12 
Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour ; 
And to be noted for a merry man, 
He’ll woo a thousand, ’point the day of marriage, 
Make friends invite, and proclaim the banns ; 16 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo’d. 
Now must the world point at poor Katharine, 
And say, ‘Lo! there is mad Petruchio’s wife, 
If it would please him come and marry her.’ 20 
TRANIO. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptista too. 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 
Whatever fortune stays him from his word : 
Though he be blunt, I know him passing wise ; 24 
Though he be merry, yet withal he’s honest. 
KATHARINA. Would Katharine had never seen him 
though ! [Exit weeping, followed by Branca and others. 
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BAPTISTA. Go, girl: I.cannot blame thee now to 
weep, 
For such an injury would vex a very saint, 28 
Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour. 


; Enter BIONDELLO. 

BIONDELLO. Master, master! news! old news, and 
such news as you never heard of ! 

BAPTISTA. Is it new and old too? how may that 
bes? 33 

BIONDELLO. Why, is it not news to hear of Petru- 
chio’s coming ? 

BAPTISTA. Is he come ? 36 

BIONDELLO. Why, no, sir. 

BAPTISTA. What then ? 

BIONDELLO. He is coming. 

BAPTISTA. When will he be here ? 40 

BIONDELLO. When he stands where I am and sees you 
there. 

TRANIO. But, say, what to thine old news ? 

BIONDELLO. Why, Petruchio is coming, in a new 
hat and an old jerkin; a pair of old breeches thrice 
turned; a pair of boots that have been candle-cases, 
one buckled, another laced; an old rusty sword ta’en 
out of the town-armoury, with a broken hilt, and 
chapeless; with two broken points: his horse hipped 
with an old mothy saddle and stirrups of no kindred ; 
besides, possessed with the glanders and like to mose 
in the chine; troubled with the lampass, infected with 
the fashions, full of windgalls, sped with spavins, rayed 
with the yellows, past cure of the fives, stark spoiled 
with the staggers, begnawn with the bots, swayed in 
the back, and shoulder-shotten; near-legged before, 
and with a half-checked bit, and a head-stall of sheep’s 
leather, which, being restrained to keep him from 
stumbling, hath been often burst and now repaired 
with knots; one girth six times pieced, and a.woman’s 
crupper of velure, which hath two letters for her name 
fairly set down in studs, and here and there pieced with 
packthread. 

BAPTISTA.. Who comes with him ? 64 
_BIONDELLO. .O, sir! his lackey, for all the world 
caparisoned like the horse; with a linen stock on one 
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leg and a kersey boot-hose on the other, gartered with 
a red and blue list; an old hat, and the ‘humour of 
forty fancies’ pricked in’t for a feather: a monster, 
a very monster in apparel, and not like a Christian 
footboy or a gentleman’s lackey. 
TRANIO. “Tis some odd humour pricks him to this 
fashion ; 12 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean-apparell’d. 
BAPTISTA. Iam glad he is come, howsoe’er he comes. 
BIONDELLO. Why, sir, he comes not. 
BAPTISTA. Didst thou not say he comes ? 76 
BIONDELLO. Who? that Petruchio came ? 
BAPTISTA. Ay, that Petruchio came. 
BIONDELLO. No, sir; I say his horse comes, with 
him on his back. 80 
BAPTISTA. Why, that’s all one. 
BIONDELLO. Nay, by Saint Jamy, 
I hold you a penny, 
A horse and a man 84 
Is more than one, 
And yet not many. 


Enter PeTrucHiIo and GRUMIO. 

PETRUCHIO. Come, where be these gallants ?_ who is 

at home ? 

BAPTISTA. You are welcome, sir. 

PETRUCHIO, And yet I come not well. 

BAPTista. And yet you halt not. 

TRANIO. Not so well apparell’d 
As I wish you were. 

PETRUCHIO. Were it better, I should rush in thus. 
But where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride ? 92 
How does my father ? Gentles, methinks you frown : 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 

As if they saw some wondrous monument, 


Some comet, or unusual prodigy ? _ 96 
BAPTISTA. Why, sir, you know this is your wedding- 
day : 


First were we sad, fearing you would not come ; 
Now sadder, that you come so unprovided. 
Fie! doff this habit, shame to your estate, 100 
An eye-sore to our solemn festival. 
TRANIO. And tell us what occasion of import 
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Hath all so long detain’d*you from your wife, 

And sent you hither so unlike yourself ¢ 104 
PETRUCHIO. Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to hear: 

Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word, 

Though in some part enforced to digress ; 

Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse 108 

As you shall well be satisfied withal. 

But where is Kate ? I stay too long from her : 

The morning wears, tis time we were at church. 

TRANIO. See not your bride in these unreverent robes : 
Go to my chamber ; put on clothes of mine. 113 
PETRUCHIO. Not I, believe me: thus I'l! visit her. 

BAPTISTA. But thus, I trust, you will not marry her. 
PETRUCHIO. Good sooth, even thus; therefore ha’ 
done with words : 116 
To me she’s married, not unto my clothes. 
Could I repair what she will wear in me 
As I can change these poor accoutrements, 
*T were well for Kate and better for myself. 120 
But what a fool am I to chat with you 
When I should bid good morrow to my bride, 
And seal the title with a lovely kiss ! 
[Exeunt PeTrucsio, Grumio, and BIONDELLO, 
TRANIO. He hath some meaning in his mad attire. 
We will persuade him, be it possible, 125 
To put on better ere he go to church. 
. BAPTISTA. I'll after him, and see the event of this. 
[Exeunt Baptista, GREMIO, and Attendants. 
TRANIO. But to her love concerneth us to add = 128 
Her father’s liking : which to bring to pass, 
As I before imparted to your worship, 
I am to get a man,—whate’er he be 
It skills not much, we'll fit him to our turn,— 132 
And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa, 
And make assurance here in Padua, 
Of greater sums than I have promised. 
So shall you quietly enjoy your hope, 136. 
And marry sweet Bianca with consent. 
LUCENTIO. Were it not that my fellow schoolmaster 
Doth watch Bianca’s steps so narrowly, 
*T were good, methinks, to steal our marriage ; 140 
Which once perform’d, let all the world say no, 
I'll keep mine own, despite of all the world. 
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TRANIO. That by degrees we mean to look into, 

And watch our vantage in this business. 144 

We'll over-reach the greybeard, Gremio, 

The narrow-prying father, Minola, 

The quaint musician, amorous Licio ; 

All for my master’s sake, Lucentio. 148 

Re-enter GREMIO. 

Signior Gremio, came you from the church 2 
GREMIO, -As willingly as e’er I came from school. 
TRANIO. And is the bride and bridegroom coming home? 
GREMIO. A bridegroom say you ? ’Tis a groom indeed, 

A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find. 153 
TRANIO. Curster than she? why, ’tis impossible. 
GREMIO. Why, he’s a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 
TRANIO. Why, she’s a devil, a devil, the devil’s dam 
GREMIO. Tut! she’s a lamb, a dove, a fool to him. 

I'll tell you, Sir Lucentio: when the priest 

Should ask, if Katharine should be his wife, 

‘ Ay, by gogs-wouns !’ quoth he; and swore so loud, 

That, all amaz’d, the priest Jet fall the book ; 161 

And, as he stoop’d again to take it up, 

The mad-brain’d bridegroom took him such a cuff 

That down fell priest and book and book and priest : 

‘Now take them up,’ quoth he, ‘if any list.’ 165 
TRANIO. What said the wench when he arose again ? 
GREMIO. Trembled and shook; for why, he stampt 

and swore, ; 

As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 168 

But after many ceremonies done, 

He calls for wine: ‘ A health!’ quoth he; as if 

He had been aboard, carousing to his mates 

After a storm ; quaff’d off the muscadel, 172 

And threw the sops all in the sexton’s face ; 

Having no other reason 

But that his beard grew thin and hungerly, 

And seem’d to ask him sops as he was drinking. 176 

This done, he took the bride about the neck, 

And kiss’d her lips with such a clamorous smack 

That at the parting all the church did echo : 

And I, seeing this, came thence for very shame ; 180 

And after me, I know, the rout is coming. 

Such a mad marriage never was before. 

Hark, hark! I hear the minstrels play. (Music. 
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Re-enter Perrucuto, KaTHARINA, Branca, Baptista, 
HortEnsio, GRumio, and Train. 
PETRUCHIO. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for 
your pains : 184 

I know you think to dine with me to-day, 

And have prepar’d great store of wedding cheer 

But so it is, my haste doth call me hence, 

And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 188 
BAPTISTA. Is’t possible you will away to-night ? 
PETRUCHIO. I must away to-day, before night come. 

Make it no wonder : if you knew my business, 

You would entreat me rather go than stay. 192 

And, honest company, I thank you all, 

That have beheld me give away myself 

To.this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife. 

Dine with my father, drink a health to me, 196 

For I must hence ; and farewell to you all. 

TRANIO. Let us entreat you stay till after dinner. 
PETRUCHIO. It may not be. 


GREMIO. Let me entreat you. 

PETRUCHIO. Jt cannot be. 

KATHARINA. Let me entreat you. 200 

PETRUCHIO. Iam content. 

KATHARINA. Are you content to stay ? 

PETRUCHIO. I am content you shall entreat me stay, 
But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 203 

KATHARINA. Now, if you love me, stay. 

PETRUCHIO, Grumio, my horse ! 


GRuUMIO. Ay, sir, they be ready : the oats have eaten 
the horses. 

KATHARINA. Nay, then, 
Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day ; 208 
No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself. 
The door is open, sir, there lies your way ; 
You may be jogging whiles your boots are green ; 
For me, I'll not be gone till I please myself. 212 
’Tis like you'll prove a jolly surly groom, 
That take it on you at the first so roundly. 

PETRUCHIO. O Kate! content thee: prithee, be not 

angry. 

KATHARINA. | will be angry: what hast thou to do ? 

Father, be quiet ; he shall stay my leisure. 217 
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GREMIO. Ay, marry, sir, now it begins to work. 
KATHARINA. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner : 
I see a woman may be made a fool, 220 
If she had not a spirit to resist. 
PETRUCHIO. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy 
command. 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her ; 
Go to the feast, revel and domineer, 224 
Carouse full measure to her maidenhead, 
Be mad and merry, or go hang yourselves : 
But for my bonny Kate, she must with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret; 228 
I will be master of what is mine own. 
She is my goods, my chattels ; she is my house, 
My household stuff, my field, my barn, 
My horse, my ox, my ass, my anything ; 232 
And here she stands, touch her whoever dare ; 
I'll bring mine action on the proudest he 
That stops my way in Padua. Grumio, 
Draw forth thy weapon, we’re beset with thieves; 236 
Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man. 
Fear not, sweet wench ; they shall not touch thee, Kate : 
Tl buckler thee against a million. 
(Exeunt Perrucuio, KaTHARrINA, and GRUMIO. 
BAPTISTA. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 
GREMIO. Went they not quickly I should die with 
laughing. 241 
TRANIO. Of all mad matches never was the like. 
LUCENTIO. Mistress, what’s your opinion of your 


sister ? 
BIANCA. That, being mad herself, she’s madly 
mated. 244 


GREMIO. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 
Baptista. Neighbours and friends, though bride and 
bridegroom wants 
For to supply the places at the table, 
You know there wants no junkets at the feast. 248 
Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom’s place, 
And let Bianca take her sister’s room. 
TRANIO. Shall sweet Bianca practise how to bride it ¢ 
BAPTISTA. She shall, Lucentio. Come, gentlemen, 
let ’s go. [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. 


Scrnt I.—A Hall in Perrucuio’s Country House. 
Enter GRUMIO. 

arumio. Fie, fie, on all tired jades, on all mad 
masters, and all foul ways! Was ever man so beaten ? 
was ever man so rayed? was ever man so weary ? 
I am sent before to make a fire, and they are coming 
after to warm them. Now, were not I a little pot and 
soon hot, my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my 
tongue to the roof of my mouth, my heart in my belly, 
ere I should come by a fire to thaw me; but I, with 
blowing the fire, shall warm myself; for, considering 
the weather, a taller man than I will take cold. Holla, 
ho! Curtis. 

Enter CuRTIS. : 

curtTIs. Who is that calls so coldly ? 12 

aRumMIo. A piece of ice: if thou doubt it, thou 
mayst slide from my shoulder to my heel with no 
greater a run but my head and my neck. A fire, good 
Curtis. 16 

cuRTIS. Is my master and his wife coming, Grumio ? 
cRumio. O, ay! Curtis, ay; and therefore fire, fire ; 
cast on no water. 

curTIS. Is she so hot a shrew as she’s reported ? 

GRUMIO. She was, good Curtis, before this frost ; 
but, thou knowest, winter tames man, woman, and 
beast ; for it hath tamed my old master, and my new 
mistress, and myself, fellow Curtis. 24 

cURTIS. Away, you _ three-inch-fool! I am _ no 
beast. 

GRuMIO. Am I but three inches? why, thy horn 
is a foot; and so long am I at the least. But wilt 
thou make a fire, or shall I complain on thee to our 
mistress, whose hand,—she being now at hand,—thou 
shalt soon feel, to thy cold comfort, for being slow in 
thy hot office 2 32 

curTIS. I prithee, good Grumio, tell me, how goes 
the world ? 

eRuMIO. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but 
thine ; and therefore, fire. Do thy duty, and have thy 
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duty, for my master and mistress are almost frozen to 
death. 

CURTIS. There’s fire ready; and therefore, good 
Grumio, the news ? 40 

GruMIO. Why, ‘Jack, boy! ho, boy!’ and as much 
news as thou wilt. 

curTIS. Come, you are so full of cony-catching. 

GRuMIO. Why, therefore fire: for I have caught 
extreme cold. Where’s the cook ? is supper ready, the 
house trimmed, rushes strewed, cobwebs swept; the 
serving-men in their new fustian, their white stockings, 
and every officer his wedding-garment on? Be the Jacks 
fair within, the Jills fair without, and carpets laid, and 
everything in order ? 

curtis. All ready; and therefore, I pray thee, 
news ? 52 

GRUMIO. First, know, my horse is tired ; my master 
and mistress fallen out. 

curtis. How ? 

GRUMIO. Out of their saddles into the dirt; and 
thereby hangs a tale. 5T 

curTIS. Let’s ha ’t, good Grumio. 

GRUMIO. Lend thine ear 

cuRTIS. Here. 60 

GRUMIO. [Striking him.] There. 

cuRTIS. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

GRuMIo. And therefore it is called a sensible tale ; 
and this cuff was but to knock at your ear and beseech 
listening. Now I begin: Imprimis, we came down a 
foul hill, my master riding behind my mistress,— 

cURTIS. Both of one horse ? 

GRUMIO. What’s that to thee ? 68 

cuRTIS. Why, a horse. 

GRuMIO. Tell thou the tale: but hadst thou not 
crossed me thou shouldst have heard how her horse 
fell, and she under her horse; thou shouldst have 
heard in how miry a place, how she was bemoiled ; how 
he left her with the horse upon her; how he beat me 
because her horse stumbled ; how she waded through 
the dirt to pluck him off me: how he swore; how she 
prayed, that never prayed before; how I cried; how 
the horses ran away ; how her bridle was burst; how 
I lost my crupper; with many things of worthy 
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memory, which now shall die in oblivion, and thou 
return unexperienced to thy grave. 81 

cuRTIS. By this reckoning he is more shrew than she. 

arumio. Ay; and that, thou and the proudest of 
you all shall find when he comes home. But what talk 
I of this? Call forth Nathaniel, Joseph, Nicholas, 
Philip, Walter, Sugarsop, and the rest: let their heads 
be sleekly combed, their blue coats brushed, and their 
garters of an indifferent knit: let them curtsy with 
their left legs, and not presume to touch a hair of my 
master’s horsetail till they kiss their hands. Are they 
all ready ? 

cuRTIS. They are. 92 

GRuMIO. Call them forth. 

curtis. Do you hear? ho! you must meet my 
master to countenance my mistress. 

@ruMIo. Why, she hath a face of her own. 96 

curtis. Who knows not that ? 

GRUMIO. Thou, it seems, that callest for company 
to countenance her. 

curtis. I call them forth to credit her. 100 

GRumMIo. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of 
them. 

Enter several Servants. 

NATHANIEL. Welcome home, Grumio ! 

PHILIP. How now, Grumio ? 104 

JOSEPH. What, Grumio! 

NICHOLAS. Fellow Grumio ! 

NATHANIEL. How now, old lad ! 107 

GRUMIO. Welcome, you; how now, you; what, 
you; fellow, you; and thus much for greeting. Now, 
my spmuce companions, is all ready, and all things 
neat { 

NATHANIEL. All things is ready. How near is our 
master ? 113 

GRuMIO. E’en at hand, alighted by this; and there- 
fore be not,—Cock’s passion, silence! I hear my 
master. 116 

Enter Perrucuio and KaTHaRina. 
PETRUCHIO. Where be these knaves? What! no 
man at door 

To hold my stirrup nor to take my horse ? 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip ?— 
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ALL SERVANTS. Here, here, sir. here, sir. 120 
PETRUCHIO. Here, sir! here, sir! here, sir! here, 
sir ! 


You logger-headed and unpolish’d grooms ! 

What, no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ? 

Where is the foolish knave I sent before ? 124 
GRUMIO. Here, sir; as foolish as I was before. 
PETRUCHIO. You peasant swain ! you whoreson malt- 

horse drudge ! 

Did I not bid thee meet me in the park, 

And bring along these rascal knaves with thee ? 128 
GRUMIO. Nathaniel’s coat, sir, was not fully made, 

And Gabriel’s pumps were all unpink’d i’ the heel, 

There was no link to colour Peter’s hat, 131 

And Walter’s dagger was not come from sheathing, 

There was none fine but Adam, Ralph, and Gregory ; 

The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly ; 

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you. 135 
PETRUCHIO. Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in. 

[Exeunt some of the Servants. 

‘Where is the life that late I led ?’ 

Where are those—? Sit down, Kate, and welcome. 

Soud, soud, soud, soud ! 139 


Re-enter Seryants with supper. 
Why, when, I say ?—Nay, good sweet Kate, be merry.— 
Off with my boots, you rogues! you villains! When ? 
It was the friar of orders grey, 
As he forth walked on his way : 
Out, you rogue! you pluck my foot awry: [Strikes him. 
Take that, and mend-the plucking off the other. 145 
Be merry, Kate. Some water, here ; what, ho! 
Where’s my spaniel Troilus? Sirrah, get you hence 
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither : [Exit Servant. 
One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted with. 
Where are my slippers? Shall I have some water ? 
Come, Kate, and. wash, and welcome heartily.— 
[Servant lets the ewer fall. Prrrucnio strikes him. 





You whoreson villain ! will you let it fall ? 152 
KATHARINA. Patience, I pray you; “twas a fault 
unwilling. 


petrrucHio. A whoreson, beetle-headed, flap-ear’d 
knave! | 
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Come, Kate, sit down; I know you have a stomach. 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate, or else shall I !— 
What’s this ? mutton ? 
FIRST SERVANT. Ay. 
PETRUCHIO. Who brought it ¢ 
FIRST SERVANT. , 
PETRUCHIO. "Tis burnt; and so is all the meat. 
What dogs are these! Where is the rascal cook ? 
How durst you, villains, bring it from the dresser, 
And serve it thus to me that love it not ? 161 
[Throws the meat, &c., at them. 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all. 
You heedless joltheads and unmanner’d slaves ! 
What ! do you grumble? I'll be with you straight. 
KATHARINA. I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet : 
The meat was well if you were so contented. 
PETRUCHIO. I tell thee, Kate, twas burnt and dried 
away ; 
And I expressly am forbid to touch it, 168 
For it engenders choler, planteth anger ; 
And better ’twere that both of us did fast, 
Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric, 
Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh. 172 
Be patient ; to-morrow ’t shall be mended, 
And for this night we'll fast for company : 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 
[Exeunt Prrrucsio, KaTHartna, and CURTIS. 
NATHANIEL. Peter, didst ever see the like ? 176 
PETER. He kills her in her own humour. 


Re-enter CURTIS. 

GRUMIO. Where is he ? 

curtis. In her chamber, making a sermon of con- 
tinency to her ; 180 
And rails, and swears, and rates, that she, poor soul, 
Knows not which way to stand, to look, to speak, 
And sits as one new-risen from a dream. 183 
Away, away ! for he is coming hither. [Exeunt. 


Re-enter PETRUCHIO. 
PETRUCHIO. ‘hus have I politicly begun my reign, 
And ’tis my hope to end successfully: 
My faicon now is sharp and passing empty, 
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And till she stoop she must not be full-gorg’d, 188 
For then she never looks upon her lure. 

Another way I have to man my haggard, 

To make her come and know her keeper’s call ; 

That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites 192 
That bate and beat and will not be obedient. 

She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat ; 

Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not : 

As with the meat, some undeserved fault 196 
I'll find about the making of the bed ; 

And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolster, 

This way the coverlet, another way the sheets : 

Ay, and amid this hurly I intend 200 
That all is done in reverend care of her ; 

And in conclusion she shall watch all night : 

And if she chance to nod Ill rail and brawl, 

And with the clamour keep her still awake. 204 
This is a way to kill a wife with kindness ; 

And thus I'll curb her mad and headstrong humour. 

He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 207 
Now let him speak: ’tis charity to show. (Exit. 


Scene II.—Padua, Before Baprista’s House. 
Enter TrRantio and HorTEnsIo. 
TRANIO. Is’t possible, friend Licio, that Mistress 
Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ? 
I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand. 
HORTENSIO. Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 5 
[They stand aside. 
Enter Branca and LUCENTIO. 
LUCENTIO. Now, mistress, profit you in what you 


read ? 
BIANCA. What, master, read you ? first resolve me 
that. 7 


LUCENTIO. I read that I profess, the Art to Love. 
Branca. And may you prove, sir, master of your art ! 
LUCENTIO. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of 
my heart. [They retire. 
HORTENSIO. Quick proceeders, marry ! Now, tell me, 


I pray, 
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You that durst swear that your mistress Bianca 12 
Lov’d none in the world so well as Lucentio. 
TRANIO. O despiteful love ! unconstant womankind ! 
T tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 
HORTENSIO. Mistake no more: I am not Licio, 16 
Nor a musician, as I seem to be ; 
But one that scorns to live in this disguise, 
For such a one as leaves a gentleman, 
And makes a god of such a cullion : 20 
Know, sir, that I am call’d Hortensio. 
TRANIO. Signior Hortensio, I have often heard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca ; 
And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness, 24 
I will with you, if you be so contented, 
Forswear Bianca and her love for ever. 
HORTENSIO, See, how they kiss and court! Signior 
Lucentio. 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow 28 
Never to woo her more; but do forswear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
That I have fondly flatter’d her withal. 31 
TRANIO. And here I take the like unfeigned oath, 
Never to marry with her though she would entreat. 
Fie on her! see how beastly she doth court him. 
HORTENSIO. Would all the world, but he had quite 
forsworn ! 
For me, that I may surely keep mine oath, 36 
I will be married to a wealthy widow 
Ere three days pass, which hath as long lov’d me 
As I have lov’d this proud disdainful haggard. 
And so farewell, Signior Lucentio. 40 
Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks, 
Shall win my love: and so I take my leave, 
In resolution as I swore before. 
[Exit Hortensio. Lucrntrio and Branca advance. 
TRANIO. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such grace 
As ’longeth to a lover’s blessed case ! 45 
Nay, I have ta’en you napping, gentle love, 
And have forsworn you with Hortensio. 
BIANCA. Tranio, you jest. But have you both for- 
sworn me ? 48 
TRANIO, Mistress, we have. 
LUCENTIO. Then we cre rid of Licio. 
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TRANIO. I’ faith, he’ll have a lusty widow now, 
That shall be woo’d and wedded in a day. 


BIANCA. God give him joy ! 52 
TRANIO. Ay, and he'll tame her. 
BIANCA. He says so, Tranio. 


TRANIO. Faith, he is gone unto the taming-school. 
BIANCA. The taming-school! what, is there such a 
place ? 
TRANIO. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master ; 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, 51 
To tame a shrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 


Enter BIONDELLO, running. 
BIONDELLO. O master, master! I have watch’d so 
long 
That I'm dog-weary ; but at last I spied 60 
An ancient angel coming down the hill 
Will serve the turn. 


TRANIO. What is he, Biondello ? 
BIONDELLO. Master, a mercatante, or a pedant, 
I know not what ; but formal in apparel, 64 


In gait and countenance surely like a father. 

LUCENTIO. And what of him, Tranio ? 

TRANIO.. If he be credulous and trust my tale, 
I'll make him glad to seem Vincentio, 68 
And give assurance to Baptista Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentio. 
Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

{Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca. 
Enter a Pedant. 

PEDANT. God save you, sir! 

TRANIO. And you, sir! you are welcome. 
Travel you far on, or are you at the farthest ? 13 

PEDANT. Sir, at the farthest for a week or two ; 
But then up farther, and as far as Rome ; 


And so to Tripoli, if God lend me life. 16 
TRANIO. What countryman, I pray ? 
PEDANT. Of Mantua. 


TRANIO. Of Mantua, sir! marry, God forbid ! 
And come to Padua, careless of your life ? 
PEDANT. My life, sir! how, I pray ? for that goes 
hard. 80 
TRANIO. Tis death for any one in Mantua 
sH, I Dd 
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To come to Padua. Know you not the cause ? 

Your ships are stay’d at Venice; and the duke,— 

For private quarrel ’twixt your duke and him,— 84 

Hath publish’d and proclaim’d it openly. 

’Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come. 

You might have heard it else proclaim’d about. 
PEDANT. Alas, sir! it is worse for me than so; 88 

For I have bills for money by exchange 

From Florence, and must here deliver them. 

TRANIO. Well, sir, to do you courtesy, 

This will I do, and this I will advise you : 92 

First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa ? 

PEDANT. Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been ; 

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 95 
TRANIO. Among them, know you one Vincentio ? 
PEDANT. I know him not, but I have heard of him ; 

A merchant of incomparable wealth. 

TRANIO. He is my father, sir; and, sooth to say, 

In countenance somewhat doth resemble you. 100 
BIONDELLO. [Aside] As much as an apple doth an 

oyster, and all one. 

TRANIO. ‘To save your life in this extremity, 

This favour will I do you for his sake ; 104 

And think it not the worst of all your fortunes 

That you are like to Sir Vincentio. 

His name and credit shall you undertake, 

And in my house you shall be friendly lodg’d, 108 

Look that you take upon you as you should ! 

You understand me, sir; so shall you stay 

Till you have done your business in the city. 

If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it. 112 
PEDANT. O sir, I do; and will repute you ever 

The patron of my life and liberty. 

TRANIO. Then go with me to make the matter good. 
This, by the way, I let you understand : 116 
My father is here look’d for every day, 

To pass assurance of a dower in marriage 

*Twixt me and one Baptista’s daughter here : 

In all these circumstances I'll instruct you. 120 

Go with me to clothe you as becomes you. Exeunt. 
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Scene II.—A Room in Pretrucuto’s House. 
Enter KarHarrya and Grumio. 
GRuMIO. No, no, forsooth; I dare not, for my life. 
KATHARINA. The more my wrong the more his spite 
appears. 

What, did he marry me to famish me ? 

Beggars, that come unto my father’s door. 4 

Upon entreaty have a present alms ; 

If not, elsewhere they meet with charity : 

But I, who never knew how to entreat, 

Nor never needed that I should entreat, 8 

Am starv’d for meat, giddy for lack of sleep ; 

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed. 

And that which spites me more than all these wants, 

He does it under name of perfect love ; 12 

As who should say, if I should sleep or eat 

*Twere deadly sickness, or else present death. 

I prithee go and get me some repast ; 

I care not what, so it be wholesome food. 16 
GRUMIO. What say you to a neat’s foot ? 
KATHARINA. Tis passing good: I prithee let me 

have it. 
ceRuMIo, I fear it is too choleric a meat. 

How say you to a fat tripe finely broil’d ? 20 
KATHARINA. I like it well: good Grumio, fetch it me. 
GRUMIO. I cannot tell; I fear ’tis choleric. 

What say you to a piece of beef and mustard ? 
KATHARINA. A dish that Ido love to feed upon. 24 
GruMiIo. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little. 
KATHARINA. Why, then the beef, and let the mustard 


rest. 
erumio, Nay, then I will not: you shall have the 
mustard, 
Or else you get no beef of Grumio. 28 


KATHARINA. Then both, or one, or anything thou wilt, 
GrumIo. Why then, the mustard without the beef. 
KATHARINA. Go, get thee gone, thou false deluding 
slave, [Beats him. 
That feed’st me with the very name of meat 32 
Sorrow on thee and all the pack of you, 
That triumph thus upon my misery ! 
Go, get thee gone, I say. 
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Enter Petrucsio with a dish of meat; and HorTensro. 
PETRUCHIO. How fares my Kate? What, sweeting, all 


amort ? 
HORTENSIO. Mistress, what cheer ? 
KATHARINA. Faith, as cold as can be. 
PETRUCHIO. Pluck up thy spirits; look cheerfully 
upon me. 
Here, love; thou seest how diligent I am, 
To dress thy meat myself and bring it thee : 40 


[Sets the dish on a table. 
I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks. 
What! not a word ? Nay then, thou lov’st it not, 
And all my pains is sorted to no proof. 
Here, take away this dish. 
KATHARINA. Ipray you, let it stand. 44 
PETRUCHIO. ‘The poorest service is repaid with thanks, 
And so shall mine, before you touch the meat 
KATHARINA. I thank you, sir. 
HORTENSIO. Signior Petruchio, fie! you are to 
blame. 48 
Come, Mistress Kate, TP ‘ll. bear you company. 
PETRUCHIO. [Aside] Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou 


lov’st me. 
Much good do it unto thy gentle heart ! 
Kate, eat apace : and now, my honey love, 52 


Will we return unto thy father’s house, 

And revel it as bravely as the best, 

With silken coats and caps and golden rings, 

With ruffs and cuffs and farthingales and things ; 56 
With scarfs and fans and double change of bravery, 
With amber bracelets, beads and all this knavery. 
What! hast thou din’d? The tailor stays thy leisure, 
To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure. 60 


Enter Tailor. 
Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments ; 
Lay forth the gown.— 
Enter Haberdasher. 


What news with you, sir ? 
HABERDASHER. Here is the cap your worship’ dia 
bespeak. 


PETRUCHIO. Why, this was jeoniiol on a porringer ; 
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A velvet dish : fie, fie! ’tis lewd and filthy : 65 
Why, ’tis a cockle or a walnut-shell, 
A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby’s cap: 


Away with it ! come, let me have a bigger. 68 
KATHARINA. I'll have no bigger: this doth fit the 
time, 


And gentlewomen wear such caps as these. 
PETRUCHIO, When you are gentle, you shall have one 


too ; 
And not till then. 
HORTENSIO. [Aside.] That will not be in haste. 72 
KATHARINA, Why, sir, I trust I may have leave to 
speak, 


And speak I will; I am no child, no babe: 
Your betters have endur’d me say my mind, 
And if you cannot, best you stop your ears. 76 
My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 
Or else my heart, concealing it, will break : 
And rather than it shall, I will be free 
Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words. 80 
PETRUCHIO. Why, thou sayst true ; it is a paltry cap, 
A custard-coffin, a bauble, a silken pie. 
I love thee well in that thou lik’st it not. 
KATHARINA. Love me or love me not, I like the cap, 
And it I will have, or I will have none. _ [Exit Haberdasher. 
PETRUCHIO. Thy gown? why, ay:, come, tailor, let 


us see ’t. 
O mercy, God !, what masquing stuff is here ? 
What ’s this ? a sleeve ? ’tis like a demi-cannon : 88 


What ! up and down, carv’d like an apple-tart ? 
Here ’s snip and nip and cut and sl.ish and slash, 
Like to a censer in a barber’s shop. 
Why, what, i’ devil’s name, tailor, call’st thou this ? 
HORTENSIO. [Aside.] I see, she’s like to have neither 
cap nor gown. 93 
TAILOR. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the fashion and the time. 
PETRUCHIO. Marry, and did: but. if you be remem- 
ber’d, 96 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 
Go, hop me over every kennel home, 
For you shall hop without.my custem, sir. 
T’ll none of it : hence! make your best of it. 100 
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KATHARINA. I never saw a better-fashion’d gown, 
More quaint, more pleasing, nor more commendable. 
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me. 

PETRUCHIO. Why, true; he means to make a puppet 

of thee. 104 

TAILOR. She says your worship means to make a 
puppet of her. 

PETRUCHIO. O monstrous arrogance! Thou liest, thou 

thread, 
Thou thimble, 108 
Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard; quarter, nail ! 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter-cricket thou ! 
Brav’d in mine own house with a skein of thread ! 
Away! thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant, 112 
Or I shall so be-mete thee with thy yard 
As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou liv’st ! 
I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr’d her gown. 
TAILOR. Your worship is deceiv’d: the gown is 
made 116 
Just as my master had direction. 
Grumio gave order how it should be done. 

GRUMIO. I gave him no order; I gave him the stuff. 

TAILOR. But how did you desire it should be made ? 

GRUMIO. Marry, sir, with needle and thread. 121 

TAILOR. But did you not request to have it cut ? 

GRuUMIO. Thou hast faced many things. 

TAILOR. I have. 124 

GRUMIO. Face not me: thou hast braved many men ; 
brave not me: I will neither be faced nor braved. I say 
unto thee, I bid thy master cut out the gown ; but I did 


not bid him cut it to pieces: ergo, thou liest. 128 
TAILOR. Why, here is the note of the fashion to 
testify. 


PETRUCHIO. Read it. 

GRUMIO. The note lies in’s throat if he say I said so. 

TAILOR. ‘Imprimis. A loose-bodied gown.’ 

GRUMIO. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown, 
sew me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death with 
a bottom of brown thread. I said, a gown. 136 

PETRUCHIO. Proceed. 

TAILOR. ‘ With a small compassed cape.’ 

GRUMIO. I confess the cape. 

TAILOR. ‘ With a trunk sleeve.’ 140 
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GRUMIO. I confess two sleeves. 

TAILOR. ‘The sleeves curiously cut.’ 

PETRUCHIO. Ay, there ’s the villany. 

GRUMIO. Error i’ the bill, sir; error i’ the bill. 
I commanded the sleeves should be cut out and sewed 
up again; and that I'll prove upon thee, though thy 
little finger be armed in a thimble. 147 

TAILOR. This is true that I say: an I had thee in 
place where thou shouldst know it. 

GRuMIo. J am for thee straight: take thou the bill, 
give me thy mete-yard, and spare not me. 151 

HORTENSIO. God-a-mercy, Grumio! then he shall 
have no odds. 

PETRUCHIO. Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for 
me. 

GRuMIo. You are i’ the right, sir; tis for my 
mistress. 157 
PETRUCHIO. Go, take it up unto thy master’s use. 

GRuMIO. Villain, not for thy life! take up my mis- 
tress’ gown for thy master’s use ! 160 
PETRUCHIO, Why, sir, what’s your conceit in that ? 
GRUMIO. OQ, sir, the conceit is deeper than you think 
for. 
Take up my mistress’ gown to his master’s use ! 
O, fie, fie, fie ! 164 
PETRUCHIO. [Aside.] Hortensio, say thou wilt see the 
tailor paid. 
[To Tailor.] Go take it hence; be gone, and say no more. 
HORTENSIO. [Aside to Tailor.] Tailor, Pll pay thee for thy 
gown to-morrow : 
Take no unkindness of his hasty words. 168 
Away! I say; commend me to thy master. [Exit Tailor. 
PETRUCHIO. Well, come, my Kate; we will unto 
your father’s, 
Even in these honest mean habiliments. 
Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor 172 
For ’tis the mind that makes the body rich ; 
And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds, 
So honour peereth in the meanest habit. 
What is the jay more precious than the lark 176 
Because his feathers are more beautiful ? 
Or is the adder better than the eel 
Because his painted skin contents the eye ? 
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O, no, good Kate; neither art thou the worse 180 

For this poor furniture and mean array. 

If thou account’st it shame, lay it on me ; 

And therefore frolic : we will hence forthwith, 

To feast and sport us at thy father’s house. 184 

Go, call my men, and let us straight to him ; 

And bring our horses unto Long-lane end ; 

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. 

Let ’s see; I think ’tis now some seven o'clock, 188 

And well we may come there by dinner-time. 
KATHARINA. I dare assure you, sir, tis almost two ; 

And ’twill be supper-time ere you come there. 
PETRUCHIO. It shall be seven ere 1 goto horse. 192 

Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do, 

You are still crossing it. Sirs, let t alone : 

I will not go to-day ; and ere I do, 


It shall be what o’clock I say it is. 196 
HORTENSIO. Why, so this gallant will command the 


sun. {Exeunt: 


Scene [V.—Padua. Before Baptista’s House. 
Enter TRANIO, and the Pedant dressed like VINCENTIO. 
TRANIO. Sir, this is the house: please it you that 
I call ? 
PEDANT. Ay, what else ? and, but I be deceived, 
Signior Baptista may remember me, 
Near twenty years ago, in Genoa, 4 
Where we were lodgers at the Pegasus. 
TRANIO. *Tis well; and hold your own, in any case, 
With such austerity as “longeth to a father. 
PEDANT. Iwarrantyou. But, sir, herecomes your boy; 
*Twere good he were school’d. 


Enter BIOoNDELLO. 
TRANIO. Fear you not him. Sirrah Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly, I advise you : 
Imagine ’twere the right Vincentio. 12 
BIONDELLO. Tut! fear not me. 
TRANIO. But hast thou done thy errand to Baptista ? 
BIONDELLO. I told him that your father was at 
Venice, 
And that you look’d for him this day in Padua. 16 
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TRANIO. ‘Thou’rt a tall fellow: hold thee that to 
drink. 
Here comes Baptista. Set your countenance, sir. 


Enter Baprista and Lucentio. 
Signior Baptista, you are happily met. 
[To the Pedant.] Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of : 
I pray you, stand good father to me now, 21 
Give me Bianca for my patrimony. 

PEDANT. Soft, son! 

Sir, by your leave : having come to Padua 24 
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio 

Made me acquainted with a weighty cause 

Of love between your daughter and himself : 

And,—for the good report I hear of you, 28 
And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 

And she to him,—to stay him not too long, 

I am content, in a good father’s care, 

To have him match’d; and, if you please to like 32 
No worse than I, upon some agreement 

Me shall you find ready and willing 

With one consent to have her so bestow’d ; 

For curious I cannot be with you, 36 
Signior Baptista, of whom I hear so well. 

BAPTISTA. Sir, pardon me in what I have to say : 
Your plainness and your shortness please me well. 
Right true it is, your son Lucentio here 40 
Doth love my daughter and she loveth him, 

Or both dissemble deeply their affections : 

And therefore, if you say no more than this, 

That like a father you will deal with him 44 
And pass my daughter a sufficient dower, 

The match is made, and all is done : 

Your son shall have my daughter with consent. 

TRANIO. I thank you, sir. Where, then, do you 

know best 48 
We be affied and such assurance ta’en 
As shall with either part’s agreement stand ? 

BAPTISTA. Not in my house, Lucentio; for, you 

know, 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants. 52 
Besides, old Gremio is hearkening still, 
And happily we might be interrupted. 


810 THE TAMING OF THE SHREW [acriv 


TRANIO. Then at my lodging, an it like you : 
There doth my father lie, and there this night 56 
We'll pass the business privately and well. 
Send for your daughter by your servant here ; 
My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently. 
The worst is this, that, at so slender warning, 60 
You’re like to have a thin and slender pittance. 
BAPTISTA. It likes me well. Cambio, hie you home, 
And bid Bianca make her ready straight ; 
And, if you will, tell what hath happened : 64 
Lucentio’s father is arriv’d in Padua, 
And how she’s like to be Lucentio’s wife. 
LUCENTIO. I pray the gods she may with all my 


~heart ! 
TRANIO. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way ? 69 


Welcome! one mess is like to be your cheer. 
Come, sir; we will better it in Pisa. 
BAPTISTA. I follow you. 72 
{Exeunt Tranto, Pedant, and BaprisTa. 

BIONDELLO. Cambio! 

LUCENTIO. What sayst thou, Biondello ? 

BIONDELLO. You saw my master wink and laugh upon 
you ? 76 

LUCENTIO. Biondello, what of that ? 

BIONDELLO. Faith, nothing; but he has left me here 
behind to expound the meaning or moral of his signs and 
tokens. 80 

LUCENTIO. I pray thee, moralize them. 

BIONDELLO. Thenthus. Baptista is safe, talking with 
the deceiving father of a deceitful son. 

LUCENTIO. And what of him ? 84 

BIONDELLO. His daughter is to be brought by you to 
the supper. 

LUCENTIO.. And then ? 

BIONDELLO. The old priest at Saint Luke’s church is 
at your command at all hours. 89 

LUCENTIO. And what of all this ? 

BIONDELLO. I cannot tell, expect they are busied 
about a counterfeit assurance: take you assurance of 
her, cum privilegio ad imprimendum solum. To the 
church! take the priest, clerk, and some sufficient 
honest witnesses. 95 
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If this be not that you look for, I have no more to say, 
But bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day. [Going. 
LUCENTIO. Hearest thou, Biondello ? 98 
BIONDELLO. I cannot tarry: I knew a wench married 
in an afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley to 
stuff a rabbit ; and so may you, sir; and so, adieu, sir. 
My master hath appointed me to go to Saint Luke’s, to 
bid the priest be ready to come against you come with 
your appendix. [Exit. 
LUCENTIO. I may, and will, if she be so contented : 
She will be pleas’d ; then wherefore should I doubt ? 
Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her : 107 
It shall go hard if Cambio go without her. [Exit. 


Scenz V.—A public Road. 
Enter PetTrucHIo, KaTHARINA, HORTENSIO, and Servants. 
PETRUCHIO. Come on, i’ God’s name; once more 
toward our father’s. 
Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the moon! 
KATHARINA. The moon! the sun: it is not moon- 


light now. 
PETRUCHIO. I say it is the moon that shines so 
bright. 4 
KATHARINA. JI know it is the sun that shines so 
bright. 
PETRUCHIO. Now, by my mother’s son, and that’s 
myself, 
It shall be moon, or star, or what I list, 
Or ere I journey to your father’s house. 8 


Go one and fetch our horses back again. 

Evermore cross’d and cross’d ; nothing but cross’d ! 
HORTENSIO. Say as he says, or we shall never go. 
KATHARINA. Forward, I pray, since we have come so 

fans 12 

And be it moon, or sun, or what you please. 

An if you please to call it a rush-candle, 

Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me. 

PETRUCHIO. I say it is the moon. 

KATHARINA. I know it isthe moon. 16 

PETRUCHIO. Nay, then you lie; it is the blessed sun. 

KATHARINA. Then God be bless’d, it is the blessed sun: 
But sun it is not when you say it is not, 
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And the moon changes even as your mind. 20 

What you will have it nam’d, even that it is ; 

And so, it shall be so for Katharine. . 
HORTENSIO. Petruchio, go thy ways; the field is won. 
PETRUCHIO. Well, forward, forward! thus the bowl 

should run, 24 

And not unluckily against the bias. 

But soft ! what company is coming here ? 


Enter VINCENTIO, in a travelling dress. 

[To Vixcentio.] Good morrow, gentle mistress : where away ? 
Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 28 
Hast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman ? 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks ! 
What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty, 
As those two eyes become that heavenly face ? 32 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee. 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty’s sake. 

HORTENSIO. A’ will make the man mad, to make a 


woman of him. 36 
KATHARINA. Young budding virgin, fair and fresh and 
sweet, 


Whither away, or where is thy abode ? 

Happy the parents of so fair a child ; 

Happier the man, whom favourable stars 40 

Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellow ! 
PETRUCHIO. Why, how now, Kate! I hope thou art 

not mad: 

This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither’d, 

And not a maiden, as thou sayst he is. 44 
KATHARINA. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes, 

That have been so bedazzled with the sun 

That everything I look on seemeth green : 

Now I perceive thou art a reverend father ; 48 

Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad mistaking. 
PETRUCHIO. Do, good old grandsire; and withal make 

known 

Which way thou travellest : if along with us, 

We shall be joyful of thy company. 52 
VINCENTIO. Fair sir, and you my merry mistress, 

That with your strange encounter much amaz’d me, 

My name is called Vincentio ; my dwelling, Pisa ; 

And bound I am to Padua, there to visit 56 
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A son of mine, which long I have not seen. 
PETRUCHIO. What is his name ? 


VINCENTIO. Lucentio, gentle sir, 
PETRUCHIO. Happily met; the happier for thy son. 
And now by law, as well as reverend age, 60 


I may entitle thee my loving father : 
The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman, 
Thy son by this hath married. Wonder not, 
Nor be not griev’d : she is of good esteem, 64 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 
Beside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble gentleman. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio ; 68 
And wander we to see thy honest son, 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 
VINCENTIO. But is this true? or is it else your 
pleasure, 
Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest 72 
Upon the company you overtake ? 
HORTENSIO. I do assure thee, father, so it is. 
PETRUCHIO. Come, go along, and see the truth hereof ; 
For our first merriment hath made thee jealous. 16 
[Exeunt all but Horrensio. 
HORTENSIO. Well, Petruchio, this has put me in 
heart. 
Have to my widow ! and if she be froward, 
Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward. [Exit. 


ACT V. 


Scenr I.—Padua. Before Lucentio’s House. 
Enter on one side BronDELLO, Lucentio, and BIANCA ; GREMIO 
walking on the other side. 
BIONDELLO. Softly and swiftly, sir, for the priest is 
ready. 
LUCENTIO. I fly, Biondello: but they may chance to 
need thee at home; therefore leave us. 4 
BIONDELLO. Nay, faith, Pll see the church o’ your 
back; and then come back to my master as soon as 
IT can: ° [Exeunt Lucentio, Branca, and BionDELLO, 
GREMIO. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. 
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Enter Petrucuio, KarHarina, VINCENTIO, and Attendants. 
PETRUCHIO. Sir, here’s the door, this is Lucentio’s 
house : 9 
My father’s bears more toward the market-place ; 
Thither must I, and here I leave you, sir. 
VINCENTIO. You shall not choose but drink before 


ou go. 12 

I think I shall command your welcome here, 
And, by all likelihood, some cheer is toward. [Knocks. 
GREMIO. They’re busy within; you were best knock 
louder. 16 


k Enter Pedant above, at a window. 

PEDANT. What’s he that knocks as he would beat 
down the gate ? 

vincenTIO. Is Signior Lucentio within, sir ? 

PEDANT. He’s within, sir, but not to be spoken 
withal. 21 

VINCENTIO. What if a man bring him a hundred pound 
or two, to make merry withal ? 

PEDANT. Keep your hundred pounds to yourself: he 
shall need none so long as I live. 25 

PETRUCHIO. Nay, I told you your son was well be- 
loved in Padua. Do you hear, sir? To leave frivolous 
circumstances, I pray you, tell Signior Lucentio that his 
father is come from Pisa, and is here at the door to speak 
with him. ’ 

PEDANT. Thou liest: his father is come from Padua, 
and here looking out at the window. 32 

VINCENTIO. Art thou his father ? 

4 PEDANT. Ay, sir; so his mother says, if I may believe 
er. 

PETRUCHIO. [To Vixcentio.] Why, how now, gentleman ! 
why, this is flat knavery, to take upon you another 
man’s name. 

PEDANT. Lay hands on the villain: I believe, a’ 
means to cozen somebody in this city under my coun- 
tenance. 41 

Re-enter BIONDELLO. 

BIONDELLO. I have seen them in the church to- 
gether: God send ’em good shipping! But who is 
here ? mine old master, Vincentio ! now we are undone 
and brought to nothing. 45 
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VINCENTIO. [Seeing Bronprtxo.] Come hither, crack- 
hemp. 

BIONDELLO. I hope I may choose, sir. 48 

VINCENTIO. Come hither, you rogue. What, have you 
forgot me ? 

BIONDELLO. Forgot you! no, sir: I could not forget 
you, for I never saw you before in all my life. 52 

VINCENTIO. What, you notorious villain! didst thou 
never see thy master’s father, Vincentio ? 

BIONDELLO. What, my old, worshipful old master ? 
yes, marry, sir: see where he looks out of the window. 


VINCENTIO. Is’t so, indeed ? [Beats BIonDELLO. 
BIONDELLO. Help, help, help! here ’s a madman will 
murder me. [Exit. 
PEDANT. Help, son! help, Signior Baptista ! 60 


' [Exit from the window. 
PETRUCHIO. Prithee, Kate, let ’s stand aside, and see 


the end of this controversy. [They retire. 


Re-enter Pedant below; Baptista, TRANIO, and Servants. 

TRANIO. Sir, what are you that offer to beat my 
servant ? 64 

VINCENTIO. What am I, sir! nay, what are you, sir ? 
O immortal gods! O fine villain! A silken doublet! 
a velvet hose! a scarlet cloak! and a copatain hat ! 
O, Iam undone! I am undone! while I play the good 
husband at home, my son and my servant spend all 
at the university. 

TRANIO. How now! what’s the matter ? 

BAPTISTA. What, is the man lunatic ? 12 

TRANIO. Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman 
by your habit, but your words show you a madman. 
Why, sir, what ’cerns it you if I wear pearl and gold ? 
I thank my good father, I am able to maintain it. 76 

VINCENTIO. Thy father! O villain! he is a sail- 
maker in Bergamo. 

BAPTISTA. You mistake, sir, you mistake, sir. Pray, 
what do you think is his name ? 80 

VINCENTIO. His name! as if I knew not his name: 
I have brought him up ever since he was three years old, 
and his name is Tranio. 

PEDANT. Away, away, mad ass! his name is Lu- 
centio; and he is mine only son, and heir to the lands 
of me, Signior Vincentio. 86 
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VINCENTIO. Lucentio!’ O! he hath murdered his 
master. Lay hold on him, I charge you in the duke’s 
name. O my son, my son! tell me, thou villain, where 
is my son Lucentio ? 90 

TRANIO. Call forth an officer. 


Enter one with an Officer. 
Carry this mad knave to the gaol. Father Baptista, 
I charge you see that he be forthcoming. 93 

VINCENTIO. Carry me to the gaol ! 

GREMIO, Stay, officer: he shall not go to prison. 

BAPTISTA. Talk not, Signior Gremio: I say he shall 
go to prison. 

Gremio. Take heed, Signior Baptista, lest you be 
cony-catched in this business: I dare swear this is the 
right Vincentio. 100 

PEDANT. Swear, if thou darest. 

GREMIO. Nay, I dare not swear it. 

TRANIO. Then thou wert best say that I am not 
Lucentio. 104 
GREMIO. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 

BAPTISTA. Away with the dotard! to the gaol with 
him ! 

VINCENTIO. Thus strangers may be haled and abused : 
O monstrous villain ! 109 


Re-enter BIONDELLO, with LucENTIO and Branca. 
BIONDELLO. QO! we are spoiled; and yonder he is: 
deny him, forswear him, or else we are all undone. 
LUCENTIO. [Kneeling.] Pardon, sweet father. 
VINCENTIO. Lives my sweetest son ? 
[BIoNDELLO, TRANIO, and PEDANT run out. 
BIANCA. ([Kneeling.] Pardon, dear father. 


BAPTISTA. How hast thou offended ? 
Where is Lucentio ? 

LUCENTIO. Here ’s Lucentio, 
Right son to the right Vincentio ; 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine, 116 


While counterfeit supposes blear’d thine eyne. 

GREMIO. Here’s packing, with a witness, to deceive 
us all! ’ 

VINCENTIO. Where is that damned villain Tranio, 
That fac’d and brav’d me in this matter so ? 121 
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BAPTISTA. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio ? 
BIANCA. Cambio is chang’d into Lucentio. 
LUCENTIO. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca’s 
love 124 
Made me exchange my state with Tranio, 
While he did bear my countenance in the town ; 
And happily I have arriv’d at last 
Unto the wished haven of my bliss. 128 
What Tranio did, myself enfore’d him to ; 
Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sake. 
VINCENTIO. Ill slit the villain’s nose, that would 
have sent me to the gaol. 132 
BAPTISTA. [To Lvcentio.] But do you hear, sir ? 
Have you married my daughter without asking my good 
will ? 
VINCENTIO. Fear not, Baptista ; we will content you, 
go to: but I will in, to be revenged for this villany. [Exit. 
BAPTISTA. And 1, to sound the depth of this knavery. 


[Exit. 

LUCENTIO. Look not pale, Bianca; thy father will 
not frown. [Exeunt Lucentio and Branca. 
GREMIO. My cake is dough; but I'll in among the 
rest, 141 
Out of hope of all, but my share of the feast. [Exit. 


PreTrucHio and KaTHARINA advance. 
KATHARINA. Husband, let’s follow, to see the end of 
this ado. 144 
PETRUCHIO. First kiss me, Kate, and we will. 
KATHARINA. What! in the midst of the street ? 
PETRUCHIO. What! art thou ashamed of me ? 
KATHARINA. No, sir, God forbid; but ashamed to 
kiss. 148 
PETRUCHIO. Why, then let’s home again. Come, 
sirrah, let ’s away. 
KATHARINA. Nay, I will give thee a kiss: now pray 
thee, love, stay. 
PETRUCHIO. Is not this well? Come, my sweet 
Kate : 151 
Better once than never, for never too late. [Exeunt. 
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Scent II.—A Room in Lucentio’s House. 


A Banquet set out. Enter Baptista, VINCENTIO, GREMIO, the 
Pedant, Lucentio, Branca, PreTrucHio, KatTHartna, Hor- 
TENSIO, and Widow. TRraNIo, BIONDELLO, GRuMIO, and Others, 
attending. 

LUCENTIO. At last, though long, our jarring notes 
agree : 

And time it is, when raging war is done, 

To smile at ’scapes and perils overblown. 

My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome, 4 

While I with self-same kindness welcome thine. 

Brother Petruchio, sister Katharina, 

And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow, 

Feast with the best, and welcome to my house : 3 

My banquet is to close our stomachs up, 

After our great good cheer. Pray you, sit down ; 

For now we sit to chat as well as eat. [They sit at table. 
PETRUCHIO. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat ! 
BAPTISTA. Padua aftords this kindness, son Petruchio. 
PETRUCHIO. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 
HORTENSIO. For both our sakes I would that word were 


true. 
PETRUCHIO. Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his 
widow. 16 


wipow. ‘Then never trust me, if I be afeard. 
PETRUCHIO. You are very sensible, and yet you miss 
my sense : 
I mean, Hortensio is afeard of you. 
wipow. He that is giddy thinks the world turns 


round. 20 
PETRUCHIO. Roundly replied. 
KATHARINA, Mistress, how mean you that ? 


wipow. Thus I conceive by him. 
PETRUCHIO. Conceives by me! How likes Hortensio 


that ? 
HORTENSIO. My widow says, thus she conceives her 
tale. 24 


PETRUCHIO. Very well mended. Kiss him for that, 
good widow. 
KATHARINA. ‘He that is giddy thinks the world 
round’ : 
I pray you, tell me what you meant by that. 
wipow. Your husband, being troubled with a shrew, 
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Measures my husband’s sorrow by his woe : 29 
And now you know my meaning. 
KATHARINA. A very mean meaning. 


wibow. Right, I mean you. 
KATHARINA. And I am mean, indeed, respecting you. 
PETRUCHIO. To her, Kate! 33 


HORTENSIO. ‘To her, widow ! 
PETRUCHIO. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her 
down. 

HORTENSIO. That ’s my office. 36 

PETRUCHIO, Spoke like an officer: ha’ to thee, lad. 
[Drinks to HorTEnsIo, 

BAPTISTA. How likes Gremio these quick-witted folks ? 

GREMIO. Believe me, sir, they butt together well. 

BIANCA. Head and butt! a hasty-witted body 40 

Would say your head and butt were head and horn. 
VINCENTIO. Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken’d 


you ? 

BIANCA. Ay, but not frighted me; therefore I'll sleep 
again. 

PETRUCHIO. Nay, that you shall not; since you have 
begun, 44 


Have at you for a bitter jest or two. 
BIANCA. Am T[ your bird? I mean to shift my bush ; 
And then pursue me as you draw your bow. 


You are welcome all. [Exeunt Branoa, Katuarrna, and Widow. 
PETRUCHIO. She hath prevented me. Here, Signior 
Tranio ; 49 


This bird you aim’d at, though you hit her not : 
Therefore a health to all that shot and miss’d. 
TRANIO. O sir! Lucentio slipp’d me, like his grey- 
hound, 52 
Which runs himself, and catches for his master. 
PETRUCHIO. A good swift simile, but something 


currish. 
TRANIO. *Tis well, sir, that you hunted for yourself : 
Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay. 56 


BAPTISTA. O ho, Petruchio! Tranio hits you now. 
LucENTIO. I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio. 
HORTENSIO. Confess, confess, hath he not hit you 
here ? 
PETRUCHIO. A’ has a little gall’d me, I confess; 60 
And, as the jest did glance away from me, 
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’Tis ten to one it maim’d you two outright. 
Baptista. Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio, 


I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all. 64 
PETRUCHIO. Well, I say no: and therefore, for 
assurance, 


Let ’s each one send unto his wife ; 
And he whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first when he doth send for her, 68 
Shall win the wager which we will propose. 
HORTENSIO. Content. What is the wager ? 


LUCENTIO. Twenty crowns. 
PETRUCHIO. Twenty crowns! 
I’ venture so much of my hawk or hound, 72 


But twenty times so much upon my wife. 
LucENTIO. A hundred then 


HORTENSIO. Content. 
PETRUCHIO. A match ! ’tis done. 
HORTENSIO. Who shall begin ? 
LUCENTIO. That will I. 

Go, Biondello, bid your mistress come to me. 76 
BIONDELLO. I go. [Exit. 


BAPTISTA. Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes. 
LUCENTIO. I'll have no halves ; I’ll bear it all myself. 


Re-enter BIONDELLO. 
How now ! what news ? 
BIONDELLO. Sir, my mistress sends you word 
That she is busy and she cannot come. 81 
PETRUCHIO. How! she is busy, and she cannot come ! 
Is that an answer ? 
GREMIO. Ay, and a kind one too: 
Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse. 84 
PETRUCHIO. I hope, better. 
HORTENSIO. Sirrah Biondello, go and entreat my wife 


To come to me forthwith. [Exit BlonDELLo. 
PETRUCHIO. Oho! entreat her ! 

Nay, then she must needs come. 
HORTENSIO. I am afraid, sir, 88 


Do what you can, yours will not be entreated. 


Re-enter BIONDELLO. 
Now, where ’s my wife ? 


BIONDELLO. She says you have some goodly jest in 
hand : 
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She will not come : she bids you come to her. 92 
PETRUCHIO. Worse and worse; she will not come! 
O vile, 


Intolerable, not to be endur’d ! 

Sirrah Grumio, go to your mistress ; say, 

I command her come to me. [Exit Grumio. 
HORTENSIO. I know her answer. 96 
PETRUCHIO. What ? 

HORTENSIO. She will not. 
PETRUCHIO. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 


Re-enter KaTHARINA 
BAPTISTA. Now, by my holidame, here comes Kath- 


arina ! 100 
KATHARINA, What is your will, sir, that you send for 
me ? 
PETRUCHIO. Where is your sister, and Hortensio’s 
wife { 


KATHARINA, They sit conferring by the parlour fire. 
PETRUCHIO. Go, fetch them hither: if they deny to 
come, 104 
Swinge me them soundly forth unto their husbands. 
Away, I say, and bring them hither straight. 
[Exit KaTwarina. 
LUCENTIO. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 
HORTENSIO. And so it is. I wonder what it bodes. 
PETRUCHIO. Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet 
life, 109 
An awful rule and right supremacy ; 
And, to be short, what not that ’s sweet and happy. 
BAPTISTA, Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio! 112 
The wager thou hast won; and I will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns ; 
Another dowry to another daughter, 
For she is chang’d, as she had never been. 116 
PETRUCHIO. Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 
And show more sign of her obedience, 
Her new-built virtue and obedience. 
See where she comes, and brings your froward wives 
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion. 121 


Re-enter KATHARINA, with Branca and Widow. 
Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not : 
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Off with that bauble, throw it under foot. 


[KATHARINA pulls off her cap and throws it down. 
wipow. Lord! let me never have a cause to sigh, 
Till I be brought to such a silly pass ! 125 

Bianca. Fie! what a foolish duty call you this ? 
LUCENTIO. JI would your duty were as foolish too : 
The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 128 

Hath cost me an hundred crowns since supper-time. 
BIANCA. The more fool you for laying on my duty. 
PETRUCHIO. Katharine, I charge thee, tell these head- 
strong women 
What duty they do owe their lords and husbands. _—_132 
wibow. Come, come, you’re mocking : we will have 
~ no telling. 
PETRUCHIO. Come on, I say; and first begin with 
her. 
wipow. She shall not. 
PETRUCHIO. I say she shall: and first begin with her. 
KATHARINA. Fie, fie! unknit that threatening unkind 
brow, 137 
And dart not scornful glances from those eyes, 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor : 
It blots thy beauty as frosts do bite the meads, 140 
Confounds thy fame as whirlwinds shake fair buds, 
And in no sense is meet or amiable. 
A woman mov’d is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty ; 144 
And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it. 
Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares for thee, 148 
And for thy maintenance commits his body 
To painful labour both by sea and land, 
To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
Whilst thou lest warm at home, secure and safe ; 152 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience ; 
Too little payment for so great a debt. 
Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 156 
Even such a woman oweth to her husband ; 
And when she’s froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 
And not obedient to his honest will, 
What is she but a foul contending rebel, 160 
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And graceless traitor to her loving lord ?— 

I am asham’d that women are so simple 

To offer war where they should kneel for peace, 
Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 

When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 

But that our soft conditions and our hearts 
Should well agree with our external parts ? 
Come, come, you froward and unable worms ! 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 

My heart as great, my reason haply more, 

To bandy word for word and frown for frown ; 
But now I see our lances are but straws, 

Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare, 


That seeming to be most which we indeed least are. 


Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot, 

And place your hands below your husband’s foot : 
In token of which duty, if he please, 

My hand is ready ; may it do him ease. 


823 


164 


168 


172 


Lit 


180 


PETRUCHIO. Why, there’s a wench! Come on, and 


kiss me, Kate. 


LUCENTIO. Well, go thy ways, old lad, for thou shalt 


hat 


VINCENTIO. *Tis a good hearing when children are 


toward. 


LUCENTIO. But a harsh hearing when women are 


froward. 
PETRUCHIO. Come, Kate, we'll to bed. 
We three are married, but you two are sped. 


184 


Twas I won the wager, [To Lucentio.) though you hit the 


white ; 
And, being a winner, God give you good night ! 


188 


[Exeunt Petrucuio and KaTHaRina. 
HORTENSIO. Now, go thy ways; thou hast tam’d a 


curst shrew. 


LUCENTIO. *Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will be 
tam’d so- [Exeunt. 
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ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL 


INTRODUCTION 


IN a text which leaves much to be desired for correct- 
ness All’s Well that Ends Well was printed for the first 
time in the folio of 1623. The date at which the play 
was written cannot be ascertained ; the conjectures of 
scholars and editors on this point show wide differences 
of opinion; nor is this surprising, for while portions of 
the comedy are written in a manner which we hardly find 
in Shakespeare before the production of Hamlet, other 
portions, and especially the numerous passages in 
rhymed verse, remind us of the early comedies. Meres, 
in the series of plays which he names in Palladis Tamia, 
1598, makes mention of a Love’s Labour’s Won. We 
possess no comedy bearing that title; but may we not 
possess under a different name the play indicated by 
Meres ? Much Ado about Nothing and The Taming of 
the Shrew have been suggested as possible claimants for 
the title; but there is a considerable consensus of 
opinion in favour of the conjecture made in 1767 by 
Farmer, that Meres was referring to the present play, 
and that in an earlier form it bore the double title 
Love's Labour ’s Won, or All’s Well that Ends Well. The 
words in the Epilogue, 

All is well ended if this suit be won, 


have been held to support this conjecture. Whatever 
may be the opinion of certain foreign critics, an English 
reader can hardly fail to notice, as long since did 
Coleridge, two styles—an earlier and a later—in the 
play. We may hold it as at the least not improbable 
that a comedy as early as A Midsummer-Nights Dream, 
or as early as the Two Gentlemen of Verona, was rehandled 
and in large measure rewritten about 1601 or 1602, and 
that to mark the fact that it was not the identical old 
play known as Love’s Labour’s Won, the title by which 
it had been popularly recognized was dropped, and was 
replaced by All’s Well that Ends Well. 
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As to the source of Shakespeare’s plot we are in no 
uncertainty. The story is that which is told as the 
ninth novella of the third day of Boccaccio’s Decameron. 
There can be little doubt that Shakespeare, whether 
he consulted the original or not, had read this in the 
version given by Paynter in his Palace of Pleasure. It 
relates how Giletta, a physician’s daughter of Narbon, 
healed the French King of his ailment, for reward 
whereof she demanded Beltramo Count of Rossiglione 
to husband; how being married against his will the 
Count for despite fled to Florence and loved another ; 
how Giletta by policy found means to take the place of 
the maiden whom he loved, and became the mother 
of two sons, ‘ which known to her husband, he received 
her again, and afterwards he lived in great honour and 
felicity.’ Giletta, though inferior in station to Beltramo, 
is rich; Shakespeare widens the distance between his 
Helena and Bertram by making Helena poor. He 
received from the Italian novella his central characters, 
the heroine, the youth whom she loves, the King of 
France, the widow of Florence, and her daughter 
Diana. The other personages, including Parolles, the 
Clown, the shrewd old Lord Lafeu, and the delightful 
Countess of Rousillon, are his additions; the comic 
business of the play is wholly absent from the Italian 
story. 

It is best to admit at once that there is something 
which cannot entirely commend itself to our modern 
ideas in the tale which Shakespeare accepted from 
Boccaccio. There is something of infatuation, if not 
of fatuity, in the devotion of the heart given by such 
a woman as Helena to such a man, devoid of wisdom 
and of self-restraint, as Bertram. To secure him, willing 
or unwilling, for her husband, seems to imply a miscon- 
ception of the essential inward laws of marriage. To 
obtain by a fraud—even if we allow that it is a pious 
fraud—the fulfilment of conditions on which he will 
accept her as his wife, conditions whose fulfilment he 
believed to be impossible, is to substitute a material 
and accidental union for one that is spiritual and abiding. 
So, at first sight, we argue. Yet Coleridge, whose 
judgement is always worth consideration, named Helena 
‘ the loveliest of Shakespeare’s characters ’, Perhaps the 
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very difficulty of the situation piqued Shakespeare’s 
genius to a struggle with his obstinate material. No 
doubt he recognized the fact that in actual life women, 
and even noble women, have loved not wisely but too 
well. But undoubtedly he desired to render his Helena 
an object for our admiration. Every one in the play, 
except the foolish Bertram and the base Parolles, has 
a sense of her strength, her discretion, her charm. The 
old Countess, whose first thought must needs be the 
good of her son, justifies Helena’s passion, and, knowing 
that Bertram is in Paris, sends her thither with ‘leave 
and love, means and attendants’. She must be aware 
that no other such good fortune could befall Bertram as 
to be the beloved of Helena. Shakespeare found in the 
tale from the Decameron some hints as to the nature of 
the passion, so ardent and yet in a certain sense so disin- 
terested, of the physician’s daughter, who was to be 
healer both of the King of France and of the unformed 
youth with whom under her guidance all was to end 
well. Giletta loved Beltramo indeed ‘more than was 
meet for a maiden of her age’; she loved him * better 
than her own self’. ‘The maiden,’ says the King, 
“is fair and wise and loveth you most entirely, thinking 
verily that you shall lead a more joyful life with her than 
with a lady of a greater house.’ With such suggestions 
as these Shakespeare conceived his Helena as more 
desirous of giving than of getting; the love, which 
became imperative with her, was not prompted by 
a desire for her own happiness; her essential need was 
service. She cannot choose ‘ but lend and give where 
she is sure to lose’. To the lord who is offered for her 
choice, she utters the word, ‘Ill never do you wrong 
for your own sake’; but with Bertram she will make 
such a venture of faith : 
I dare not say I take you; but I give 


Me and my service, ever whilst I live, 
Into your guiding power. 


And when the ungracious boy would reject her, she 
will not press her suit. She has made the trial of her 
fortune and failed. One brief word to the King is 
enough : 


That you are well restor’d, my lord, I’m glad: 
Let the rest go. 
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With this she ends, and it is the King, whose own 
honour is at stake, that insists on Bertram’s marriage. 
When the King’s resolve has been carried out, Helena 
is absolutely at her husband’s command; his sentence 
against her is a decree to which she at once submits : 
Poor lord! is’t I 

That chase thee from thy country, and expose 

Those tender limbs of thine to the event 

Of the non-sparing war ? 
Even the device by which she obtains the ring, and 
becomes the mother of Bertram’s child, is still only 
an experiment, a venture of faith, and one which had 
a legal sanction. If in the end Bertram had still rejected 
her, Helena would surely have submitted as she had 
previously done. But the rash unbridled youth has 
had severe lessons; he has made discovery of his own 
error in choosing the contemptible Parolles for a friend ; 
his heart, after her supposed loss, has turned to Helena ; 
she does not force herself upon him, but she gladly 
recognizes that he now holds her dear, and even before 
he has heard that she was bound to him by the tie of 
motherhood. Her experiment has been justified by the 
manifest service which has been rendered to Bertram ; 
all is well that ends well; he is no longer the same rash, 
unbridled boy ; the man, as the Clown once said, is now 
with free will at woman’s command, and no hurt is 
done. Can we have any fears respecting the future, after 
such successful trials as these ? 

So Shakespeare wrought upon the material given by 
Boccaccio, and if he had assigned some sentimental 
soliloquies to Helena he could have made it clear that 
she was pursuing her own interests only because her 
dominant interest was that of service and healing. But 
Helena, however passionate, was not sentimental, and 
she preferred deeds to words. The comic business 
connected with Parolles, invented by Shakespeare, is of 
somewhat poor quality. Parolles is seen from the first 
to be almost too pitiful a wretch to be worth exposing ; 
he carries his shame, although it is unseen by Bertram, 
about with him. Braggart, liar, and coward, he is un- 
redeemed by any of those splendid qualities of humour 
which make Falstaff great, and yet critics have foolishly 
compared him with that glorious monarch of the tavern. 
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Master Lavache, the clown, shows little of the gracious 
fooling of Touchstone, or the whimsical brilliance of 
Feste. But old age becomes beautiful in the Countess, 
whom we could ill spare from our gallery of Shakespeare’s 
women ; and Lafeu is an honest old counsellor whom we 
love and honour because he loves and honours Helena, 
and because he can almost make Parolles feel that he is 
discovered to be the despicable creature that he is. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Kine oF FRANCE. 

DUKE OF FLORENCE. 

Bertram, Count of Rousillon. 
LaFev, an old Lord. 

PaROLLes, a follower of Bertram. 
Steward to the Countess of Rousillon. 
Lavacue, a Clown in her household. 
A Page. 


CouNTESS oF RousILuton, Mother to Bertram. 
HELENA, a Gentlewoman protected by the Countess. 
An Old Widow of Florence. 

Diana, Daughter to the Widow. 

VIOLENTA, 


M Neighbours and Friends to the Widow. 
ARIANA, 


Lords, Officers, Soldiers, &c., French and Florentine. 


Scrne.—Rousillon, Paris, Florence, Marseilles. 
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ACL. LT 


Scene [.—Rousillon. A Room in the Counrsss’s Palace. 
Enter Bertram, the CouNTESS oF ROUSILLON, HELENA, 
and Larsv, all in black. 

couNTEss. In delivering my son from me, I bury 
a second husband. 

BERTRAM. And I, in going, madam, weep o’er my 
father’s death anew; but I must attend his majesty’s 
command, to whom I am now in ward, evermore in 
subjection. 6 

LAFEU. You shall find of the king a husband, 
madam; you, sir, a father. He that so generally 
is at all times good, must of necessity hold his virtue 
to you, whose worthiness would stir it up where it 
wanted rather than lack it where there is such abun- 
dance. 12 

couNTEss. What hope is there of his majesty’s 
amendment ? 

LAFEU. He hath abandoned his physicians, madam ; 
under whose practices he hath persecuted time with 
hope, and finds no other advantage in the process but 
only the losing of hope by time. 18 

couNTEsS. This young gentlewoman had a father,— 
O, that ‘had’! how sad a passage ’tis !—whose skill 
was almost as great as his honesty ; had it stretched so 
far, would have made nature immortal, and death should 
have play for lack of work. Would, for the king’s sake, 
he were living! I think it would be the death of the 
king’s disease. 25 

LAFEU. How called you the man you speak of, 
madam ? 

countTEss. He was famous, sir, in his profession, and 
it was his great right to be so: Gerard de Narbon. 

LAFEU. He was excellent indeed, madam: the king 
very lately spoke of him admiringly and mourningly. 

SH. I Ee 
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He was skilful enough to have lived still, if knowledge 
could be set up against mortality. 33 

BERTRAM. What is it, my good lord, the king lan- 
guishes of ? 

LaFeU. A fistula, my lord. 36 

BERTRAM. I heard not of it before. 

LAFEU. I would it were not notorious. Was this 
gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 

countess. His sole child, my lord; and bequeathed 
to my overlooking. I have those hopes of her good that 
her education promises: her dispositions she inherits, 
which makes fair gifts fairer ; for where an unclean mind 
carries virtuous qualities, there commendations go with 
pity ; they are virtues and traitors too: in her they are 
the better for their simpleness ; she derives her honesty 
and achieves her goodness. 

LAFEU. Your commendations, madam, get from her 
tears. 49 

counTESS. ’Tis the best brine a maiden can season 
her praise in. The remembrance of her father never 
approaches her heart but the tyranuy of her sorrows 
takes all livelihood from her cheek. No more of this, 
Helena, go to, no more; lest it be rather thought you 
affect a sorrow, than have it. 

HELENA. I do affect a sorrow indeed, but I have it 
too. 57 

LAFEU. Moderate lamentation is the right of the 
dead, excessive grief the enemy to the living. 

HELENA. If the living be enemy to the grief, the 
excess makes it soon mortal. 61 

BERTRAM. Madam, I desire your holy wishes. 

LAFEU. How understand we that ? 

counTEss. Be thou blest, Bertram ; and succeed thy 

father 64 

In manners, as in shape! thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee ; and thy goodness 
Share with thy birthright ! Love all, trust a few, 
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 68 
Rather in power than use, and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life’s key : be check’d for silence, 
But never tax’d for speech. What heaven more will 
That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy head! Farewell, my lord ; 73 
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Tis an unseason’d courtier ; good my lord, 
Advise him. 
LAFEU. He cannot want the best 
That shall attend his love. 76 
couNTESS. Heaven blesshim ! Farewell, Bertram. [Exit 
BERTRAM. [To Herena.] The best wishes that can be 
forged in your thoughts be servants to you! Be com- 
fortable to my mother, your mistress, and make much 


of her. 81 
LAFEU. Farewell, pretty lady: you must hold the 
credit of your father. [Exeunt Bertram and LAFEv. 


HELENA. O! were that all. I think not on my father; 
And these great tears grace his remembrance more 85 
Than those I shed for him. What was he like ? 

I have forgot him: my imagination 

Carries no favour in ’t but Bertram’s. 88 
I am undone: there is no living, none, 

If Bertram be away. It were all one 

That I should love a bright particular star 

And think to wed it, he is so above me: 92 
In his bright radiance and collateral light 

Must I be comforted, not in his sphere. 

The ambition in my love thus plagues itself : 

The hind that would be mated by the lion 96 
Must die for love. ’Twas pretty, though a plague, 

To see him every hour ; to sit and draw 

His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 

In our heart’s table ; heart too capable 100 
Of every line and trick of his sweet favour : 

But now he’s gone, and my idolatrous fancy 

Must sanctify his reliques. Who comes here ? 

One that goes with him ; I love him for his sake ; 104 
And yet I know him a notorious har, 

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward ; 

Yet these fix’d evils sit so fit in him, 

That they take place, when virtue’s steely bones 108 
Look bleak in the cold wind: withal, full oft we see 
Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 


Enter PAROLLES. 
PAROLLES. Save you, fair queen! 
HELENA. And you, monarch ! 112 
- PAROLLES. No. 
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HELENA. And no. 

PAROLLES. Are you meditating on virginity ? 

HELENA. Ay. You have some stain of soldier in you ; 
let me ask you a question. Man is enemy to virginity ; 
how may we barricado it against him 4 118 

PAROLLES. Keep him out. 

HELENA. But he assails; and our virginity, though 
valiant in the defence, yet is weak. Unfold to us some 
warlike resistance. 

PAROLLES. There is none: man, sitting down before 
you, will undermine you and blow you up. 124 

HELENA. Bless our poor virginity from underminers 
and blowers up! Is there no military policy, how 
virgins might blow up men ? 

PAROLLES. Virginity being blown down, man will 
quicklier be blown-up: marry, in blowing him down 
again, with the breach yourselves made, you lose your 
city. It is not politic in the commonwealth of nature 
to preserve virginity. Loss of virginity is rational 
increase, and there was never virgin got till virginity 
was first lost. That you were made of is metal to make 
virgins. Virginity, by being once lost, may be ten 
times found: by being ever kept, it is ever lost. ’Tis 
too cold a companion : away with ’t ! 137 

HELENA. I will stand for ’t a little, though therefore 
I die a virgin. 

PAROLLES. There’s little can be said in’t; ’tis 
against the rule of nature. To speak on the part of 
virginity is to accuse your mothers, which is most 
infallible disobedience. He that hangs himself is a 
virgin: virginity murders itself, and should be buried 
in highways, out of all sanctified limit, as a desperate 
offendress against nature. Virginity breeds mites, 
much like a cheese, consumes itself to the very paring, 
and so dies with feeding his own stomach. Besides, 
virginity is peevish, proud, idle, made of self-love, 
which is the most inhibited sin in the canon. Keep it 
not; you cannot choose but lose by’t! Out with ’t! 
within the year it will make itself two, which is a goodly 
increase, and the principal itself not much the worse. 
Away with ’t ! 


HELENA. How might one do, sir, to lose it to her own 
liking ? 156 
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PAROLLES. Let me see: marty, ill, to like him that 
neer it likes. “Tis a commodity that will lose the 
gloss with lying; the longer kept, the less worth: 
off with’t, while ’tis vendible; answer the time of 
request. Virginity, like an old courtier, wears her cap 
out of fashion; richly suited, but unsuitable: just 
like the brooch and the tooth- -pick, which wear, not 
now. Your date is better in your pie and your porridge 
than in your cheek: and your virginity, your old 
virginity, is like one of our French withered pears ; 
it looks ill, it eats drily; marry, ’tis a withered pear ; 
it was formerly better; marry, yet ‘tis. a withered pear. 
Will you anything with it ? 169 

HELENA. Not my virginity yet. 

There shall your master have a thousand loves, 

A mother, and a mistress, and a friend, 172 
A pheenix, captain, and an enemy, 

A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign, 

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear ; 

His humble ambition, proud humility, 176 
His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet, 

His faith, his sweet. disaster ; with a world 

Of pretty, fond, adoptious christendoms, id 
That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he— 180 
I know not what he shall. God send him well ! 

The court ’s a learning-place, and he-is one— 

PAROLLES. What one, i’ faith 2. 

HELENA. That I wish well. ’Tis pity— 184 

PAROLLES. What.’s pity ? 

HELENA. That wishing well had not a body in 46, 
Which might be felt ; that we, the poorer born, 

Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes, 188 
Might with effects of them follow our friends, 

And show what we alone must think, which never 
Returns us thanks. 191 
Enter a Page. 

pace. Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for you. 

PAROLLES. Little Helen, farewell : if I can remember 
thee, I will think of thee at court. 

HELENA. Monsieur Parolles, you were born under 
a charitable star. 196 

PAROLLES. Under Mars, I. 

HELENA. I especially think, Baa Mats, 
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PAROLLES. Why under Mars ? 

HELENA. The wars have so kept you under that you 
must needs be born under Mars. 201 

PAROLLES. When he was predominant. 

HELENA. When he was retrograde, I think rather. 


PAROLLES. Why think you so ? 204 
HELENA. You go so much backward when you 
fight. 


PAROLLES. That ’s for advantage. 

HELENA. So is running away, when fear proposes 
the safety : but the composition that your valour and 
fear makes in you is a virtue of a good wing, and I like 
the wear well. 211 

PAROLLES. I am so full of businesses I cannot 
answer thee acutely. I will return perfect courtier ; 
in the which, my instruction shall serve to naturalize 
thee, so thou wilt be capable of a courtier’s counsel, 
and understand what advice shall thrust upon thee ; 
else thou diest in thine unthankfulness, and thine 
ignorance makes thee away: farewell. When thou 
hast leisure, say thy prayers; when thou hast none, 
remember thy friends. Get thee a good husband, and 
use him as he uses thee: so, farewell. (Exit. 

HELENA. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie 
Which we ascribe to heaven: the fated sky 
Gives us free scope ; only doth backward pull 224 
Our slow designs when we ourselves are dull. 

What power is it which mounts my love so high ; 

That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye ¢ 

The mightiest space in fortune nature brings 228 
To join like likes, and kiss like native things. 
Impossible be strange attempts to those 

That weigh their pains in sense, and do suppose 

What hath been cannot be: who ever strove 232 
To show her merit, that did miss her love ? 

The king’s disease,—my project may deceive me, 

But my intents are fix’d and will not leave me. [Exit. 


Scene II.—Paris. A Room in the Kinea’s Palace. 


Flourish of Cornets. Enter the Kine oF Franor, with 
letters ; Lords and Others attending. 


kinG. The Florentines and Senoys are by the ears; 
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Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 
FIRST LORD. So ’tis reported, sir. 
KING. Nay, ’tis most credible: we here receive it 
A certainty, vouch’d from our cousin Austria, 5 
With caution that the Florentine will move us 
For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest friend 


Prejudicates the business, and would seem 8 
To have us make denial. 
FIRST LORD. His love and wisdom, 


Approv’d so to your majesty, may plead 
For amplest credence. 
KING, He hath arm’d our answer, 
And Florence is denied before he comes : 12 
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to see 
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave 
To stand on either part. 
SECOND LORD. It well may serve 
A nursery to our gentry, who are sick 16 
For breathing and exploit. 
KING. What ’s he comes here ? 


Enter BrertraM, LAFEU, and PAROLLEs. 

FIRST LORD. It is the Count Rousillon, my good lord, 
Young Bertram. 

KING. Youth, thou bear’st thy father’s face ; 
Frank nature, rather curious than in haste, 20 
Hath well compos’d thee. Thy father’s moral parts 
Mayst thou inherit too! Welcome to Paris. 

BERTRAM. My thanks and duty are your majesty’s. 
KING. I would I had that corporal soundness now, 
As when thy father and myself in friendship 25 

First tried our soldiership !_ He did look far 

Into the service of the time and was 

Discipled of the bravest : he lasted long ; 28 
But on us both did haggish age steal on, 

And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 

To talk of your good father. In his youth 

He had the wit which I can well observe 32 
To-day in our young lords; but they may jest 

Till their own scorn return to them unnoted 

Ere they can hide their levity in honour. 

So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 36 
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Were in his pride or sharpness; if they were, 
His equal had awak’d them; and his honour, 
Clock to itself, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him speak, and at this time 40 
His tongue obey’d his hand: who were below him 
He us’d as creatures of another place, 
And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks, 
Making them proud of his humility, 44 
In their poor praise he humbled. Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger times, 
Which, follow’d well, would demonstrate them now 
But goers backward. 
BERTRAM, His good remembrance, sir, 48 
Lies richer in your thoughts than on his tomb ; 
So in approof lives not his epitaph 
As in your royal speech. 
KING. Would I were with him! He would always 
say,— 52 
Methinks I hear him now : his plausive words 
He scatter’d not in ears, but grafted them, 
To grow there and to bear. ‘ Let me not live,’ — 
Thus his good melancholy oft began, 56 
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime, 
When it was out,—' Let me not live,’ quoth he, 
* After my flame lacks oil, to be the snuff 
Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses 60 
All but new things disdain; whose judgments are 
Mere fathers of their garments; whose constancies 
Expire before their fashions.’ This he wish’d : 
I, after him, do after him wish too, 64 
Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home, 
I quickly were dissolved from my hive, 
To give some labourers room. 
SECOND LORD. You are lov’d, sir : 
They that least lend it you shall lack you first. 68 
KING. I fill a place, I know ’t. How long is’t, count, 
Since the physician at your father’s died 2 F 
He was much fam’d. 
BERTRAM. Some six months since, my lord. ~ 
KING. If he were living, I would try him yet : 72 
Lend me an arm: the rest have worn me out 
With several applications: nature and sickness 
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count’; 
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My son’s no dearer. 
BERTRAM. Thank your majesty. [Exeunt. Flourish. 


Scene IIJ.—Rousillon. A Room in the Counress’s Palace. 
Enter Countess, Steward, and Clown. 

countTgEss. I will now hear: what say you of this 
gentlewoman ? 

STEWARD. Madam, the care I have had to even your 
content, I wish might be found in the calendar of my 
past endeavours ; for then we wound our modesty and 
make foul the clearness of our deservings, when of our- 
selves we publish them. 7 

COUNTESS. What does this knave here? Get you 
gone, sirrah: the complaints I have heard of you I do 
not all believe: “tis my slowness that I do not; for 
I know you lack not. folly to commit them, and have 
ability enough to make such knaveries yours. 12 

cLown. ‘Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am 
a poor fellow. 

COUNTESS. | Well, sir. 

cLtown. No, madam, ’tis not so well that I am poor, 
though many of the rich are damned. But, if I may 
have your ladyship’s good will to go to the world, Isbel 
the woman and I will do as we may. 

COUNTESS. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? 20 

crown. I do beg your good will in this case. 

COUNTESS. In what case ? 

cLown. In Isbel’s case and mine own. Service is no 
heritage ; and J think I shall never have the blessing of 
God till I have issue o’ my body, for they say barnes are 
blessings. 26 

couNTEss. Tell me thy reason why thou wilt marry. 

cLown. My poor body, madam, requires it: I am 
driven on by the flesh ; and he must needs go that the 
devil drives. 

countsss. Is this all your worship’s reason ? 

CLOWN. Faith, madam, I have other holy reasons, 
such as they are. 33 

countEss. May the world know them ? 

ctown. I have been, madam, a wicked creature, 
as you and all flesh and blood are; and, indeed, I do 
marry that I may repent. 37 
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couNTESs. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wickedness. 

CLOWN. Iam out o’ friends, madam; and I hope to 
have friends for my wife’s sake. 40 

counTEss. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

cLown. You’re shallow, madam, in great friends ; 
for the knaves come to do that for me which I am 
aweary of. He that ears my land spares my team, and 
gives me leave to in the crop: if I be his cuckold, he’s 
my drudge. He that comforts my wife is the cherisher 
of my flesh and blood; he that cherishes my flesh and 
blood loves my flesh and blood; he that loves my 
flesh and blood is my friend: ergo, he that kisses my 
wife is my friend. If men could be contented to be 
what they are, there were no fear in marriage; for 
young Charbon the puritan, and old Poysam the papist, 
howsome’er their hearts are severed in religion, their 
heads are both one; they may joul horns together like 
any deer i’ the herd. 

CoUNTESS. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and 
calumnious knave ? 57 

cLown. A prophet I, madam; and I speak the truth 
the next way : 


For I the ballad will repeat, 60 
Which men full true shall find ; 

Your marriage comes by destiny, 
Your cuckoo sings by kind. 


COUNTESS. Get you gone, sir: Dll talk with you more 
anon. 65 

STEWARD. May it please you, madam, that he bid 
Helen come to you: of her I am to speak. 

COUNTESS. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would 
speak with her ; Helen I mean. 69 


CLOWN. Was this fair face the cause, quoth she, 
Why the Grecians sacked Troy ? 
Fond done, done fond, 72 
Was this King Priam’s joy ? 
With that she sighed as she stood, 
With that she sighed as she stood 
And gave this sentence then ; 18 
Among nine bad if one be good, 
Among nine bad if one be good, 
There ’s yet one good in ten. 
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countEss. What! one good in ten ? you corrupt the 
song, sirrah. 81 

CLOWN. One good woman in ten, madam; which 
is a purifying o’ the song. Would God would serve 
the world so all the year! we'd find no fault with 
the tithe-woman if I were the parson. One in ten, 
quoth a’! An we might have a good woman born but 
for every blazing star, or at an earthquake, ’twould 
mend the lottery well: a man may draw his heart out 
ere a’ pluck one. 89 

coUNTESS. You'll be gone, sir knave, and do as I 
command you ! 

CLOWN. That man should be at woman’s command, 
and yet no hurt done! Though honesty be no puritan, 
yet it will do no hurt ; it will wear the surplice of humility 
over the black gown of a big heart. Iam going, forsooth : 
the business is for Helen to come hither. [Exit. 

COUNTESS. Well, now. 97 

STEWARD. I know, madam, you love your gentle- 
woman entirely. 

counTEss. Faith, I do: her father bequeathed her 
to me; and she herself, without other advantage, may 
lawfully make title to as much love as she finds: there 
is more owing her than is paid, and more shall be paid 
her than she’ll demand. 104 

STEWARD. Madam, I was very late more near her 
than I think she wished me: alone she was, and did 
communicate to herself her own words to her own ears ; 
she thought, I dare vow for her, they touched not any 
stranger sense. Her matter was, she loved your son: 
Fortune, she said, was no goddess, that had put such 
difference betwixt their two estates: Love no god, that 
would not extend his might, only where qualities were 
level ; Dian no queen of virgins, that would suffer her 
poor knight surprised, without rescue in the first assault 
or ransom afterward. This she delivered in the most 
bitter touch of sorrow that e’er I heard virgin exclaim 
in; which I held my duty speedily to acquaint you 
withal, sithence in the loss that may happen, it concerns 
you something to know it. 119 

counTEss. You have discharged this honestly: keep 
it to yourself. Many likelihoods informed me of this 
before, which hung so tottering in the balance that 


844 ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL  [acrT!I 


I could neither believe nor misdoubt. Pray you, leave 
me: stall this in your bosom; and I thank you for 
your honest care. I will speak with you further anon. 
[Exit Steward. 
Enter HELENA. 
Even so it was with me when I was young : 
If ever we are nature’s, these are ours ; this thorn 
Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong ; 128 
Our blood to us, this to our blood is born : 
It is the show and seal of nature’s truth, 
Where love’s strong passion is impress’d in youth : 
By our remembrances of days foregone, 132 
Such were our faults ; or then we thought them none. 
Her eye is sick ont: I observe her now. 
HELENA. What is your pleasure, madam ? 


COUNTESS. You know, Helen, 
I am a mother to you. 136 

HELENA. Mine honourable mistress. 

COUNTESS. Nay, a mother : 


Why not a mother? When I said, ‘a mother,’ 
Methought you saw a serpent : what’s in “ mother 

That you start at it ? I say, 1 am your mother ; 140 
And put you in the catalogue of those 

That were enwombed mine: ’tis often seen 

Adoption strives with nature, and choice breeds 

A native slip to us from foreign seeds ; 144 
You ne’er oppress’d me with a mother’s groan, 

Yet I express to you a mother’s care. 

God’s mercy, maiden! does it curd thy blood 

To say Iam thy mother? What’s the matter, 148 
That this distemper’d messenger of wet, 

The many-colour’d Iris, rounds thine eye ? 

Why ? that you are my daughter ? 


HELENA. That I am not. 

counTgEss. I say, 1am your mother. 

HELENA. Pardon, madam ; 
The Count Rousillon cannot be my brother : 153 


Iam from humble, he from honour’d name ; 
No note upon my parents, his all noble : 
My master, my dear lord he is; and I 156 
His servant live, and will his vassal die. 
He must not be my brother. 
COUNTESS. Nor I your mother ? 
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HELENA. You are my mother, madam: would you 
were,— 
So that my lord your son were not my brother,— 160 
Indeed my mother! or were you both our mothers, 
I care no more for than I do for heaven, 
So I were not his sister. Can ’t no other, 


But, I your daughter, he must be my brother ? 164 
counTEss. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in- 
law: 


God shield you mean it not ! daughter and mother 

So strive upon your pulse. What, pale again ? 

My fear hath catch’d your fondness: now I see 168 
The mystery of your loneliness, and find 

Your salt tears’ head: now to all sense ’tis gross 

You love my son: invention is askam’d 

Against the proclamation of thy passion, 172 
To say thou dost not: therefore tell me true ; 

But tell me then, ’tis so; for, look, thy cheeks 

Confess it, th’ one to th’ other; and thine eyer 

See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours 176 
That in their kind they speak it : only sin 

And hellish obstinacy tie thy tongue, 

That truth should be suspected. Speak, is ’t so ? 

If it be so, you have wound a goodly clew ; 180 
If it be not, forswéar ’t : howe’er, I charge thee, 

As heaven shall work in me for thine avail, 

To tell me truly. 


HELENA. Good madam, pardon me ! 183 
coUNTESS. Do you love my son 4 

HELENA, Your pardon, noble mistress ! 
COUNTESS. Love you my son ?# 

HELENA. Do not you love him, madam ? 


COUNTESS. Go not about; my love hath in’t a bond 
Whereof the world takes note : come, come, disclose 
The state of your affection, for your passions 188 
Have to the full appeach’d. 

HELENA. Then, I confess, 

Here on my knee, before high heaven and you, 

That before you, and next unto high heaven, 

I love your son. 192 
My friends were poor, but honest ; so ’s my love : 

Be not offended, for it hurts not him 

That he is lov’d of me: I follow him not 
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By any token of presumptuous suit ; 196 
Nor would I have him till I do deserve him ; 
Yet never know how that desert should be. 
I know I love in vain, strive against hope ; 
Yet, in this captious and intenible sieve 200 
I still pour in the waters of my love, 
And lack not to lose still. Thus, Indian-like, 
Religious in mine error, I adore 
The sun, that looks upon his worshipper, 204 
But knows of him no more. My dearest madam, 
Let not your hate encounter with my love 
For loving where you do: but, if yourself, 
Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth, 208 
Did ever in so true a flame of liking 
Wish chastely and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herself and Love; O! then, give pity 
To her, whose state is such that cannot choose 212 
But lend and give where she is sure to lose ; 
That seeks not to find that her search implies, 
But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies. 215 
counTEss. Had you not lately an intent, speak truly, 
To go to Paris 2 
HELENA. Madam, I had. 
COUNTESS, Wherefore ? tell true. 
HELENA. I will tell truth; by grace itself I swear. 
You know my father left me some prescriptions 
Of rare and prov’d effects, such as his reading 220 
And manifest experience had collected 
For general sovereignty ; and that he will’d me 
In heedfull’st reservation to bestow them, 
As notes whose faculties inclusive were 224 
More than they were in note. Amongst the rest, 
There is a remedy, approv’d, set down 
To cure the desperate languishings whereof 
The king is render’d lost. 
COUNTESS This was your motive 228 
For Paris, was it ? speak 
HELENA. My lord your son made me to think of this ; 
Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king, 


Had from the conversation of my thoughts 232 
Haply been absent then. 
COUNTESS. But think you, Helen, 


If you should tender your supposed aid, 
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He would receive it ? He and his physicians 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him, 236 
They, that they cannot help. How shall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools, 
Embowell’d of their doctrine, have left off 
The danger to itself ? 

HELENA. There ’s something in ’t, 240 
More than my father’s skill, which was the great’st 
Of his profession, that his good receipt 
Shall for my legacy be sanctified 
By the luckiest stars in heaven: and, would your honour 
But give me leave to try success, I’d venture 245 
The well-lost life of mine on his Grace’s cure, 
By such a day, and hour. 


COUNTESS. Dost thou believe ’t ? 

HELENA. Ay, madam, knowingly. 248 

counTgEss. Why, Helen, thou shalt have my leave 
and love, 


Means, and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To those of mine in court. Ill stay at home 


And pray God’s blessing into thy attempt. 252 

Be gone to-morrow ; and be sure of this, 

What I can help thee to thou shalt not miss. [Exeunt. 
ACT II. 


Scrnz I.—Paris. A Room in the King’s Palace. 
Flourish. Enter the Kina, with divers young Lords taking leave for 
the Florentine war; BERTRAM, PaRoLLEs, and Attendants. 

KING. Farewell, young lords: these warlike prin- 
ciples 
Do not throw from you : and you, my lords, farewell : 
Share the advice betwixt you; if both gain, all 


The gift doth stretch itself as ’tis receiv ’d, 4 
And is enough for both. 
FIRST LORD. Tis our hope, sir, 


After well enter’d soldiers, to return 
And find your Grace in health. 
KING. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 3 
Will not confess he owes the malady 
That doth my life besiege. Farewell, young lords ; 
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Whether I live or die, be you the sons 

Of worthy Frenchmen : let higher Italy— 12 
Those bated that inherit but the fall 

Of the last monarchy—see that you come 

Not to woo honour, but to wed it; when 

The bravest questant shrinks, find what you seek, 16 
That fame may cry you loud: I say, farewell. 

SECOND LoRD. Health, at your bidding, serve your 

majesty ! 

KING, Those girls of Italy, take heed of them : 

They say, our French lack language to deny 20 
If they demand : beware of being captives, 
Before your serve. 

BOTH LORDS. Our hearts receive your warnings. 

KING. Farewell. Come hither to me. [Exit, attended. 

FIRST LORD. O my sweet lord, that you will stay 

behind us ! 24 

PAROLLES. “Tis not his fault, the spark. 

SECOND LORD. O! ’tis brave wars. 

PAROLLES. Most admirable: I have seen those wars. 

BERTRAM. I am commanded here, and kept a coil 

with 
‘Too young’, and ‘ the next year’, and ‘ ’tis too early ’. 
PAROLLES. An thy mind stand to’t, boy, steal away 
bravely. 29 

BERTRAM. [I shall stay here the forehorse to a smock, 
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry, 

Till honour be bought up and no sword worn 32 
But one to dance with! By heaven! I'll steal away. 

FIRST LORD. There’s honour in the theft. 

PAROLLES. Commit it, count. 

SECOND LORD. Iam your accessary ; and so farewell. 

BERTRAM. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortured 
body. 37 

FIRST LORD. Farewell, captain. 

SECOND LORD. Sweet Monsieur Parolles ! 

PAROLLES. Noble heroes, my sword and yours are 
kin. Good sparks and lustrous, a word, good metals : 
you shall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one Captain 
Spurio, with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on 
his sinister cheek: it was this very sword entrenched 


it: say to him, I live, and observe his reports for 
me. 46 
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SECOND LORD. We shall, noble captain. [Exeunt Lords. 

PAROLLES. Mars dote on you for his novices! What 
will ye do ? 

BERTRAM. Stay; the king. 50 


Re-enter Kriya; ParoLies and Bertram retire. 

PAROLLES. Use a more spacious ceremony to the 
noble lords; you have restrained yourself within the 
list of too cold an adieu: be more expressive to them ; 
for they wear themselves in the cap of the time, there 
do muster true gait, eat, speak, and move under the in- 
fluence of the most received star ; and though the devil 
lead the measure, such are to be followed. After them, 
and take a more dilated farewell. 


BERTRAM. And I will do so. 59 
PAROLLES. Worthy fellows; and like to prove most 
sInewy swordmen. [Exeunt BerTRa«M and PAaROLLES, 


Enter Larev. 
LAFEU. [Kneeling] Pardon, my lord, for me and for 
my tidings. 
KING. Ill fee thee to stand up. 
LAFEU. Then here’s a man stands that has brought 
his pardon. 64 
I would you had kneel’d, my lord, to ask me mercy, 
And that at my bidding you could so stand up. 
KING. I would I had; so I had broke thy pate, 


And ask’d thee mercy for ’t. 68 
LAFEU. Good faith, across: but, my good lord, ’tis 
thus ; 
Will you be cur’d of your infirmity ? 
KING. No. 
LAFEU. O! will you eat no grapes, my royal fox ? 
Yes, but you will my noble grapes an if 13 


My royal fox could reach them. I have seen a medicine 
That ’s able to breathe life into a stone, 
Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary 76 
With spritely fire and motion ; whose simple touch 
‘Is powerful to araise King Pepin, nay, 
To give great Charlemain a pen in ’s hand 
And write to her a love-line. 
KING. What ‘her’ is this 4 80 
LAFEU. Why, Doctor She. My lord, there’s one 
arriv’d 
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If you will see her: now, by my faith and honour, 
If seriously I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have spoke 84 
With one, that in her sex, her years, profession, 
Wisdom, and constancy, hath amaz’d me more 
Than I dare blame my weakness. Will you see her, 
For that is her demand, and know her business ? 88 
That done, laugh well at me. 

KING. Now, good Lafeu, 
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 
May spend our wonder too, or take off thine 
By wondering how thou took’st it. 

LAFEU. Nay, Tl fit you, 92 

And not be all day neither. [Exit. 

KING. Thus he his special nothing ever prologues. 


Re-enter Lareu, with HELENA. 
LAFEU. Nay, come your ways. 
KING. This haste hath wings indeed. 
LAFEU. Nay, come your ways ; 96 
This is his majesty, say your mind to him : 
A traitor you do look like ; but such traitors 
His majesty seldom fears: I am Cressid’s uncle, 99 
That dare leave two together. Fare you well. [Exit. 
KING. Now, fair one, does your business follow us # 
HELENA. Ay, my good lord. 
Gerard de Narbon was my father ; 
In what he did profess well found. 


KING. I knew him. 104 
HELENA. The rather will I spare my praises towards 
him ; 


Knowing him is enough. On’s bed of death 
Many rec.ipts he gave me; chiefly one, 
Which, as the dearest issue of his practice, 108 
And of his old experience the only darling, 
He bade me store up as a triple eye, 
Safer than mine own two, more dear. I have so; 
And, hearing your high majesty is touch’d 112 
With that malignant cause wherein the honour 
Of my dear father’s gift stands chief in power 
I come to tender it and my appliance, 
With all bound humbleness. 
KING, We thank you, maiden 116 
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But may not be so credulous of cure, 
When our most learned doctors leave us, and 
The congregated college have concluded 
That labouring art can never ransom nature 120 
From her inaidable estate ; I say we must not 
So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 
To prostitute our past-cure malady 
To empirics, or to dissever so 124 
Our great self and our credit, to esteem 
A senseless help when help past sense we deem. 

HELENA. My duty then, shall pay me for my pains: 
I will no more enforce mine office on you ; 128 
Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts 
A modest one, to bear me back again. 

KING. I cannot give thee less, to be call’d grateful. 
Thou thought’st to help me, and such thanks I give 
As one near death to those that wish him live ; 133 
But what at full I know, thou know’st no part, 
I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 

HELENA. What I can do can do no hurt to try, 136 
Since you set up your rest ’gainst remedy. 
He that of greatest works is finisher 
Oft does them by the weakest minister : 
So holy writ in babes hath judgment shown, 140 
When judges have been babes; great floods have flown 
From simple sources ; and great seas have dried 
When miracles have by the greatest been denied. 
Oft expectation fails, and most oft there 144 
Where most it promises ; and oft it hits 
Where hope is coldest and despair most fits. 

KING. I must not hear thee: fare thee well, kind 

maid. 

Thy pains, not us’d, must by thyself be paid : 148 
Proffers not took reap thanks for their reward. 

HELENA. Inspired merit so by breath is barr’d. 
It is not so with Him that all things knows, 
As ’tis with us that square our guess by shows ; 152 
But most it is presumption in us when 
The help of heaven we count the act of men. 
Dear sir, to my endeavours give consent ; 
Of heaven, not me, make an experiment. 156 
I am not an impostor that proclaim 
Myself against the level of mine aim ; 
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But know I think, and think I know most sure, 

My art is not past power nor you past cure. 160 
KInG. Art thou so confident ? Within what space 

Hop’st thou my cure # 


HELENA. The great’st grace lending grace, 
Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring, 164 


Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 

Moist Hesperus hath quench’d his sleepy lamp, 

Or four and twenty times the pilot’s glass 

Hath told the thievish minutes how they pass, 168 

What is infirm from your sound parts shall fly, 

Health shall live free, and sickness freely die. 
kInG. Upon thy certainty and confidence 

What dar’st thou venture ? 
HELENA. Tax of impudence, 172 

A strumpet’s boldness, a divulged shame, 

Tradue’d by odious ballads : my maiden’s name 

Sear’d otherwise ; nay worse—if worse—extended 

With vilest torture let my life be ended. 176 
KING. Methinks in thee some blessed spirit doth 

speak, 

His powerful sound within an organ weak ; 

And what impossibility would slay 

In common sense, sense saves another way. 180 

Thy life is dear ; for all that life can rate 

Worth name of life in thee hath estimate ; 

Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, virtue, all 

That happiness and prime can happy call : 184 

Thou this to hazard needs must intimate 

Skill infinite or monstrous desperate. 

Sweet practiser, thy physic I will try, 

That ministers thine own death if I die. 188 
HELENA. If I break time, or flinch in property 

Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die, 

And well deserv’d. Not helping, death ’s my fee ; 


But, if I help, what do you promise me ? 192 
KING. Make thy demand. 
HELENA. But will you make it even ? 


KING. Ay, by my sceptre, and my hopes of heaven. 
rec Then shalt thou give me with thy kingly 
an 


What husband in thy power I will command 196 
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Exempted be from me the arrogance 

To choose from forth the royal blood of France, 

My low and humble name to propagate 

With any branch or image of thy state ; 200 

But such a one, thy vassal, whom I know 

Is free for me to ask, thee to bestow. 

KING. Here is my hand; the premises observ’d, 

Thy will by my performance shall be serv’d : 204 

So make the choice of thy own time, for I, 

Thy resolv’d patient, on thee still rely. 

More should I question thee, and more I must, 

Though more to know could not be more to trust, 208 

From whence thou cam’st, how tended on; but rest 

Unquestion’d welcome and undoubted blest. 

Give me some help here, ho! If thou proceed 

As high as word, my deed shall match thy deed. 212 
[Flourish. Exeunt. 


Scene II.—Rousillon. A Room in the CounrTsss’s Palace, 
Enter CounTEss and Clown. 

COUNTESS. Come on, sir; I shall now put you to the 
height of your breeding. 

cLown I will show myself highly fed and lowly 
taught. I know my business is but to the court. 4 

counTEss. _To the court! why what place make 
you special, when you put off that with such contempt ? 
* But to the court !’ 1 

cLtown. ‘Truly, madam, if God have lent a man any 
manners, he may easily put it off at court: he that 
cannot make a leg, put off’s cap, kiss his hand, and 
say nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap; and 
indeed such a fellow, to say precisely, were not for the 
court. But, for me, I have an answer will serve all men. 

counTESS. Marry, that’s a bountiful answer that fits 
all questions. 15 

cLoWN. It islikea barber’s chair that fits all buttocks ; 
the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-buttock, 
or any buttock. 

counTgEss. Will your answer serve fit to all ques- 
tions ? 20 

cLown. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an 
attorney, as your French crown’ for your taffeta punk, 
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as Tib’s rush for Tom’s forefinger, as a pancake for 
Shrove-Tuesday, a morris for May-day, as the nail to 
his hole, the cuckold to his horn, as a scolding quean 
to a wrangling knave, as the nun’s lip to the friar’s 
mouth ; nay, as the pudding to his skin. 

countEss. Have you, I say, an answer of such fitness 
for all questions ? 29 

cLowWN. From below your duke to beneath your con- 
stable, it will fit any question. 

counTEss. It must be an answer of most monstrous 
size that must fit all demands. 33 

cLown. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the 
learned should speak truth of it. Here it is, and all that 
belongs to ’t : ask me if lama courtier; it shall do you 
no harm to learn. 37 

countEss. To be young again, if we could. I will 
be a fool in question, hoping to be the wiser by your 
answer. I pray you, sir, are you a courtier ? 40 

cLtown. O Lord, sir! there’s a simple putting off. 
More, more, a hundred of them. 

countEss. Sir, lama poor friend of yours, that loves 
you. 44 

cLtown. O Lord, sir! Thick, thick, spare not me. 

countTgEss. I think, sir, you can eat none of this 
homely meat. 

cLtown. O Lord, sir! Nay, put me to ’t, I warrant 
you. 49 

COUNTESS. You were lately whipped, sir, as I think. 

cLown. O Lord, sir! Spare not me. 

counTEss. Do you cry, ‘O Lord, sir!’ at your 
whipping, and ‘Spare not me’? Indeed your ‘O Lord, 
sir!’ is very sequent to your whipping: you would 
au very well to a whipping, if you were but bound 
0 °t. 56 

cLowN. I ne’er had worse luck in my life in my 
‘O Lord, sir!’ I see things may serve long, but not 
serve ever. 

COUNTESS. I play the noble housewife with the time, 
To entertain ’t so merrily with a fool. 61 

cLown. O Lord, sir! why, there ’t serves well again. 

couNTEss. An end, sir: to your business. Give 

Helen this, 

And urge her to a present answer back : . 64 
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Commend me to my kinsmen and my son. 

This is not much. 
cLoWN. Not much commendation to them. 
countEss. Not much employment for you: you 


understand me ? 69 
cLOoWN. Most fruitfully: I am there before my legs. 
COUNTESS. Haste you again. [Exeunt severally. 


Scsne III.—Paris. A Room in the Krna’s Palace. 
Enter Bertram, Larev, and PaRoLuszs. 

LAFEU. They say miracles are past; and we have 
our philosophical persons, to make modern and familiar, 
things supernatural and causeless. Hence is it that we 
make trifles of terrors, ensconcing ourselves into seeming 
knowledge, when we should submit ourselves to an un- 
known fear. 

PAROLLES. Why, ’tis the rarest argument of wonder 
that hath shot out in our latter times. 8 

BERTRAM. And so ’tis. 

LAFEU. To be relinquished of the artists,— 

PAROLLES. So I say. 

LAFEU. Both of Galen and Paracelsus. 12 

PAROLLES. SoI say. 

LAFEU. Of all the learned and authentic fellows,— 

PAROLLES. Right; so I say. 

LAFEU. That gave him out incurable,— 16 

PAROLLES. Why, there ’tis; so say I too. 

LAFEU. Not to be helped,— 

PAROLLES. Right; as ’twere, a man assured of a— 

LAFEU. Uncertain life, and sure death. 20 

PAROLLES. Just, you say well: so would I have 
said. 

LAFEU. I may truly say it is a novelty to the world. 

PAROLLES. It is, indeed: if you will have it in show- 
ing, you shall read it in—what do you call there— 25 

LAFEU. A showing of a heavenly effect in an earthly 
actor. 

- PAROLLES. That’s it I would have said; the very 
same. 29 

LAFEU. Why, your dolphin is not lustier: ’fore me, 
I speak in respect— 

PAROLLES. Nay, ’tis strange, tis very strange, that 
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is the brief and the tedious of it; and he is of a most 
facinorous spirit, that will not acknowledge it to be 
the— 

LaFEeU. Very hand of heaven— 36 

PAROLLES. Ay, so I say. 

LAFEU. In a most weak and debile minister, great 
power, great transcendence: which should, indeed, give 
us a further use to be made than alone the recovery of 
the king, as to be generally thankful. 41 

PAROLLES. I would have said it; you say well. 
Here comes the king. 


Enter Kinc, HeLena, and Attendants. 

LAFEU. Lustig, as the Dutchman says: I'll like 
a maid the better, whilst I have a tooth in my head. 
Why, he’s able to lead her a coranto. 

PAROLLES. Mort du vinaigre! Is not this Helen / 

LAFEU. ’Fore God, I think so. 48 

KING. Go, call before me all the lords in court. 

(Exit an Attendant. 

Sit, my preserver, by thy patient’s side : 
And with this healthful hand, whose banish’d sense 
Thou hast repeal’d, a second time receive 52 
The confirmation of my promis’d gift, 
Which but attends thy naming. 


Enter several Lords. 

Fair maid, send forth thine eye: this youthful parcel 
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing, 56 
O’er whom both sovereign power and father’s voice 
I have to use: thy frank election make ; 
Thou hast power to choose, and they none to forsake. 

HELENA. To each of you one fair and virtuous mis- 

tress 60 

Fall, when Love please! marry, to each, but one, 
_ LAFEU. Id give bay Curtal, and his furniture, 
My mouth no more were broken than these boys’ 
And writ as little beard. 

KINGAY Peruse them well : 64 
Not one of those but had a noble father. 

HELENA. Gentlemen, 
Heaven hath through me restor’d the king to health. 
~ ALL. We understand it, and thank heaven for you. 
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HELENA. I ama simple maid ; and therein wealthiest 
That I protest I simply am a maid. 
Please it your majesty, I have done already : 
The blushes in my cheeks thus whisper me, 72 
‘We blush, that thou shouldst choose ; but, be refus’d, 
Let the white death sit on thy cheek for ever ; 
We'll ne’er come there again.’ 
KING, Make choice; and see, 
Who shuns thy love, shuns all his love in me. 76 
HELENA. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly, 
And to imperial Love, that god most high, 


Do my sighs stream. Sir, will you hear my suit ? 79 
FIRST LORD. And grant it. 
HELENA. Thanks, sir; all the rest is mute. 


LAFEU. I had rather be in this choice than throw 
ames-ace for my life. 

HELENA, The honour, sir, that flames in your fair 

eyes, 
Before I speak, too threateningly replies : 84 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that so wishes, and her humble love ! 

SECOND LORD. No better, if you please. 

HELENA. My wish receive, 
Which great Love grant! and sol take my leave. 88 

LAFEU. Do all they deny her? An they were sons 
of mine, I’d have them whipp’d or I would send them to 
the Turk to make eunuchs of. 

HELENA. [To third Lord.] Be not afraid that I your hand 

should take ; 92 
I'll never do you wrong for your own sake : 
Blessing upon your vows! and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed ! 95 

LAFEU. These boys are boys of ice, they'll none have 
her : sure, they are bastards to the English ; the French 
ne’er got em. 

HELENA. You are too young, too happy, and too good, 
To make yourself a son out of my blood. 100 

FOURTH LORD. Fair one, I think not so. 

LAFEU. There’s one grape yet. Iam sure thy father 
drunk wine. But if thou be’st not an ass, | am a youth 
of fourteen : I have known thee already. 104 

HELENA. [To Berrram.] I dare not say I take you; but 

I give 
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Me and my service, ever whilst I live, 
Into your guiding power. This is the man. 
KING. Why then, young Bertram, take her ; she ’s thy 


wife. 108 
BERTRAM. My wife, my liege! I shall beseech your 
highness 


In such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 


KING. Know’st thou not, Bertram, 
What she has done for me ? 
BERTRAM. Yes, my good lord ; 112 


But never hope to know why I should marry her. 

KING. Thou know’st she has raisd me from my 

sickly bed. 

BERTRAM. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
Must answer for your raising ? I know her well : 116 
She had her breeding at my father’s charge. 

A poor physician’s daughter my wife! Disdain 
Rather corrupt me ever ! 
KING. “Tis only title thou disdain’st in her, the 
which 120 
TI can build up. Strange is it that our bloods, 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour’d all together, 
Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off 
In differences so mighty. If she be 124 
All that is virtuous, save what thou dislik’st, 
A poor physician’s daughter, thou dislik’st 
Of virtue for the name; but do not so: 
From lowest place when virtuous things proceed, 128 
The place is dignified by the doer’s deed : 
Where great additions swell ’s, and virtue none, 
It is a dropsied honour. Good alone 
Is good without a name : vileness is so : 132 
The property by what it is should go, 
Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair ; 
In these to nature she ’s immediate heir, 
And these breed honour: that is honour’s scorn 136 
Which challenges itself as honour’s born, 
And is not like the sire : honours thrive 
When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our foregoers. The mere word ’s a slave, 140 
Debosh’d on every tomb, on every grave 
A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb 
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Where dust and damn’d oblivion is the tomb 

Of honour’d bones indeed. What should be said 2 

If thou canst like this creature as a maid, 145 

I can create the rest : virtue and she 

Is her own dower ; honour and wealth from me. 
BERTRAM. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do ’t. 
KING. Thou wrong’st thyself if thou shouldst strive to 


choose. 149 
HELENA. That you are well restor’d, my lord, ’m 
glad : 


Let the rest go. 
KING. My honour’s at the stake, which to defeat 
I must produce my power. Here, take her hand, 153 
Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift, 
That dost in vile misprision shackle up 
My love and her desert ; thou canst not dream 156 
We, poising us in her defective scale, 
Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know, 
It is in us to plant thine honour where 
We please to have it grow. Check thy contempt: 160 
Obey our will, which travails in thy good : 
Believe not thy disdain, but presently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 
Which both thy duty owes and our power claims; 164 
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever 
Into the staggers and the careless lapse 
Of youth and ignorance ; both my revenge and hate 
Loosing upon thee, in the name of justice, 168 
Without all terms of pity. Speak; thine answer. 
BERTRAM. Pardon, my gracious lord ; for I submit 
My fancy to your eyes. When I consider 
What great creation and what dole of honour 172 
Flies where you bid it, I find that she, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now 
The praised of the king ; who, so ennobled, 
Is, as ’twere, born so. 
KING, Take her by the hand, 176 
And tell her she is thine: to whom I promise 
A counterpoise, if not to thy estate 
A balance more replete. 
BERTRAM. I take her hand. 
KING. Good fortune and the favour of the king — 180 
Smile upon this contract ; whose ceremony } 
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Shall seem expedient on the now-born brief, 
And be perform’d to-night : the solemn feast 
Shall more attend upon the coming space, 184 
Expecting absent friends. As thou lov’st her} 
Thy love’s to me religious ; else, does err. 
[Exeunt Kinc, Bertram, Herena, Lords and Attendants. 
-LAFEU. Do you hear, monsieur ? a word with you. 

PAROLLES. Your pleasure, sir ? 188 

LAFEU. Your lord and master did well to make his 
recantation. 

PAROLLES. Recantation! My lord! my master! 

LAFEU, Ay; is it not a language I speak ? 192 

PAROLLES. A most harsh one, and not to be under- 
stood without bloody succeeding. My master ! 

LAFEU. Are you companion to the Count Rousillon ? 

PAROLLES. To any count; to all counts; to what is 
man. 197 

LAFEU. To what is count’s man: count’s master is of 
another style. 

PAROLLES. You are too old, sir; let it satisfy you, you 
are too old. 20 

LAFEU. I must tell thee, sirrah, I write man; to 
which title age cannot bring thee. 

PAROLLES, What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

LAFEU. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be 
a pretty wise fellow: thou didst make tolerable vent 
of thy travel; it might pass: yet the scarfs and the 
bannerets about thee did manifoldly dissuade me from 
believing thee a vessel of too great a burden. I have 
now found thee; when I lose thee again, I care not ; 
yet art thou good for nothing but taking up, and that 
thou’rt scarce worth. 212 

PAROLLES. Hadst thou not the privilege of antiquity 
upon thee,— 

LAFEU. Do not plunge thyself too far in anger, lest 
thou hasten thy trial; which if—Lord have mercy on 
thee for a hen! So, my good window of lattice, fare thee 
well: thy casement I need not open, for I look through 
thee. Give me thy hand. 219 

PAROLLES. My lord, you give me most egregious 
indignity. 


rere Ay, with all my heart ; and thou art worthy 
of it. , ti 
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PAROLLES. I have not, my lord, deserved it. 224 

LAFEU. Yes, good faith, every dram of it; and I 
will not bate thee a scruple. 

PAROLLES. Well, I shall be wiser. 227 

LAFEU. Een as soon as thou canst, for thou hast to 
pull at a smack o’ the contrary. If ever thou be’st bound 
in thy scarf and beaten, thou shalt find what it is to 
be proud of thy bondage. I have a desire to hold my 
acquaintance with thee, or rather my knowledge, that 
I may say in the default, he is a man I know. 233 

PAROLLES. My lord, you do me most insupportable 
vexation. 

LAFEU. I would it were hell-pains for thy sake, 
and my poor doing eternal: for doing I am past; 
as I will by thee, in what motion age will give me 
leave. (Exit. 
PAROLLES. Well, thou hast a son shall take this dis- 
grace off me; scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy lord! Well, 
I must be patient; there is no fettering of authority. 
T'll beat him, by my life, if I can meet him with any con- 
venience, an he were double and double a lord. I'll have 
no more pity of his age than I would have of—I’ll beat 
him, an if I could but meet him again ! 246 


Re-enter LaFEv. 

LAFEU. Sirrah, your lord and master’s married ; 
there ’s news for you: you have a new mistress. 

PAROLLES. I most unfeignedly beseech your lordship 
to make some reservation of your wrongs: he is my 
good lord : whom I serve above is my master. 

LAFEU. Who? God? 252 

PAROLLES. Ay, sir. 

LAFEU. The devil it is that’s thy master. Why 
dost thou garter up thy arms o’ this fashion ? dost make 
hose of thy sleeves ? do other servants so? Thou wert 
best set thy lower part where thy nose stands. By 
mine honour, if I were but two hours younger, I'd 
beat thee: methinks thou art a general offence, and 
every man should beat thee: I think thou wast created 
for men to breathe themselves upon thee. 261 

PAROLLES. ‘This is hard and undeserved measure, my 


lord. 
LAFEU. Go to, sir; you were beaten in Italy for 
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picking a kernel out of a pomegranate; you are a 
vagabond and no true traveller: you are more saucy 
with lords and honourable personages than the heraldry 
of your birth and virtue gives you commission. You 
are not worth another word, else I'd call you knave. I 


leave you. [Exit. 
PAROLLES. Good, very good; it is so then: good, 
very good. Let it be concealed awhile. 272 


Re-enter BERTRAM. 

BERTRAM. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever ! 

PAROLLES. What is the matter, sweet heart ? 

BERTRAM. Although before the solemn priest I have 

» sworn, 

I will not bed her. 276 

PAROLLES. What, what, sweet heart ? 

BERTRAM. O my Parolles, they have married me! 
[ll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her. 

PAROLLES. France is a dog-hole, and it no more 

merits 280 
The tread of a man’s foot. To the wars! 
BERTRAM. There’s letters from my mother: what 
the import is 
I know not yet. 
PAROLLES. Ay, that would be known. To the wars, 
my boy ! to the wars ! 284 
He wears his honour in a box, unseen, 
That hugs his kicky-wicky here at home, 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 
Which should sustain the bound and high curvet 288 
Of Mars’s fiery steed. To other regions ! 
France is a stable; we that dwell in ’t jades ; 
Therefore, to the war ! 

BERTRAM. It shall be so: T’ll send her to my house, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 293 
And wherefore I am fled ; write to the king 
That which I durst not speak : his present gift 
Shall furnish me to those Italian fields, 296 
Where noble fellows strike. War is no strife 
To the dark house and the detested wife. 

PAROLLES. Will this capriccio hold in thee 2 art sure 2 

BERTRAM. Go with me tomy chamber, and advise me. 
Ill send her straight away : to-morrow 301 
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Pll to the wars, she to her single sorrow. 
PAROLLES. Why, these balls bound; there’s noise in 
it. °Tis hard : 
A young man married is a man that’s marr’d: 304 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely; go: 
The king has done you wrong: but, hush! ’tis so. [Exeunt. 


Scent IV.—The Same. Another Room in the Palace. 
Enter HELENA and Clown. 

HELENA. My mother greets me kindly : is she well ? 

CLOWN. She is not well; but yet she has her health ; 
she’s very merry ; but yet she is not well: but thanks 
be given, she ’s very well, and wants nothing i’ the world ; 
but yet she is not well. 5 

HELENA. If she be very well, what does she ail that 
she’s not very well ? 

cLOWN. ‘Truly, she’s very well indeed, but. for two 
things. 9 

HELENA. What two things ? 

CLOWN. One, that she’s not in heaven, whither God 
send her quickly! the other, that she’s in earth, from 
whence God send her quickly ! 13 


Enter PAROLLES. 

PAROLLES. Bless you, my fortunate lady ! 

HELENA. I hope, sir, I have your good will to have 
mine own good fortunes. 16 

PAROLLES. You had my prayers to lead them on; 
and to keep them on, have them still. O! my knave, 
how does my old lady ? 

cLowN. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her 
money, I would she did as you say. 21 

PAROLLES, Why, I say nothing. 

cLowN. Marry, you are the wiser man; for many 
a man’s tongue shakes out his master’s undoing. To 
say nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, and to 
have nothing, is to be a great part of your title; which 
is within a very little of nothing. 

PAROLLES. Away! thou’rt a knave. 28 

cLowN. You should have said, sir, before a knave 
thou’rt a knave; that is before me thou’rt a knave: 
this had been truth, sir. 
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PAROLLES. Go to, thou art a witty fool; I have 
found thee. 33 
cLtown. Did you find me in yourself, sir? or were 
you taught to find me ? The search, sir, was profitable ; 
and much fool may you find in you, even to the world’s 
pleasure and the increase of laughter. 37 
PAROLLES. A good knave, i’ faith, and well fed. 
Madam, my lord will go away to-night ; 
A very serious business calls on him. 40 
The great prerogative and rite of love, 
Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknowledge, 
But puts it off to a compell’d restraint ; 
Whose want, and whose delay, is strew’d with sweets, 
Which they distil now in the curbed time, 45 
To make the coming hour o’erflow with joy, 
And pleasure drown the brim. 


HELENA. What ’s his will else ? 
PAROLLES. That you will take your instant leave o’ 
the king, 48 


And make this haste as your own good proceeding, 
Strengthen’d with what apology you think 
May make it probable need. 
HELENA. What more commands he ? 
PAROLLES. That, having this obtain’d, you presently 
Attend his further pleasure. 53 
HELENA. In everything I wait upon his will. 
PAROLLES. I shall report it so. 
HELENA. I pray you. Come, sirrah. 
[Exeunt. 
ScrnE V.—Another Room in the Same. 
Enter Largv and Bertram. 
LAFEU. But I hope your lordship thinks not him a 
soldier. 
BERTRAM. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof. 
LAFEU. You have it from his own deliverance. 4 
BERTRAM. And by other warranted testimony. 
LAFEU. Then my dial goes not true: I took this lark 
for a bunting. 
BERTRAM. I do assure you, my lord, he is very great 
in knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 9 
LAFEU. I have then sinned against his experience 
and transgressed against his valour; and my state that 
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way is dangerous, since I cannot yet find in my heart to 
repent. Here he comes; I pray you, make us friends ; 
I will pursue the amity. 


Enter PARoLizs, 

PAROLLES. [To Bertram.] These things shall be done, sir. 

LAFEU. Pray you, sir, who’s his tailor ? 16 

PAROLLES. Sir ? 

LAFEU. O! I know him well. Ay, sir; he, sir, is a good 
workman, a very good tailor. 

BERTRAM. [Aside to Parottes.] Is she gone to the king ? 

PAROLLES. She is. 21 

BERTRAM. Will she away to-night ? 

PAROLLES. As you'll have her. 

BERTRAM. I have writ my letters, casketed my trea- 

sure, 24 
Given orders for our horses ; and to-night, 
When I should take possession of the bride, 
End ere I do begin. A 

LAFEU. A good traveller is something at the latter 
end of a dinner; but one that lies three thirds, and uses 
a known truth to pass a thousand nothings with, should 
be once heard and thrice beaten. God save you, cap- 
tain. 32 

BERTRAM. Is there any unkindness between my lord 
and you, monsieur ? 

PAROLLES. I know not how I have deserved to run 
into my lord’s displeasure. 36 

LAFEU. You have made shift to run into’t, boots 
and spurs and all, like him that leaped into the custard ; 
and out of it you’ll run again, rather than suffer question 
for your residence. 40 

BERTRAM. It may be you have mistaken him, my 
lord. 

LAFEU. And shall do so ever, though I took him at 
his prayers. Fare you well, my lord; and believe this 
of me, there can be no kernel in this light nut ; the soul 
of this man is his clothes. Trust him not in matter of 
heavy consequence; I have kept of them tame, and 
know their natures. Farewell, monsieur: I have spoken 
better of you than you have or will to deserve at my 
hand ; but we must do good against evil. [Exit. 

PAROLLES, An idle lord, I swear. 

SH. I Ff 
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BERTRAM. I think not so. 52 
PAROLLES. Why, do you not know him ? 
BERTRAM. Yes, I do know him well; and common 
speech 
Gives him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog. 


Enter HELENA. 

HELENA. I have, sir, as I was commanded from you, 
Spoke with the king, and have procur’d his leave 57 
For present parting ; only, he desires 
Some private speech with you. 

BERTRAM. I shall obey his will. 
You must not marvel, Helen, at my course, 60 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The ministration and required office 
On my particular: prepar’d I was not 
For such a business; therefore am I found 64. 
So much unsettled. This drives me to entreat you 
That presently you take your way for home ; 

And rather muse than ask why I entreat you ; 
For my respects are better than they seem, 68 
And my appointments have in them a need 
Greater than shows itself at the first view 
To you that know them not. This to my mother. 
[Giving a letter. 


*Twill be two days ere I shall see you, so 72 
I leave you to your wisdom. 
HELENA. Sir, I can nothing say, 


But that 1am your most obedient servant. 

BERTRAM. Come, come, no more of that. 

HELENA. And ever shall 
With true observance seek to eke out that 76 
Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail’d 
To equal my great fortune. 

BERTRAM. Let that go : 

My haste is very great. Farewell : hie home. 

HELENA. Pray sir, your pardon. 

BERTRAM, Well, what would you say ? 

HELENA. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe, 81 
Nor dare I say ’tis mine, and yet it is ; 

But, like’a timorous thief, most fain would steal 
What law does vouch mine own: / 
BERTRAM. What would you have ? 
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HELENA. Something, and scarce so much: nothing 
indeed. 85 

I would not tell you what I would, my lord — 

Faith, yes ; 


Strangers and foes do sunder, and not kiss. 88 
BERTRAM. I pray you, stay not, but in haste to 
horse. 


HELENA. [I shall not break your bidding, good my 
lord. 
BERTRAM, [To Parottes.| Where are my other men, mon- 
sieur ? [To Hetena.] Farewell. [Exit HELENA. 
Go thou toward home ; where I will never come 92 
Whilst I can shake my sword or hear the drum. 
Away! and for our flight. 
PAROLLES. Bravely, coragio! —[Exeunt. 


ACT III. 


Scene I.—Florence. A Room in the DuKe®’s Palace. 
Flourish. Enter the DuKE, attended; two French. Lords, 
and Soldiers. 

DUKE. So that from point to point now have you 
heard 
The fundamental reasons of this war, 
Whose great decision hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirsts after. 
FIRST LORD. Holy seems the quarrel 4 
Upon your Grace’s part ; black and fearful 
On the opposer. 
DUKE. Therefore we marvel much our cousin France 


Would in so just a business shut his bosom 8 
Against our borrowing prayers. 
FIRST LORD. Good my lord, 


The reasons of our state I cannot yield, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a council frames 12 
By self-unable motion : therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it, since I have found 
Myself in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guess’d. 100 
DUKE. Be it his pleasure. 16 
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SECOND LoRD. But I am sure the younger of our 
nature, 
That surfeit on their ease, will day by day 
Come here for physic. 
DUKE. Welcome shall they be, 
And all the honours that can fly from us 20 
Shall on them settle. You know your places well ; 
When better fall, for your avails they fell. 
To-morrow to the field. (Flourish. Exeunt. 


Scene I].—Rousillon. A Room in the Countsss’s Palace. 
Enter Countess and Clown. 


countEss. It hath happened all as I would have had 
it, save that he comes not along with her. 

cLown. By my troth, I take my young lord to 4 
a very melancholy man. 

counTEss. By what observance, I pray you ? 

cLown. Why, he will look upon his boot and sing ; 
mend the ruff and sing; ask questions and sing; pick 
his teeth and sing. I know a man that had this trick 
of melancholy sold a goodly manor for a song. 9 

COUNTESS. [Opening aletter.] Let me see what he writes, 
and when he means to come. 

crown. I have no mind to Isbel since I was at 
court. Our old ling and our Isbels o’ the country are 
nothing like your old ling and your Isbels o’ the court : 
the brains of my Cupid ’s knocked out, and I begin to 
love, as an old man loves money, with no stomach. 16 

counTESS. What have we here ? 

CLOWN. KE’en that you have there. [Exit. 

countess. “I have sent you a daughter-in-law : she 
hath recovered the king, and undone me. I have wedded 
her, not bedded her; and sworn to make the “not” 
eternal. You shall hear Iam run away: know it before 
the report come. If there be breadth enough in the world, 
I will hold a long distance. My duty to you. 24 

Your unfortunate son, 
BERTRAM.’ 

This is not well : rash and unbridled boy, 
To fly the favours of so good a king ! 28 
To pluck his indignation on thy head 
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By the misprising of a maid too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire ! 


Re-enter Clown, 

CLOWN. O madam! yonder is heavy news within 
between two soldiers and my young lady. 33 

couNTEss. What is the matter ? 

cLoWN. Nay, there is some comfort in the news, some 
comfort ; your son will not be killed so soon as I thought 
he would. 37 

couNTESsS. Why should he be killed ? 

CLOWN. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I hear 
he does : the danger is in standing to ’t; that’s the loss 
of men, though it be the getting of children. Here they 
come will tell you more ; for my part, I only hear your 
son was run away. (Exit. 


Enter HELENA and two Geutlemen. 
FIRST GENTLEMAN. Save you, good madam. 44 
HELENA. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone. 
SECOND GENTLEMAN. Do not say so. 
couNnTEss. Think upon patience. Pray you, gentle- 
men, 
I have felt so many quirks of joy and grief, 48 
That the first face of neither, on the start, 
Can woman me unto ’t: where is my son, I pray you ? 
SECOND GENTLEMAN. Madam, he’s gone to serve the 
Duke of Florence : 
We met him thitherward ; for thence we came, 52 
And, after some dispatch in hand at court, 
Thither we bend again. 
HELENA. Look on his letter, madam; here’s my 
passport. 
‘When thou canst get the ring upon my finger, which 
never shall come off, and show me a child begotten of 
thy body that I am father to, then call me husband : 


ee) 


but in such a ‘“‘ then” I write a “‘ never ”’. 


This is a dreadful sentence. 60 
countess. Brought you this letter, gentlemen ? 
FIRST GENTLEMAN. Ay, madam ; 


And for the contents’ sake are sorry for our pains. 
countEss. I prithee, lady, have a better cheer ; 
If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine, 64 
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Thou robb’st me of a moiety : he was my son, 

But I do wash his name out of my blood, 

And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he ? 
SECOND GENTLEMAN. Ay, madam. 


COUNTESS. And to be a soldier ? 
SECOND GENTLEMAN. Such is his noble purpose ; and, 
believe ’t, 69 


The duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That good convenience claims. 


COUNTESS. Return you thither ? 
FIRST GENTLEMAN. Ay, madam, with the swiftest 
wing of speed. 72 


HELENA. ‘Till I have no wife, I have nothing in 
«| France.’ 


’Tis bitter. 
counTEss. Find you that there ? 
HELENA. Ay, madam. 
FIRST GENTLEMAN. ‘Tis but the boldness of his hand, 
haply, which his heart was not consenting to. 76 


countTEss. Nothing in France until he have no wife ! 
There ’s nothing here that is too good for him 
But only she; and she deserves a lord 
That twenty such rude boys might tend upon, 80 
And call her hourly mistress. Who was with him ? 
FIRST GENTLEMAN. A servant only, and a gentleman 
Which I have sometime known. 


COUNTESS. Parolles, was it not ? 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Ay, my good lady, he. 84 

couNTESS. A very tainted fellow, and full of wicked- 
ness. 


My son corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 
FIRST GENTLEMAN. Indeed, good lady, 
The fellow has a deal of that too much, 88 
Which holds him much to have. 
coUNTEsS. Y’are welcome, gentlemen. 
I will entreat you, when you see my son, 
To tell him that his sword can never win 92 
The honour that he loses: more I’ll entreat you 
Written to bear along. 
SECOND GENTLEMAN. | We serve you, madam, 
In that and all your worthiest affairs. 95 
COUNTESS. Not so, but as we change our courtesies. 
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Will you draw near ? {Exeunt Counresss and Gentlemen. 
HELENA. ‘Till 1 have no wife, I have nothing in 
France.’ 


Nothing in France until he has no wife ! 

Thou shalt have none, Rousillon, none in France ; 100 
Then hast thou all again. Poor lord! is ’t I 

That chase thee from thy country, and expose 

Those tender limbs of thine to the event 

Of the none-sparing war? and is it I 104. 
That drive thee from the sportive court, where thou 
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 

Of smoky muskets ? O you leaden messengers, 

That ride upon the violent speed of fire, 108 
Fly with false aim ; move the still-piecing air, 

That sings with piercing ; do not touch my lord! 
Whoever shoots at him, I set him there ; 

Whoever charges on his forward breast, 112 
1 am the caitiff that do hold him to ’t ; 

And, though I kill him not, I am the cause 

His death was so effected : better ’twere 

I met the ravin lion when he roar’d 116 
With sharp constraint of hunger ; better *twere 

That all the miseries which nature owes 

Were mine at once. No, come thou home, Rousillon, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a scar, 120 
As oft it loses all : I will be gone ; 

My being here it is that holds thee hence : 

Shall I stay here to do ’t ? no, no, although 

The air of paradise did fan the house, 124 
And angels offie’d all: I will be gone, 

That pitiful rumour may report my flight, 

To consolate thine ear. Come, night ; end, day ! 127 
For with the dark, poor thief, Ill steal away. (Exit. 


Scrne III.—Florence. Before the Duxkn’s Palace. 
Flourish. Enter Duxn, BERTRAM, PAROLES, Soldiers. 
Drum and Trumpets. 

DUKE. The general of our horse thou art; and we, 
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence 
Upon thy promising fortune. 
' BERTRAM. Sir, it is 
A charge too heavy for my strength, but yet 4 
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We'll strive to bear it for your worthy sake 
To the extreme edge of hazard. 
DUKE. Then go thou forth, 
And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm 
As thy auspicious mistress ! 
BERTRAM. This very day, 8 
Great Mars, I put myself into thy file : 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I shall prove 
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [Exeunt. 


Scene IV.—Rousillon. A Room in the Counrsss’s Palace. 
Enter CounTEss and Steward. 
.countrss. Alas! and would you take the letter of 
her ? 
Might you not know she would do as she has done, 
By sending me a letter ? Read it again. 
STEWARD. ‘Iam Saint Jaques’ pilgrim, thither gone : 
Ambitious love hath so in me offended 5 
That bare-foot plod I the cold ground upon 
With sainted vow my faults to have amended. 
Write, write, that from the bloody course of war, 8 
My dearest master, your dear son, may hie : 
Bless him at home in peace, whilst I from far 
His name with zealous fervour sanctify : 
His taken labours bid him me forgive ; 12 
I, his despiteful Juno, sent him forth 
From courtly friends, with camping foes to live, 
Where death and danger dog the heels of worth : 
He is too good and fair for Death and me ; 16 
Whom I myself embrace, to set him free.’ 
countTEss. Ah, what sharp stings are in her mildest 


words ! 
Rinaldo, you did never lack advice so much, 
As letting her pass so: had I spoke with her, 20 


I could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus she hath prevented. 

STEWARD. Pardon me, madam : 
If I had given you this at over-night 
She might have been o’erta’en ; and yet she writes, 
Pursuit would be but vain. 

COUNTESS. What angel shall 25 
Bless this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive, 
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Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear, 

And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 28 
Of greatest justice. Write, write, Rinaldo, 

To this unworthy husband of his wife ; 

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth 

That he does weigh too light : my greatest grief, 32 
Though little he do feel it, set down sharply. 

Dispatch the most convenient messenger : 

When haply he shall hear that she is gone, 

He will return ; and hope I may that she, 36 
Hearing so much, will speed her foot again, 

Led hither by pure love. Which of them both 

Is dearest to me I have no skill in sense 

To make distinction. Provide this messenger. 40 
My heart is heavy and mine age is weak ; 

Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me speak. [Exeunt. 


Scene V.—Without the Walls of Florence. 
A tucket afar off. Enter a Widow of Florence, Diana, VIOLENTA, 
Mariana, and other Citizens. 

wipow. Nay, come ; for if they do approach the city 
we shall lose all the sight. 

DIANA. They say the French Count has done most 
honourable service. 4 

wipow. It is reported that he has taken their 
greatest commander, and that with his own hand he 
slew the duke’s brother. We have lost our labour ; 
they are gone a contrary way: hark! you may know 
by their trumpets. 9 

MARIANA. Come; let’s return again, and suffice our- 
selves with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of 
this French earl : the honour of a maid is her name, and 
no legacy is so rich as honesty. 13 

wipow. Ihave told my neighbour how you have been 
solicited by a gentleman his companion. 

MARIANA. I know that knave; hang him! one 
Parolles : a filthy officer he is in those suggestions for 
the young earl. Beware of them, Diana ; their promises, 
enticements, oaths, tokens, and all these engines of 
lust, are not the things they go under: many a maid 
hath been seduced by them ; and the misery is, example, 
that so terrible shows in the wrack of maidenhood, 
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cannot for all that dissuade succession, but that they 
are limed with the twigs that threaten them. I hope 
I need not to advise you further; but I hope your 
own grace will keep you where you are, though there 
were no further danger known but the modesty which 
is so lost. 28 

DIANA. You shall not need to fear me. 

wipow. I hope so. Look, here comes a pilgrim : 
I know she will lie at my house ; thither they send one 
another. I'll question her. 32 


Enter Hretena in the dress of a Pilgrim. 
God save you, pilgrim! whither are you bound ? 
HELENA. To Saint Jaques le Grand. 
Where do the palmers lodge, I do beseech you ? 
wipow. At the Saint Francis, here beside the port. 
HELENA. Is this the way ? 
WIDOW. Ay, marry,ist. Hark you! 37 
[A march afar off. 
They come this way. If you will tarry, holy pilgrim, 
But till the troops come by, 
I will conduct you where you shall be lodg’d : 40 
The rather, for I think I know your hostess 
As ample as myself. 
HELENA. Is it yourself ? 
wipow. If you shall please so, pilgrim. 43 
HELENA. I thank you, and will stay upon your leisure. 
wibow. You came, I think, from France 2? 
HELENA. I did so. 
wipow. Here you shall see a countryman of yours 
That has done worthy service. 
HELENA. His name, I pray you. 
DIANA. The Count Rousillon: know you such a one? 
HELENA. But by the ear, that hears most nobly of him; 
His face I know not. 
DIANA. Whatsoe’er he is, 
He ’s bravely taken here. He stole from France, 
As ’tis reported, for the king had married him 52 
Against his liking. Think you it is so? 
HELENA. Ay, surely, mere the truth : I know his lady. 
DIANA. There is a gentleman that serves the count. 
Reports but coarsely of her. 
HELENA. What ’s his name? 56 
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DIANA. Monsieur Parolles, 

HELENA. O! I believe with him, 
In argument of praise, or to the worth 
Of the great count himself, she is too mean 
To have her name repeated : all her deserving 60 
Is a reserved honesty, and that 
[have not heard examin’d. 


DIANA. Alas, poor lady ! 
‘Tis a hard bondage to become the wife 
Of a detesting lord. 64 


wibow. Ay, right ; good creature, wheresoe’er she is, 
Her heart weighs sadly. This young maid might do her 
A shrewd turn if she pleas’d. 


HELENA. How do you mean ? 
May be the amorous count solicits her 68 
In the unlawful purpose. 

WIDOW. He does, indeed ; 


And brokes with all that can in such a suit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid : 


But she is arm’d for him and keeps her guard 12 
In honestest defence. 
MARIANA. The gods forbid else ! 


Enter, with drum and colours, a party of the Florentine army, 
BerTRAM and PAROLLES. 
wipow. So, now they come. 
That is Antonio, the duke’s eldest son ; 
That, Escalus. 
HELENA. Which is the Frenchman ? 
DIANA. He ; 716 

That with the plume: ‘tis a most gallant fellow ; 

I would he lov’d his wife. If he were honester, 

He were much goodlier ; is ’t not a handsome gentleman ? 
HELENA. I like him well. 80 
DIANA. ‘Tis pity he is not honest. Yond ’s that same 

knave 

That leads him to these places: were I his lady 

I would poison that vile rascal. 

HELENA. Which is he ? 
DIANA. That jack-an-apes with scarfs. Why is he 

melancholy ? 85 
HELENA. Perchance he’s hurt i’ the battle. 
PAROLLES. Lose our drum! well. 
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MARIANA. He’s shrewdly vexed at something. Look, 
he has spied us. 89 
wipow. Marry, hang you! 
MARIANA. And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier ! 
[Exeunt BERTRAM, PAROLLES, Officers, and Soldiers. 
wipow. The troop is past. Come, pilgrim, I will 
bring you 92 
Where you shall host : of enjoin’d penitents 
There ’s four or five, to great Saint Jaques bound, 
Already at my house. 
HELENA. I humbly thank you. 
Please it this matron and this gentle maid 96 
To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me ; and, to requite you further, 


I will bestow some precepts of this virgin 99 
Worthy the note. 
BOTH. We'll take your offer kindly. —_ [Exeunt. 


Scene VI.—Camp before Florence. 
Enter BERTRAM and the two French Lords. 

FIRST LORD. Nay, good my lord, put him to’t: let 
him have his way. 

SECOND LORD. If your lordship find him not a hilding, 
hold me no more in your respect. 

FIRST LORD. On my life, my lord, a bubble. 

BERTRAM. Do you think I am so far deceived in 
him ? 

FIRST LORD. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice, but to speak of him 
as my kinsman, he’s a most notable coward, an infinite 
and endless liar, an hourly promise-breaker, the owner 
of no one good quality worthy your lordship’s enter- 
tainment. 13 

SECOND LORD. It were fit you knew him; lest, re- 
posing too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might 
at some great and trusty business in a main danger 
fail you. 17 

BERTRAM. I would I knew in what particular action 
to try him. 

SECOND LORD. None better than to let him fetch off 
his drum, which you hear him so confidently undertake 
to do. 22 


FIRSTLORD. I, with a troop of Florentines, . will 
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suddenly surprise him: such I will have whom I am 
sure he knows not from the enemy. We will bind and 
hoodwink him so, that he shall suppose no other but 
that he is carried into the leaguer of the adversaries, 
when we bring him to our own tents. Be but your 
lordship present at his examination: if he do not, for 
the promise of his life and in the highest compulsion 
of base fear, offer to betray you and deliver all the 
intelligence in his power against you, and that with 
the divine forfeit of his soul upon oath, never trust my 
judgment in anything. 34 

SECOND LORD. Q! for the love of laughter, let him 
fetch his drum : he says he has a stratagem for ’t. When 
your lordship sees the bottom of his success in ’t, and to 
what metal this counterfeit lump of ore will be melted, 
if you give him not John Drum’s entertainment, your 
inclining cannot be removed. Here he comes. 40 

FIRST LORD. O! for the love of laughter, hinder not 
the honour of his design: let him fetch off his drum in 
any hand. 

Enter PAROLLES., 

BERTRAM. How now, monsieur! this drum sticks 
sorely in your disposition. 45 

SECOND LORD. A pox on’t! let it go: ’tis but a 
drum. 

PAROLLES. ‘But a drum’! Is’t ‘but a drum’? 
A drum so lost! There was excellent command, to 
charge in with our horse upon our own wings, and to 
rend our own soldiers ! 51 

SECOND LORD. That was not to be blamed in the 
command of the service: it was a disaster of war that 
Cesar himself could not have prevented if he had been 
there to command. 55 

BERTRAM. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our 
success: some dishonour we had in the loss of that 
drum; but it is not to be recovered. 

PAROLLES. It might have been recovered. 

BERTRAM. It might; but it is not now. 60 

PAROLLES. It is to be recovered. But that the merit 
of service is seldom attributed to the true and exact 
performer, I would have that drum or another, or hic 
jacet.. 64 

BERTRAM. Why, if you have a stomach to ’t, mon- 
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sieur, if you think your mystery in stratagem can bring 
this instrument of honour again into its native quarter, 
be magnanimous in the enterprise and go on; I will 
grace the attempt for a worthy exploit: if you speed 
well in it, the duke shall both speak of it, and extend 
to you what further becomes his greatness, even to the 
utmost syllable of your worthiness. 72 

PAROLLES. By the hand of a soldier, I will under- 
take it. 

BERTRAM. But you must not now slumber in if. 

PAROLLES. I'll about it this evening: and I will 
presently pen down my dilemmas, encourage myself in 
my_certainty, put myself into my mortal preparation, 
and by midnight look to hear further from me. 

BERTRAM. May I be bold to acquaint his Grace you 
are gone about it ? 81 

PAROLLES. I know not what the success will be, my 
lord ; but the attempt I vow. 

BERTRAM. I know thou'rt valiant; and, to the possi- 
bility of thy soldiership will subscribe for thee. Fare- 
well. 

PAROLLES. I love not many words. [Exit. 

FIRST LORD. No more than a fish loves water. Is 
not this a strange fellow, my lord, that so confidently 
seems to undertake this business, which he knows is 
not to be done; damns himself to do, and dares better 
be damned than to do ’t ? 92 

SECOND LORD. You do not know him, my lord, as 
we do: certain it is, that he will steal himself into 
a man’s favour, and for a week escape a great deal of 
discoveries ; but when you find him out you have him 
ever after. 97 

BERTRAM. Why, do you think he will make no deed 
at all of this that so seriously he does address himself 
unto ? 100 

FIRST LORD. None in the world; but return with an 
invention and clap upon you two or three probable lies. 
But we have almost embossed him, you shall see his 
fall to-night; for, indeed, he is not for your lordship’s 
respect. 105 

SECOND LORD. We’ll make you some sport with the 
fox ere we case him. He was first smoked by the old 
Lord Lafeu : when his disguise and he is parted, tell me 
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what a sprat you shall find him; which you shall see this 
very night. 

FIRST LORD. I must go look my twigs: he shall be 
caught. 112 
BERTRAM. Your brother he shall go along with me. 

FIRST LORD. Ast please your lordship: [ll leave 
you. [Exit. 
BERTRAM. Now willl lead you to the house, and show 
you 116 
The lass I spoke of. 
SECOND LORD. But you say she’s honest. 
BERTRAM. That’sallthefault. Ispoke with her but once, 
And found her wondrous cold ; but I sent to her, 
By this same coxcomb that we have i’ the wind, 120 
Tokens and letters which she did re-send ; 
And this is all I have done. She’s a fair creature ; 
Will you go see her ? 
SECOND LORD. With all my heart, my lord. (Exeunt. 


Scene VII.—Florence. A Room in the Widow’s House. 
Enter HeLena and Widow. 

HELENA. If you misdoubt me that 1 am not she, 

I know not how I shall assure you further, 
But I shall lose the grounds I work upon. 

wipow. Though my estate be fall’n, I was well born, 
Nothing acquainted with these businesses ; 5 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act. 

HELENA. Nor would I wish you. 

First, give me trust, the county is my husband, 8 
And what to your sworn counsel I have spoken 

Is so from word to word ; and then you cannot, 

By the good aid that I of you shall borrow, 

Err in bestowing it. 

WIDOW. I should believe you : 12 
For you have show’d me that which well approves 
Youre great in fortune. 

HELENA. Take this purse of gold, 

And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 

Which I will over-pay and pay again 16 
When I have found it. The county woos your daughter, 
_ Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty 
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Resolv’d to carry her: let:her in fine consent, 
As we'll direct her how ’tis best to bear it. 20 
Now, his important blood will naught deny 
That she’ll demand : a ring the county wears, 
That downward hath succeeded in his house 
From son to son, some four or five descents 24 
Since the first father wore it: this ring he holds 
In most rich choice ; yet, in his idle fire, 
To buy his will, it would not seem too dear, 
Howe’er repented after. 

Wwibow. Now I see 28 
The bottom of your purpose. 

HELENA. You see it lawful then. It is no more, 
But that your daughter, ere she seems as won, 
Desires this ring, appoints him an encounter, 32 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time, 
Herself most chastely absent. After this, 
To marry her, I'll add three thousand crowns 
To what is past already. 

Wwibow. I have yielded. 36 
Instruct my daughter how she shall persever, 
That time and place with this deceit so lawful 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With musics of all sorts and songs compos’d 40 
To her unworthiness : it nothing steads us 
To chide him from our eaves, for he persists 
As if his life lay on ’t. 

HELENA. Why then to-night 
Let us assay our plot ; which, if it speed, 44 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed, 
And lawful meaning in a lawful act, 
Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fact. 4T 
But let ’s about it. 


{Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 


Scene I.—Without the Florentine Camp. 
Enter First French Lord, with five or six Soldiers in ambush. 
FIRST LORD. He can come no other way but by this 
hedge-corner. When you sally upon him, speak what 


terrible language you will: though you understand it 
not yourselves, no matter; for we must not seem to 
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understand him, unless some one among us, whom we 
must produce for an interpreter. 

FIRST SOLDIER. Good captain, let me be the inter- 
preter. 8 

FIRST LORD. Art not acquainted with him? knows 
he not thy voice ? 

FIRST SOLDIER. No, sir, I warrant you. 

FIRST LORD. But what linsey-woolsey hast thou to 
speak to us again ? 13 

FIRST SOLDIER. Even such as you speak to me. 

FIRST LORD. He must think us some band of 
strangers i’ the adversary’s entertainment. Now, he 
hath a smack of all neighbouring languages ; therefore 
we must every one be a man of his own fancy, not to 
know what we speak one to another; so we seem to 
know, is to know straight our purpose: chough’s lan- 
guage, gabble enough, and good enough. As for you, 
interpreter, you must seem very politic. But couch, ho! 
here he comes, to beguile two hours in a sleep, and then 
to return and swear the lies he forges. 24 

Enter PaRoLues. 

PAROLLES. Ten o'clock: within these three hours 
twill be time enough to go home. What shall I say 
I have done? It must be a very plausive invention 
that carries it. They begin to smoke me, and disgraces 
have of late knocked too often at my door. I find my 
tongue is too foolhardy; but my heart hath the fear 
of Mars before it and of his creatures, not daring the 
reports of my tongue. 32 

FIRST LORD. This is the first truth that e’er thine own 
tongue was guilty of. 

PAROLLES. What the devil should move me to under- 
take the recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of 
the impossibility, and knowing I had no such purpose ! 
I must give myself some hurts and say I got them in 
exploit. Yet slight ones will not carry it : they will say, 
‘Cana you off with so little?’ and great ones I dare 
not give. Wherefore, what’s the instance. Tongue, I 
must put you into a butter-woman’s mouth, and buy 
myself another Bajazet’s mute, if you prattle me into 
these perils. A4 

FIRST LORD. Is it possible he should know what he is, 
and be that he is ? 
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PAROLLES. I. would the cutting of my garments 
would serve the turn or the breaking of my Spanish 
sword. 49 

FIRST LORD. We cannot afford you so. 

PAROLLES. Or the baring of my beard, and to say # 
was in stratagem. 

FIRST LORD. °Twould not do. 

PAROLLES. Or to drown my clothes, and say I was 
stripped. 

FIRST LORD. Hardly serve. 56 

PAROLLES. Though I swore I leaped from the window 
of the citadel— 

FIRST LORD. How deep ? 

‘PAROLLES. Thirty fathom. 60 

FIRST LORD. Three great oaths would scarce make 
that be believed. 

PAROLLES. I would I had any drum of the enemy’s : 
I would swear I recovered it. 64 

FIRST LORD. ‘Thou shalt hear one anon. 

PAROLLES. A drum now of the enemy’s ! [Alarum within. 

FIRST LORD. Throca moyousus, cargo, cargo, cargo. 

ALL. Cargo, cargo, villianda par corbo, cargo. 68 

(They seize and blindfold him. 

PAROLLES. O! ransom, ransom! Do not hide mine 

eyes. 

FIRST SOLDIER. Boskos thromuldo boskos. 

PAROLLES. I know you are the Muskos’ regiment ; 
And I shall lose my life for want of language. 72 
If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 

talian, or French, let him speak to me: 
{ will discover that which shall undo 
The Florentine. 

FIRST SOLDIER.. Boskos vauvado : 76 
i understand thee, and can speak thy tongue : 
Kerelybonto » Sir, 

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards 
Are at thy bosom. 


PAROLLES. O! , 

FIRST SOLDIER. 0.1 pray, prays Bray yr tn. 80 
Manka revania dulche. 

FIRST LORD. Oscorbidulchos volivorco. 


FIRST SOLDIER. The general is content to spare thee 
yet ; 
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To gather from thee :) haply thou may’st inform 84 
Something to save thy life. 
PAROLLES. O! let me live, 


And all the secrets of our camp Ill show, 
Their force, their purposes ; nay, I'll speak that 
Which you will wonder at. 


FIRST SOLDIER. But wilt thou faithfully ? 88 
PAROLLES. If I do not, damn me. 
FIRST SOLDIER. Acordo linta. 


Come on; thou art granted space. 
(Exit, with PARoLLeEs guarded. A short alarum within. 
FIRST LORD. Go, tell the Count Rousillon, and my 


brother, 
We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him 
muffled 92 
Till we do hear from them. 
SECOND SOLDIER. Captain, I will. 


FIRST LORD. A’ will betray us all unto ourselves : 
Inform on that. 


SECOND SOLDIER. So I will, sir. 96 
FIRST LORD. Till then, ll keep him dark and safely 
lock’d. {Exeunt. 


ScrenE II.—Florence. A Room in the Widow’s House. 
Enter BERTRAM and Diana. 
BERTRAM. They told me that your name was Fonti- 
bell. 
DIANA. No, my good lord, Diana. 


BERTRAM. Titled goddess ; 
And worth it, with addition! But, fair soul, 
In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 4 


If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument : 
When you are dead, you should be such a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and stern ; 8 
And now you should be as your mother was 
When your sweet self was got. 
pIaANA. She then was honest. 
BERTRAM. So should you be. 
DIANA.. No: 
My mother did but duty; such, my lord, 12 


884 ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL [activ 


As you owe to your wife. ° 
BERTRAM. No more o’ that ! 
I prithee do not strive against my vows. 
I was compell’d to her; but I love thee 
By love’s own sweet constraint, and will for ever 16 
Do thee all rights of service. 
DIANA. Ay, so you serve us 
Till we serve you; but when you have our roses, 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves 19 
And mock us with our bareness. 
BERTRAM. How have I sworn ! 
DIANA. *Tis not the many oaths that make the truth, 
But the plain single vow that is vow’d true. 
What is not holy, that we swear not by, 
But take the Highest to witness: then, pray you, tell 
me, 24 
If I should swear by God’s great attributes 
I lov’d you dearly, would you believe my oaths, 
When I did love you ill ? this has no holding, 
To swear by him whom I protest to love, 28 
That I will work against him: therefore your oaths 
Are words and poor conditions, but unseal’d ; 
At least in my opinion. 
BERTRAM. Change it, change it. 
Be not so holy-cruel : love is holy ; 32 
And my integrity ne’er knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with. Stand no more off, 
But give thyself unto my sick desires, 
Who then recover: say thou art mine, and ever 36 
My love as it begins shall so persever. 
DIANA. I see that men make ropes in such a scarr 
That we'll forsake ourselves. Give me that ring. 
BERTRAM. I'll lend it thee, my dear; but have no 
power 40 
To give it from me. 
DIANA. Will you not, my lord ? 
BERTRAM. It is an honour ‘longing to our house, 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors, 
Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world 44 
In me to lose. 
DIANA. Mine honour ’s such a ring : 
My chastity ’s the jewel of our house, 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors, 
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Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world 48 
in me to lose. Thus your own proper wisdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part 
Against your vain assault. 

BERTRAM. Here, take my ring : 
My house, mine honour, yea, my life, be thine, 52 
And [ll be bid by thee. 

DIANA. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber- 

window : 

Vl order take my mother shall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 56 
When you have conquer’d my yet maiden bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor speak to me. 
My reasons are most strong ; and you shall know them 
When back again this ring shall be deliver’d : 60 
And on your finger in the night Pll put 
Another ring, that what in time proceeds 
May token to the future our past deeds. 
Adieu, till then ; then, fail not. You have won 64 
A wife of me, though there my hope be done. 

BERTRAM. A heaven on earth I have won by wooing 


thee. [Exit. 

DIANA. For which live long to thank both heaven and 
me ! 

You may so in the end. 68 


My mother told me just how he would woo 

As if she sat in’s heart ; she says all men 

Have the like oaths : he had sworn to marry me 

When his wife ’s dead ; therefore Ill lie with him 12 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so braid, 
Marry that will, I live and die a maid : 

Only in this disguise I think ’t no sin 75 
To cozen him that would unjustly win. [Exit. 


Sczene III.—The Florentine Camp. 
Enter the two French Lords, and two or three Soldiers. 

FIRST LORD. You have not given him his mother’s 
letter ? 

SECOND LORD. I have delivered it an hour since: 
there is something in ’t that stings his nature, for on the 
reading it he changed almost into another man. 5 

FIRST LORD. He has much worthy blame laid upon 


. 
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him for shaking off so good a wife and so sweet a lady. 

SECOND LORD. Especially he hath incurred the ever- 
lasting displeasure of the king, who had even tuned his 
bounty to sing happiness to him. I will tell you a thing, 
but you shall let it dwell darkly with you. 

FIRST LORD. When you have spoken it, ‘tis dead, and 
Tam the grave of it. 13 

SECOND LoRD. He hath perverted a young gentle- 
woman here in Florence, of a most chaste renown; and 
this night he fleshes his will in the spoil of her honour : 
he hath given her his monumental ring, and thinks him- 
self made in the unchaste composition. 

FIRST LORD. Now, God delay our rebellion! as we 
are ourselves, what things are we ! 20 

SECOND LORD. Merely our own traitors: and as in 
the common course of all treasons, we still see them 
reveal themselves, till they attain to their abhorred 
ends, so he that in this action contrives against his own 
nobility, in his proper stream o’erflows himself. 25 

FIRST LORD. Is it not most damnable in us, to be 
trumpeters of our unlawful intents ? We shall not then 
have his company to-night ? 28 

SECOND LoRD. Not till after midnight, for he is dieted 
to his hour. 

FIRST LORD. That approaches apace: I would gladly 
have him see his company anatomized, that he might 
take a measure of his own judgments, wherein so 
curiously he had set this counterfeit. 34 

SECOND LORD, We will not meddle with him till he 
come, for his presence must be the whip of the other. 

FIRST LORD. In the meantime what hear you of these 
wars ? 38 

SECOND LORD. [I hear there is an overture of peace. 

FIRST LORD. Nay, I assure you, a peace concluded. 

SECOND LORD. What will Count Rousillon do then ? 
will he travel higher, or return again into France ? 

FIRST LORD. I perceive by this demand, you are not 
altogether of his council. 44 

SECOND LORD. Let it be forbid, sir; so should I be 
a great deal of his act. 

FIRST LORD. Sir, his wife some two months since 
fled from his house: her pretence is a pilgrimage to 
Saint Jaques le Grand; which holy undertaking with 
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most austere sanctimony she accomplished ; and, there 
residing, the tenderness of her nature became as a prey 
to her grief; in fine, made a groan of her last breath, 
and now she sings in heaven. 53 

SECOND LORD. How is this justified ? 

FIRST LORD. The stronger part of it»by her own 
letters, which make her story true, even to the point of 
her death : her death itself, which could not be her office 
to say is come, was faithfully confirmed by the rector of 
the place. 59 

SECOND LORD. Hath the count all this intelligence ? 

FIRST LORD. Ay, and the particular confirmations, 
point from point, to the full arming of the verity. 

SECOND LORD. I am heartily sorry that he’ll be glad 
of this. 64 

FIRST LORD. How mightily sometimes we make us 
comforts of our losses ! 

SECOND LORD. And how mightily some other times 
we drown our gain in tears! The great dignity that his 
valour hath here acquired for him shall at home be 
encountered with a shame as ample. 70 

FIRST LORD. The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together: our virtues would be proud if 
our faults whipped them not; and our crimes would 
despair if they were not cherished by our virtues. 


Enter a Servant. 
How now! where’s your master ? 5 
SERVANT. He met the duke in the street, sir, of 
whom he hath taken a solemn leave: his lordship will 
next morning for France.. The duke hath offered him 
letters of commendations to the king. 
SECOND LORD. They shall be no more than needful 
there, if they were more than they can commend. _ 81 
FIRST LORD. They cannot be too sweet for the king’s 
tartness. Here ’s his lordship now. 


Enter BERTRAM, 
How now, my lord: ist not after midnight ? 84 
BERTRAM. I have to-night dispatched sixteen. busi- 
nesses, a month’s length a-piece, by an abstract ot 
success: I have conge’d with the duke, done my adieu 


‘ 
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with his nearest, buried a wife, mourned for her, writ to 
my lady mother I am returning, entertained my convoy ; 
and between these main parcels of dispatch effected many 
nicer needs: the last was the greatest, but that I have 
not ended yet. 92 

SECOND LORD. If the business be of any difficulty, and 
this morning your departure hence, it requires haste of 
your lordship. 95 

BERTRAM. I mean, the business is not ended, as 
fearing to hear of it hereafter. But shall we have this 
dialogue between the fool and the soldier ? Come, bring 
forth this counterfeit model: he has deceived me, like 
a double-meaning prophesier. 100 

SECOND LoRD. Bring him forth. [Exeunt Soldiers.) Has 
sab i’ the stocks all night, poor gallant knave. 

BERTRAM. No matter; his heels have deserved it, in 
usurping his spurs so long. How does he carry him- 
self @ 105 

FIRST LORD. I have told your lordship already, the 
stocks carry him. But to answer you as you would be 
understood ; he weeps like a wench that had shed her 
milk : he hath confessed himself to Morgan,—whom he 
supposes to be a friar,—from the time of his remem- 
brance to this very instant disaster of his setting 1’ the 
stocks : and what think you he hath confessed ? 112 

BERTRAM. Nothing of me, has a’ ? 

SECOND LORD. His confession is taken, and it shall be 
read to his face : if your lordship be in ’t, as I believe you 
are, you must have the patience to hear it. 116 


Re-enter Soldiers with PARoLizs. 

BERTRAM. A plague upon him! muffled! he can say 
nothing of me: hush! hush! 

FIRST LORD. Hoodman comes! Porto tartarossa. 

FIRST SOLDIER. He calls for the tortures: what will 
you say without ’em ? 121 

PAROLLES. I will confess what I know without con- 
straint : if ye pinch me like a pasty, I can say no more. 

FIRST SOLDIER. Bosko chimurcho. 124 

FIRST LORD. Boblibindo chicurmurco. 

FIRST SOLDIER. You are a merciful general. Our 
general bids you answer to what I shall ask you out 
of a note. 128 
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PAROLLES. And truly, as I hope to live. 

FIRST SOLDIER. ‘ First, demand of him how many 
horse the duke is strong.’ What say you to that 2 

PAROLLES. Five or six thousand ; but very weak and 
unserviceable : the troops are all scattered, and the com- 
manders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and credit, 
and as I hope to live. 135 

FIRST SOLDIER. Shall I set down your answer so ? 

PAROLLES. Do: I'll take the sacrament on’t, how 
and which way you will. 

BERTRAM. All’sone to him. What a past-saving slave 
is this ! 140 

FIRST LORD. You are deceived, my lord: this is 
Monsieur Parolles, the gallant militarist,—that was 
his own phrase,—that had the whole theorick of war 
in the knot of his scarf, and the practice in the chape 
of his dagger. 145 

SECOND LORD. J will never trust a man again for 
keeping his sword clean ; nor believe he can have every- 
thing in him by wearing his apparel neatly. 148 

FIRST SOLDIER. Well, that’s set down. 

PAROLLES. Five or six thousand horse, I said,—I 
will say true,—or thereabouts, set down, for I’ll speak 
truth. 152 

FIRST LORD. He’s very near the truth in this. 

BERTRAM. But I con him no thanks for’t, in the 
nature he delivers it. 

PAROLLES. Poor rogues, I pray you, say. 156 

FIRST SOLDIER. Well, that ’s set down. 

PAROLLES. I humbly thank you, sir. A truth’s a 
truth ; the rogues are marvellous poor. 

FIRST SOLDIER. ‘Demand of him, of what strength 
they are a-foot.’ What say you to that ? 161 

PAROLLES. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this 
present hour, I will tell true. Let me see: Spurio, 
a hundred and fifty; Sebastian, so many; Corambus, 
so many; Jaques, so many; Guiltian, Cosmo, Lodo- 
wick, and Gratii, two hundred fifty each; mine own 
company, Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred 
fifty each: so that the muster-file, rotten and sound, 
upon my life, amounts not to fifteen thousand poll ; 
half of the which dare not shake the snow from off their 
cassocks, lest they shake themselves to pieces. 171 
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BERTRAM. What shall be done to him ? 

FiRST LORD. Nothing, but let him have thanks. 
Demand of him my condition, and what credit I have 
with the duke. 175 

FIRST SOLDIER. Well, that’s set down. ‘ You shall 
demand of him, whether one Captain Dumain be i’ the 
camp, a Frenchman; what his reputation is with the 
duke; what his valour, honesty, and expertness in 
wars ; or whether he thinks it were not possible, with 
well-weighing sums of gold, to corrupt him to a revolt.’ 
What say you to this 2? what do you know of it ? 182 

PAROLLES. I beseech you, let me answer to the 
particular of the inter’gatories : demand them singly. 

FIRST SOLDIER. Do you know this Captain Dumain ? 

PAROLLES. I know him: a’ was a botcher’s ’prentice 
in Paris, from whence he was whipped for getting the 
shrieve’s fool with child; a dumb innocent, that could 
not say him nay. [Duman lifts up his hand in anger. 

BERTRAM. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands; 
though I know his brains are forfeit to the next tile 
that falls. 192 

FIRST SOLDIER. Well, is this captain in the Duke of 
Florence’s camp ? 

PAROLLES. Upon my knowledge he is, and lousy. 

FIRST LORD. Nay, look not so upon me ; we shall hear 
of your lordship anon. 197 

FIRST SOLDIER. What is his reputation with the 
duke ? 

PAROLLES. The duke knows him for no other but 
a poor officer of mine, and writ to me this other day to 
turn him out o’ the band: I think I have his letter in 
my pocket. 

FIRST SOLDIER. Marry, we'll search. 204 

PAROLLES. In good sadness, I do not know: either 
it is there, or it is upon a file with the duke’s other 
letters in my tent. 

FIRST SOLDIER. Here *tis; here’s a paper; shall I 
read it to you 2 209 

PAROLLES. I do not know if it be it or no. 

BERTRAM. Our interpreter does it well. j 

FIRST LORD. LExcellently. 212 

ee ‘ Dian, the count ’s a fool, and full of 

gold "+7 ls ae 
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PAROLLES. That is not the duke’s letter, sir; that 
is an advertisement to a proper maid in Florence, one 
Diana, to take heed of the allurement of one Count 
Rousillon, a foolish idle boy, but for all that very 
ruttish. I pray you, sir, put it up again. 218 

FIRST SOLDIER. Nay, I'll read it first, by your favour. 

PAROLLES. My meaning in’t, I protest, was very 
honest in the behalf of the maid; for I knew the young 
count to be a dangerous and lascivious boy, who is a 
whale to virginity, and devours up all the fry it finds. 

BERTRAM. Damnable both-sides rogue ! 224 

FIRST SOLDIER. * When he swears oaths, bid him drop 

gold and take it ; 

After he scores, he never pays the score : 

Half won is match well made ; match, and well make it ; 

He ne’er pays after-debts ; take it before, 228 
And say a soldier, Dian, told thee this, 

Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss ; 
For count of this, the count ’s a fool, I know it, 
Who pays before, but not when he does owe it. 232 
Thine, as he vow’d to thee in thine ear, 
PAROLLES.’ 

BERTRAM. He shall be whipped through the army 
with this rime in ’s forehead. 236 

FIRST LORD, This is your devoted friend, sir; the 
manifold linguist and the armipotent soldier. 

BERTRAM. I could endure anything before but a cat, 
and now he’s a cat to me. 240 

FIRST SOLDIER. I perceive, sir, by our general’s looks, 
we shall be fain to hang you. 

PAROLLES. My life, sir, in any case! not that I am 
afraid to die; but that, my offences being many, I 
would repent out the remainder of nature. Let me 
live, sir, in a dungeon, i the stocks, or anywhere, so 
I may live. 247 

FIRST SOLDIER. We'll see what may be done, so you 
confess freely: therefore, once more to this Captain 
Dumain. You have answered to his reputation with 
the duke and to his valour: what is his honesty ? 251 

PAROLLES. He will steal, sir, an egg out of a cloister ; 
for rapes and ravishments he parallels Nessus; he 
professes not keeping of oaths; in breaking ‘em he is 
stronger than Hercules; he will lie, sir, with such 
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volubility, that you would think truth were a fool ; 
drunkenness is his best virtue, for he will be swine- 
drunk, and in his sleep he does little harm, save to his 
bed-clothes about him; but they know his conditions, 
and lay him in straw. I have but little more to say, 
sir, of his honesty: he has everything that an honest 
man should not have; what an honest man should 
have, he has nothing. 

FIRST LORD. I begin to love him for this. 264 

BERTRAM. For this description of thine honesty ? A 
pox upon him for me! he is more and more a cat. 

FIRST SOLDIER. What say you to his expertness in 
war ? 268 

PAROLLES. Faith, sir, he has led the drum before 
the English tragedians,—to belie him I will not,—and 
more of his soldiership I know not; except, in that 
country, he had the honour to be the officer at a place 
there called Mile-end, to instruct for the doubling of 
files: I would do the man what honour I can, but of 
this I am not certain. 

FIRST LORD. He hath out-villained villany so far, that 
the rarity redeems him. 

BERTRAM. A pox on him! he’s a cat still. 278 

FIRST SOLDIER. His qualities being at this poor price, 
I need not ask you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

PAROLLES. Sir, for a cardecu he will sell the fee- 
simple of his salvation, the inheritance of it; and cut 
the entail from all remainders, and a perpetual succes- 
sion for it perpetually. 284 

FIRST SOLDIER. What’s his brother, the other Cap- 
tain Dumain 2 

SECOND LORD. Why does he ask him of me ? 

FIRST SOLDIER. What’s he ? 288 

PAROLLES. E’en a crow 0’ the same nest; not alto- 
gether so great as the first in goodness, but greater a 
great deal in evil. He excels his brother for a coward, 
yet his brother is reputed one of the best that is. In 
a retreat he out-runs any lackey ; marry, in coming on 
he has the cramp. : 

FIRST SOLDIER. If your life be saved, will you under- 
take to betray the Florentine ? 296 

PAROLLES. Ay, and the captain of his horse, Count 
Rousillon. 
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FIRST SOLDIER. I'll whisper with the general, and 
know his pleasure. 300 

PAROLLES. [Aside] Tl no more drumming ; a plague 
of all drums! Only to seem to deserve well, and to 
beguile the supposition of that lascivious young 
boy the count, have I run into this danger. Yet 
who would have suspected an ambush where I was 
taken ? 306 

FIRST SOLDIER. There is no remedy, sir, but you 
must die. The general says, you, that have so traitor- 
ously discovered the secrets of your army, and made 
such pestiferous reports of men very nobly held, can 
serve the world for no honest use ; therefore you must 
die. Come, headsman, off with his head. 312 

PAROLLES. O Lord, sir, let me live, or let me see my 
death ! 

FIRST SOLDIER. That shall you, and take your leave 
of all your friends. (Unmuffling him. 
So, look about you : know you any here ? 317 

BERTRAM. Good morrow, noble captain. 

SECOND LORD. God bless you, Captain Parolles. 

FIRST LORD. God save you, noble captain. 320 

SECOND LORD. Captain, what greeting will you to my 
Lord Lafeu ? JI am for France. 

FIRST LORD. Good captain, will you give me a copy 
of the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the Count 
Rousillon ? an I were not a very coward I’d compel it of 


you; but fare you well. (Exeunt Berrra and Lords. 
FIRST SOLDIER. You are undone, captain; all but 
your scarf ; that has a knot on ’t yet. 328 


PAROLLES. Who cannot be crushed with a plot ? 

FIRST SOLDIER. If you could find out a country 
where but women were that had received so much 
shame, you might begin an impudent nation. Fare ye 
well, sir; I am for France too: we shall speak of you 


there. [Exit. 

PAROLLES. Yet am I thankful: if my heart were 
eat 

*Twould burst at this. Captain I’ll be no more ; 336 


But I will eat and drink, and sleep as soft 

As captain shall: simply the thing I am 

Shail make me live. Who knows himself a braggart, 
Let him fear this ; for it will come to pass 340 
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That every braggart shall be found an ass. 

Rust, sword ! cool, blushes! and Parolles, live 

Safest in shame! being fool’d, by foolery thrive ! 

There ’s place and means for every man alive. 344 
Tl after them. [Exit. 


Scene IV.—Florence. A Room in the Widow’s House. 
Enter Hetena, Widow, and Diana. 
HELENA. That you may well perceive I have not 

wrong’d you, 

One of the greatest in the Christian world 

Shall be my surety ; ‘fore whose throne ’tis needful, 

Eré I can perfect mine intents, to kneel 4 

Time was I did him a desired office, 

Dear almost as his life ; which gratitude 

Through flinty Tartar’s bosom would peep forth, 

And answer, thanks. I duly am inform’d 8 

His Grace is at Marseilles ; to which place 

We have convenient convoy. You must know, 

1 am supposed dead: the army breaking, 

My husband hies him home ; where, heaven aiding, 


And by the leave of my good lord the king, 13 
We'll be before our welcome. 
WIDOW. Gentle madam, 


You never had a servant to whose trust 
Your business was more welcome. 
HELENA. Nor you, mistress, 
Ever a friend whose thoughts more truly labour 
To recompense your love. Doubt not but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter’s dower, 
As it hath fated her to be my motive 20 
And helper to a husband. But, O strange men ! 
That can such sweet use make of what they hate, 
When saucy trusting of the cozen’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night : so lust doth play 24 
With what it loathes for that which is away. 
But more of this hereafter. You, Diana, 
Under my poor instructions yet must suffer 
Something in my behalf. 
DIANA. Let death and honesty 28 
Go with your impositions, I am yours 
Upon your will to suffer. 
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HELENA. Yet, I pray you: 
But with the word the time will bring on summer, 
When briers shall have leaves as well as thorns, 32 
And be as sweet as sharp. We must away ; 
Our waggon is prepar’d, and time revives us : 
All’s well that ends well: still the fine ’s the crown ; 
Whate’er the course, the end is the renown. [Exeunt. 


Scene V.—Rousillon. A Room in the Countsss’s Palace. 
Enter Countsrss, LaFgvu, and Clown. 


LAFEU. No, no, no; your son was misled with 
a snipt-taffeta fellow there, whose villanous saffron 
would have made all the unbaked and doughy youth 
of a nation in his colour: your daughter-in-law had 
been alive at this hour, and your son here at home, 
more advanced by the king than by that red-tailed 
humble-bee I speak of. 7 
COUNTESS. J would I had not known him; it was 
the death of the most virtuous gentlewoman that ever 
nature had praise for creating. If she had partaken 
of my flesh, and cost me the dearest groans of a mother, 
I could not have owed her a more rooted love. 12 
LAFEU. *Twas a good lady, ’twas a good lady: we 
may pick a thousand salads ere we light on such another 
herb. 
cLowN. Indeed, sir, she was the sweet-marjoram of 
the salad, or, rather the herb of grace. 17 
LAFEU. They are not salad-herbs, you knave; they 
are nose-herbs. 
cLown. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir; I have 
not much skill in grass. 21 
LAFEU. Whether dost thou profess thyself, a knave, 
or a fool ? 
cLown. A fool, sir; at a woman’s service, and a 
knave at a man’s. 25 
LAFEU. Your distinction ? 
cLOWN. I would cozen the man of his wife, and do 
his service. 28 
LAFEU. So you were a knave at his service, indeed. 
-ctown. And I would give his wife my bauble, sir, to 
do her service. 
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LAFEU. I will subscribe for thee, thou art both knave 
and fool. 33 

cLoWN. At your service. 

LAFEU. No, no, no. 

cLown. - Why, sir, if I cannot serve you, I can serve 
as great a prince as you are. 37 

LAFEU. Who’s that ? a Frenchman ? 

CLOWN. Faith, sir, a’ has an English name; _ but 
his phisnomy is more hotter in France than there. 40 

LAFEU. What prince is that ? 

cLtown. The black prince, sir; alias, the prince of 
darkness ; alias, the devil. 

LAFEU. Hold thee, there’s my purse. I give thee 
not this to suggest thee from thy master thou talkest of : 
serve him still. 46 

cLowN. I am a woodland fellow, sir, that always 
loved a great fire; and the master I speak of, ever 
keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is the prince of the 
world; let his nobility remain in’s court. I am for 
the house with the narrow gate, which I take to be 
too little for pomp to enter: some that humble them- 
selves may; but the many will be too chill and tender, 
and they'll be for the flowery way that leads to the 
broad gate and the great fire. 55 

LAFEU. Go thy ways, I begin to be aweary of thee ; 
and I tell thee so before, because I would not fall out 
with thee. Go thy ways: let my horses be well looked 
to, without any tricks. 59 

ctown. If I put any tricks upon ’em, sir, they shall 
be jades’ tricks, which are their own right by the law 
of nature. (Exit. 

LAFEU. A shrewd knave and an unhappy. 

counTsEss. So he is. My lord that’s gone made 
himself much sport out of him: by his authority ‘he 
remains here, which he thinks is a patent for his 
sauciness ; and, indeed, he has no pace, but runs where 
he will. 68 

LAFEU. I like him well; ’tis not amiss. And I was 
about to tell you, since I heard of the good lady’s death, 
and that my lord your son was upon his return home, 
I moved the king my master to speak in the behalf 
of my daughter ; which, in the minority of them both, his 
majesty, out of a self-gracious remembrance, did first 


SCENE V] ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL _ 897: 


propose. His highness hath promised me to do it ; and 
to stop up the displeasure he hath conceived against your 
son, there is no fitter matter. How does your ladyship 
like it ? 

COUNTESS. With very much content, my lord; and 
I wish it happily effected. 80 

LAFEU. His highness comes post from Marseilles, of 
as able body as when he numbered thirty: he will be 
here to-morrow, or I am deceived by him that in such 
intelligence hath seldom failed. 84 

coUNTESS. It rejoices me that I hope I shall see him 
ere Idie. [have letters that my son will be here to-night : 
Ishall beseech your lordship to remain with me till they 
meet together. 88 

LAFEU. Madam, I was thinking with what manners 
I might safely be admitted. 

coUNTEsS. You need but plead your honourable 
privilege. 92 

LAFEU. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter ; 
but I thank my God it holds yet. 

Re-enter Clown. 

cLowN. O madam! yonder’s my lord your son 
with a patch of velvet on’s face: whether there be 
a scar under it or no, the velvet knows ; but ’tis a goodly 
patch of velvet. His left cheek is a cheek of two pile 
and a half, but his right cheek is worn bare. 99 

LAFEU. A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a good 
livery of honour ; so belike is that. 

cLowNn. But it is your carbonadoed face. 

LAFEU. Let us go see your son, I pray you: I long 
to talk with the young noble soldier. 104 

CLOWN. Faith, there ’sa dozen of ’em, with delicate fine 
hats and most courteous feathers, which bow the head and 
nod at every man. [Exeunt. 


ACT. V. 


Scene I.—Marseilles. A Street. 
Enter Hetena, Widow, and Diana, with two Attendants. 
HELENA. But this exceeding posting, day and night, 
Must wear your spirits low ; we cannot help it : 
But since you have made the days and nights as one, 
SH-T G g 
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To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 4 
Be bold you do so grow in my requital 
As nothing can unroot you: In happy time ; 
Enter a gentle Astringer. 
This man may help me to his majesty’s ear, 
If he would spend his power. God save you, sir. 8 

ASTRINGER. And you. 

HELENA. Sir, I have seen you in the court of France. 

ASTRINGER. I have been sometimes there. 

HELENA. I do presume, sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodness ; 13 
And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasions, 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 


The use of your own virtues, for the which 16 
T shall continue thankful. 
ASTRINGER. What ’s your will ? 


HELENA. That it will please you 
To give this poor petition to the king, 
And aid me with that store of power you have 20 
To come into his presence. 
ASTRINGER. The king ’s not here. 
HELENA. Not here, sir ! 
ASTRINGER. Not, indeed : 
He hence remov'd last night, and with more haste 
Than is his use. 
WIDOW. Lord, how we lose our pains ! © 24 
HELENA. ‘All’s well that ends well yet, 
Though time seems so adverse and means unfit. 
I do beseech you, whither is he gone ? 


ASTRINGER. Marry, as I take it, to Rousillon ; 28 
Whither lam going. 
HELENA. : I do beseech you, sir, 


Since you are like to see the king before me, 

Commend the paper to his gracious hand ; 

Which I presume shall render you no blame 32 
But rather make you thank, your pains for it. 

I will come after you with what good speed 

Our means will make us means. 


ASTRINGER. This Pll do for you. 
HELENA. And you shall find yourself to be well 
thank’d, 36 


Whate’er falls more. We must to horse again : 


Go, ‘go, provide. [Exeunt. 
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Scene IJ.—Rousillon. The inner Court of the Counrsss’s Palace. 
Enter Clown and PaRro.iezs. 

PAROLLES. Good Monsieur Lavache, give my Lord 
Lafeu this letter. I have ere now, sir, been better 
known to you, when I have held familiarity with 
fresher clothes; but I am now, sir, muddied in For- 
tune’s mood, and smell somewhat strong of her strong 
displeasure. 6 

ctowN. Truly, Fortune’s displeasure is but sluttish 
if it smell so strongly as thou speakest of : I will hence- 
forth eat no fish of Fortune’s buttering. Prithee, allow 
the wind. 

PAROLLES. Nay, you need not to stop your nose, sir: 
I spake but by a metaphor. 12 

cLown. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stink, I will 
stop my nose ; or against any man’s metaphor. Prithee, 
get thee further. 

PAROLLES. Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper. 16 

CLOWN. Foh! prithee, stand away: a paper from 
Fortune’s close-stool to give to a nobleman! Look, here 
he comes himself. 

Enter Larev. 
Here is a purr of Fortune’s, sir, or of Fortune’s cat—but 
not a musk-cat—that has fallen into the unclean fishpond 
of her displeasure, and, as he says, is muddied withal, 
Pray you, sir, use the carp as you may, for he looks 
like a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolish, rascally knave. 
I do pity his distress in my similes of comfort, and leave 


him to your lordship. [Exit. 
PAROLLES. My lord, I am a man whom Fortune hath 
cruelly scratched. 28 


LAFEU. And what would you have me to do? ’tis 
too late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you 
played the knave with Fortune that she should scratch 
you, who of herself is a good lady, and would not have 
knaves thrive long under her? There’s a cardecu for 
you. Let the justices make you and Fortune friends ; 
I am for other business. 35 

PAROLLES. I beseech your honour to hear me one 
single word. : 

LAFEU. You beg a single penny more: come, you, 
shall ha ’t ; save your word. 
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PAROLLES. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 40 

LAFEU. You beg more than one word then. Cox 
my passion! give me your hand. How does your 
drum ? 

PAROLLES. O, my good lord! you were the first that 
found me. 45 

LAFEU. Was I, in sooth ? and I was the first that lost 
thee. 

PAROLLES. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in 
some grace, for you did bring me out. 49 

LAFEU. Out upon thee, knave! dost thou put upon 
me at once both the office of God and the devil? one 
brings thee in grace and the other brings thee out. 
[Trumpets sound.) The king’s coming; I know by his 
trumpets. Sirrah, inquire further after me; I had 
talk of you last night: though you are a fool and a 
knave, you shall eat : go to, follow. 56 

PAROLLES. I praise God for you. [Exeunt. 


Scengp III.—The Same. A Room in the Counrzss’s Palace, 
Flourish. Enter Kinc, Countrss, Larsvu, Lords, Gentlemen, 
Guards, &c, 

KinG. We lost a jewel of her, and our esteem 
Was made much poorer by it : but your son, 
As mad in folly, lack’d the sense to know 
Her estimation home. 

COUNTESS. Tis past, my liege ; 4 
And I beseech your majesty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done 7 the blaze of youth ; 
When oil and fire, too strong for reason’s force, 
O’erbears it and burns on. 

KING. My honour’d lady, 8 
I have forgiven and forgotten all, 
Though my revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch’d the time to shoot. 

LAFEU. This I must say,— 
But first I beg my pardon,—the young lord 12 
Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady, 
Offence of mighty note, but to himself 
The greatest wrong of all: he lost a wife 
Whose beauty did astonish the survey 16 
Of richest eyes, whose words all ears took captive, 
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Whose dear perfection hearts that scorn’d to serve 
Humbly call’d mistress. 

KING. Praising what is lost 
Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him hither ; 
We are reconcil’d, and the first view shall kill 21 
All repetition. Let him not ask our pardon : 
The nature of his great offence is dead, 
And deeper than oblivion we do bury 24 
The incensing relies of it : let him approach, 
A stranger, no offender ; and inform him 
So ’tis our will he should. 


GENTLEMAN. I shall, my liege. [Exit. 
KING. What says he to your daughter? have you 
spoke ? 28 


LAFEU. All that he is hath reference to your highness. 
KING. Then shall we have a match. I have letters 
sent me, 
That set him high in fame. 


Enter BERTRAM. 
LAFEU. He looks well on ’t. 
KING. I am not a day of season, 32 
For thou mayst see a sunshine and a hail 
In me at once ; but to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way : so stand thou forth ; 
The time is fair again. 


BERTRAM. My high-repented blames, 36 
Dear sovereign, pardon to me. 
KING. Allis whole ; 


Not one word more of the consumed time. 
Let ’s take the instant by the forward top, 
For we are old, and on our quick’st decrees 40 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time 
Steals ere we can effect them. You remember 
The daughter of this lord ? 
BERTRAM. Admiringly, my liege : 44 
At first I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue, 
Where the impression of mine eye infixing, 
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me, 48 
Which warp’d the line of every other favour ; 
Scorn’d a fair colour, or express’d it stolen ; 
Extended or contracted all proportions 
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To a most hideous object ; thence it came 52 
That she, whom all men prais’d, and whom myself, 
Since I have lost, have lov’d, was in mine eye 
The dust that did offend it. 
KING. Well excus’d : 
That thou didst love her, strikes some scores away 56 
From the great compt. But love that comes too late, 
Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried, 
To the great sender turns a sour offence, 
Crying, ‘ That ’s good that ’s gone.’ Our rasher faults 
Make trivial price of serious things we have, 61 
Not knowing them until we know their grave : 
Oft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust, 
Destroy our friends and after weep their dust : 64 
Our own love waking cries to see what ’s done, 
While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon. 
Be this sweet Helen’s knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin : 68 
The main consents are had ; and here we’ll stay 
To see our widower’s second marriage-day. 
COUNTESS. Which better than the first, O dear 
heaven, bless ! 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cesse ! 712 
LAFEU. Come on, my son, in whom my house’s name 
Must be digested, give a favour from you 
To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter, 
That she may quickly come. [BERTRAM gives a ring. 
By my old beard, 76 
And every hair that’s on ’t, Helen, that ’s dead, 
Was a sweet creature ; such a ring as this, 
The last that e’er I took her leave at court, 
I saw upon her finger. 
BERTRAM. Hers it was not. 80 
KING. Now, pray you, let me see it ; for mine eye, 
While I was speaking, oft was fasten’d to ’t.— 
This ring was mine ; and, when I gave it Helen, 
I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood 84 
Necessitied to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her 
Of what should stead her most 2 
BERTRAM. My gracious sovereign, 
Howe’er it pleases you to take it so, 88 
The ring was never hers. 
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COUNTESS. Son, on my life, 
I have seen her wear it ; and she reckon’d it 
At her life’s rate. 


LAFEU. I am sure I saw her wear it. 
BERTRAM. You are deceiv’'d, my lord, she never saw 
its? 92 


In Florence was it from a casement thrown me, 
Wrapp’d in a paper, which contain’d the name 

Of her that threw it. Noble she was, and thought 

T stood engag’d : but when I had subscrib’d 96 
To mine own fortune, and inform’d her fully 

I could not answer in that course of honour 

As she had made the overture, she ceas’d, 


In heavy satisfaction, and would never 100 
Receive the ring again. 
KING. Plutus himself, 


That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in nature’s mystery more science 
Than I have in this ring: ’twas mine, ’twas Helen’s, 
Whoever gave it you. Then, if you know 105 
That you are well acquainted with yourself, 
Confess ’twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her. She call’d the saints to surety, 
That she would never put it from her finger 109 
Unless she gave it to yourself in bed, 
Where you have never come, or sent it us 
Upon her great disaster. 
BERTRAM. She never saw it. 112 
KiNG. Thou speak’st it falsely, as I love mine honour ; 
And mak’st conjectural fears to come into me 
Which I would fain shut out. If it should prove 
That thou art so inhuman,—’twill not prove so;— 116 
And yet I know not: thou didst hate her deadly, 
And she is dead ; which nothing, but to close 
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe, 
More than to see thisring. Take him away. 120 
(Guards seize BrrTRAM. 
My fore-past proofs, howe’er the matter fall, 
Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 
Having vainly fear’d too little. Away with him! 
We'll sift this matter further. 
BERTRAM. If you shall prove 124 
This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy 
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Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet she never was. [Exit guarded. 
KING. I am wrapp’d in dismal thinkings. 


Enter the gentle Astringer. 

ASTRINGER. Gracious sovereign, 128 

Whether I have been to blame or no, I know not : 

Here ’s a petition from a Florentine, 

Who hath, for four or five removes, come short 

To tender it herself. I undertook it, 132 
Vanquish’d thereto by the fair grace and speech 

Of the poor suppliant, who by this I know 

Is here attending: her business looks in her 

With an importing visage, and she told me, 136 
In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern 

Your highness with herself. 

KInG. ‘Upon his many protestations to marry me 
when his wife was dead, I blush to say it, he won me. 
Now is the Count Rousillon a widower: his vows are 
forfeited to me, and my honour ’s paid to him. He stole 
from Florence, taking no leave, and I follow him to his 
country for justice. Grant it me, O king! in you it best 
lies; otherwise a seducer flourishes, and a poor maid 
is undone. 146 

Diana CaPILeET.’ 

LAFEU. I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair, and toll 
for this: [ll none of him. 

KING. The heavens have thought well on thee, 

Lafeu, 
To bring forth this discovery. Seek these suitors : 
Go speedily and bring again the count. 152 
{Exeunt the gentle Astringer, and some Attendants. 
T am afeard the life of Helen, lady, 
Was foully snatch’d. 
COUNTESS. Now, justice on the doers ! 


Re-enter BERTRAM, guarded. 
KING. I wonder, sir, sith wives are monsters to you, 


And that you fly them as you swear them lordship, 
Yet you desire to marry. 


Re-enter the gentle Astringer, with Widow and Diana. 


What woman ’s that 2 
DIANA. Iam, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 
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Derived from the ancient Capilet : 
My suit, as I do understand, you know, 160 
And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

wipow. Iam her mother, sir, whose age and honour 
Both suffer under this complaint we bring, 


And both shall cease, without your remedy. 164 
KING. Come hither, county; do you know these 
women ? 


BERTRAM, My lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them: do they charge me further ? 
pIANA. Why do you look so strange upon your wife ? 
BERTRAM, She ’s none of mine, my lord. 
DIANA. If you shall marry, 
You give away this hand, and that is mine ; 
You give away heaven’s vows, and those are mine ; 
You give away myself, which is known mine ; 172 
For I by vow am so embodied yours 
That she which marries you must marry me ; 
Hither both or none. 
LAFEU. [To Brrtrau.] Your reputation comes too short 
for my daughter: you are no husband for her. 177 
BERTRAM. My lord, this is a fond and. desperate 
creature, 
Whom sometime I have laugh’d with : let your highness 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour 180 
Than for to think that I would sink it here. 
KING. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to 
friend, 
Till your deeds gain them : fairer prove your honour, 
Than in my thought it lies. 
DIANA. Good my lord, 184 
Ask him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 
KING. What sayst thou to her ? 

BERTRAM. She ’s impudent, my lord ; 
And was a common gamester to the camp. 188 
DIANA. He does me wrong, my lord; if I were so, 

He might have bought me at a common price: 

Do not believe him. O! behold this ring, 

Whose high respect and rich validity 192 
Did lack a parallel; yet for all that 

He gave it to a commoner o’ the camp, 

If I be one. 
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COUNTESS. ’ He blushes, and ’tis it : 
Of six preceding ancestors, that gem 196 
Conferr’d by testament to the sequent issue, 
Hath it been ow’d and worn. This is his wife : 
That ring ’s a thousand proofs. 
KING. Methought you said 
You saw one here in court could witness it. 200 
pranaA._ I did, my lord, but loath am to produce 
So bad an instrument: his name ’s Parolles. 
LAFEU. I saw the man to-day, if man he be. 
KiNG. Find him, and bring him hither. [Exit an Attendant. 
BERTRAM. ; What of him ? 
He ’s quoted for a most perfidious slave, 205 
With all the spots of the world tax’d and debosh’d, 
Whose nature sickens but to speak a truth. 


Am I or that ior this for what he’ll utter, 208 
That will speak anything ? 
KING. She hath that ring of yours. 


BERTRAM. I think she has: certain it is I lik’d her, 
And boarded her ? the wanton way of youth. 
She knew her distance and did angle for me, 212 
Madding my eagerness with her restraint, 
As all impediments in fancy’s course 
Are motives of more fancy ; and, in fine, 
Her infinite cunning, with her modern grace, 216 
Subdued me to her rate: she got the ring, 
And I had that which any inferior might 
At market-price have bought. 
DIANA. I must be patient ; 
You, that have turn’d off a first so noble wife, 220 
May justly diet me. I pray you yet,— 
Since you lack virtue I will lose a husband,— 
Send for your ring; I will return it home, 
And give me mine again. 


BERTRAM. I have it not. 224 
KING. What ring was yours, I pray you ? 
DIANA. Sir, much like 


The same upon your finger. 
KING. Know you this ring ? this ring was his of late. 
DIANA. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed. 
KING. The story then goes false you threw it him 
Out of a casement. 
DIANA. T have spoke the truth. 230 
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Re-enter Attendant with PAaRroLizs. 

BERTRAM. My lord, I do confess the ring was hers. 

KING. You boggle shrewdly, every feather starts you. 
Is this the man you speak of ? 

DIANA. Ay, my lord. 233 

KING. ‘Tell me, sirrah, but tell me true, I charge you, 
Not fearing the displeasure of your master,— 
Which, on your just proceeding I'll keep off,— 236 
By him and by this woman here what know you ? 

PAROLLES, So please your majesty, my master hath 
been an honourable gentleman: tricks he hath had in 
him, which gentlemen have. 240 

KING. Come, come, to the purpose: did he love this 
woman ? 

PAROLLES. Faith, sir, he did love her; but how ? 

KING. How, I pray you ? 244 

PAROLLES. He did love her, sir, as a gentleman loves 
a woman, 

KING. How is that ? 

PAROLLES. He loved her, sir, and loved her not. 248 

KING. As thou art a knave, and no knave. 
What an equivocal companion is this ! 

PAROLLES. J am a poor man, and at your majesty’s 
command. 252 

LAFEU. He is a good drum, my lord, but a naughty 
orator. 

DIANA. Do you know he promised me marriage ? 

PAROLLES. Faith, I know more than [ll speak. 256 

KING. But wilt thou not speak all thou knowest ? 

PAROLLES. Yes, so please your majesty. I did go 
between them, as I said; but more than that, he loved 
her, for, indeed, he was mad for her, and talked of 
Satan, and of limbo, and of Furies, and I know not 
what: yet I was in that credit with them at that time, 
that I knew of their going to bed, and of other motions, 
as promising her marriage, and things which would derive 
me ill will to speak of : therefore I will not speak what 
I know. 266 

KING. Thou hast spoken all already, unless thou 
canst say they are married: but thou art too fine in 
thy evidence, therefore stand aside. This ring, you say, 
was yours ? 

DIANA. Ay, my good lord. _ 271 


. 
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KING. Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you ? 
DIANA. It was not given me, nor I did not buy it. 
KING. Who lent it you ? 


DIANA. It was not lent me neither. 
KING. Where did you find it, then ? 
DIANA. I found it not. 


KING. If it were yours by none of all these ways, 
How could you give it him ¢ 
DIANA. I never gave it him. = 277 
LAFEU. This woman’s an easy glove, my lord: she 
goes off and on at pleasure. 
KING. This ring was mine: I gave it his first wife. 
DIANA. It might be yours or hers, for aught I know. 
KING. Take her away ; I do not like her now. 
To prison with her; and away with him. 
Unless thou tell’st me where thou hadst this ring = 284 
Thou diest within this hour. 


DIANA. I'll never tell you. 
KING. Take her away. 
DIANA. Tl put in bail, my liege. 


KING. I think thee now some common customer. 
DIANA. By Jove, if ever I knew man, ’twas you. 
KING. Wherefore hast thou accus’d him all this while 4 
DIANA. Because he’s guilty, and he is not guilty. 

He knows I am no maid, and he’ll swear to ’t ; 

T'll swear I am a maid, and he knows not. 292 

Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life ; 

Tam either maid, or else this old man’s wife. [Pointing to Largv. 
KING. She does abuse our ears: to prison with her ! 
DIANA. Good mother, fetch my bail. [Exit Widow.] Stay, 

royal sir ; 296 

The jeweller that owes the ring is sent for, 

And he shall surety me. But for this lord, 

Who hath abus’d me, as he knows himself, 

Though yet he never harm’d me, here I quit him: 300 

He knows himself my bed he hath defil’d, 

And at that time he got his wife with child : 

Dead though she be, she feels her young one kick: 

So there ’s my riddle: one that ’s dead | is quick ; 304 

And now behold the meaning. . 

Re-enter Widow, with H»Lena. 


KING. Is there no exorcist 
Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ? 
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Is ’t real that I see 2 


HELENA. No, my good lord ; 
’Tis but the shadow of a wife you see ; 308 
The name and not the thing. 

BERTRAM. Both, both. O! pardon. 


HELENA. O my good lord! when I was like this maid, 
I found you wondrous kind. There is your ring ; 
And, look you, here ’s your letter ; this it says : 312 
* When from my finger you can get this ring, 
And are by me with child,’ &c. This is done : 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 
BERTRAM. If she, my liege, can make me know this 
clearly, 316 
I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 
HELENA. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce step between me and you! 
O! my dear mother; do I see you living ? 320 
LAFEU. Mine eyes smell onions; I shall weep anon. 
[To Parottzes..| Good Tom Drum, lend me a_hand- 
kercher: so, I thank thee. Wait on me home, I'll 
make sport with thee: let thy curtsies alone, they are 
scurvy ones. 325 
kiInG. Let us from point to point this story know, 
To make the even truth in pleasure flow. 
[To Diana.] If thou be’st yet a fresh uncropped flower, 
Choose thou thy husband, and I'll pay thy dower ; 
For I can guess that by thy honest aid 
Thou keptst a wife herself, thyself a maid. 
Of that, and all the progress, more and less, 332 
Resolvedly more leisure shall express : 
All yet seems well; and if it end so meet, 
The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet. 
[Flourish. Exeunt, 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by the Kina. 
The king ’s a beggar, now the play is done: 
All is well ended if this suit be won, 
That you express content ; which we will pay, 
With strife to please you, day exceeding day : 4 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts ; 
Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts. [Exeunt. 
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TWELFTH-NIGHT; OR, WHAT 
YOU WILL 


TWELFTH-NIGHT; OR, WHAT 
YOU WILL 


INTRODUCTION 


Twelfth-Night was printed for the first time, and with 
a comparatively good text, in the folio of 1623. 

Among the Harleian MSS. of the British Museum is 
the diary of a student in the Middle Temple, whose 
records were made towards the close of Queen Eliza- 
beth’s reign. Whether this diary was first discovered to 
be of Shakespearean interest by Hunter or by Collier, 
it was certainly Hunter who identified the diarist as 
John Manningham. The entry which here specially 
interests us is the following, dealing with February 2, 
1601-2. ‘ At our feast,’ writes Manningham, ‘ we had 
a play called ‘“ Twelve-Night, or What you Will”, 
much like the Commedy of Errors, or Menechmi in 
Plautus, but most like and neere to that in Italian 
called “Inganni’”’. A good practise in it to make the 
Steward believe his Lady widdowe was in love with him, 
by counterfeyting a letter as from his Lady in generall 
termes, telling him what shee liked best in him, and 
prescribing his gesture in smiling, his apparaile, etc., 
and then when he came to practise making him beleeve 
they tooke him to be mad.’ 

Thus we are furnished with a downward limit of the 
date of composition, which at once sets aside certain 
conjectures of the earlier critics. The play is not men- 
tioned by Meres in his list of 1598, and, if it had then 
been known, it is hardly likely that he would have 
omitted a comedy which has in it so many elements of 
popularity. An allusion (Act mt, Sc. ii) to the ‘new 
map with the augmentation of the Indies’ probably 
refers to a map by Emmerie Mollineux, which was pub- 
lished in 1599 (see New Sh. Soc. Trans., 1877-9). The 
song of Feste, ‘O mistress mine, where are you roam- 
ing ?’, is given in Morley’s Consort Lessons, 1599, but 
possibly the song was an old one and reached both 
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Shakespeare and Morley by tradition. The song” Fare- 
well, dear heart,’ &c., of which Sir Toby and the Clown 
give us fragments, is found in Robert Jones’s Booke of 
Ayres, 1601. Other pieces of supposed internal evidence 
have been pointed out, but little value can be attached 
to them. We shall probably be very near the mark if 
we date the play 1600-1. 

Manningham compares the play to the Italian Inganni 
(the Deceits). There are two Italian comedies which bear 
this titlke—G? Inganni, by Nicolo Secco (acted 1547), 
and that by Curzio Gonzaga (printed 1592) in which the 
name ‘Cesare’ (compare Shakespeare’s ‘Cesario’) is 
assumed by the disguised lady. The resemblance of the 
plots of these plays to that of Twelfth-Night is hardly 
enough to warrant the conjecture that Shakespeare was 
acquainted with either of them. <A better claim may 
be made on behalf of GV? Ingannati, a play acted in Siena 
by the Academy of the ‘Intronati’ in 1531. The title. 
of the volume in which the play is printed, 1 Sacrificio, 
refers to preliminary matter preceding Gl Ingannati, the 
sacrifice of sonnets and madrigals and love-tokens on 
a poetic altar. One of these sacrifices is made by 
Messer Agnol Malevolti, a name which, it has been sup- 
posed, may have suggested that of ‘Malvolio’. The 
play that follows, which anticipates the love-adventures 
of Orsino and Sebastian, Olivia and Viola, may possibly 
have been brought to England by an Italian troupe of 
actors who performed before the Queen in 1577-8; it 
is certainly the original, at one remove—through the 
French—of a Latin play, Laelia, given at Queen’s College, 
Cambridge, in 1595 and 1598 (edited from the Lambeth 
MS. by Dr. Moore Smith) ; it also undoubtedly suggested 
to Bandello one of the novels in his collection. The 
Cambridge Latin play, possibly translated by George 
Meriton and George Montaigne, follows the French 
version, named Les Abusez, of 1556. It is highly probable 
that we have come upon the track of Shakespeare’s 
source ; but it must not be overlooked that in the tale of 
‘ Apolonius and Silla ’, given in Barnabe Riche’s Farewell 
to Militarie Profession, 1581, there are sufficient resem- 
blances to the love-intrigue of T'welfth-Night to justify, 
the conjecture that from this humble source much, 
if not the main body, of Shakespeare’s plot may have’ 
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been derived. The reader who would investigate this 
subject for himself may be directed to Dr. Furness’s 
edition of Shakespeare’s play. 

German critics have sought for Shakespeare’s central 
idea in Twelfth-Night; let us not try to rival them 
in profundity; Jet us rather be satisfied if we say 
that Shakespeare’s central idea was to conjoin a love- 
romance with the passion.of loud mirth, to charm our 
imagination with beauty, and at the same time to make 
laughter hold his sides. Is not this a sufficient ambition 
for one who was primarily a playwright and not a 
critical philosopher ? Twelfth-Night, like the Italian 
comedy, is a drama of deceptions and of the deceived. 
We are cheated by our fellow-mortals, by fortune, by 
accident; but always the chief deceiver is ourself— 
our sentimentality, our vanity, our fears, our egoism. 
Even Viola, whose tender and loyal woman’s heart goes 
straight to the mark, must be brought within the com- 
pass of the law, and must take Sir Andrew for a for- 
midable fire-eater. Orsino is doubly deceived—first by 
his own love-in-idleness, and secondly by his counterfeit 
page. Olivia is in love with grief and is speedily con- 
victed of her error, whereupon she falls in love with one 
of her own sex, and by and by is again betrayed into her 
happiness. If Puck were busy squeezing the magic 
juice into the eyes of mortals the confusion could not be 
greater. And among these wanderers in the wood of 
error stalks the solemn figure of Malvolio, whose decep- 
tion could never have proceeded from Maria’s devices 
had it not first a source in his self-love. 

Of Shakespeare’s pretty disguisers in male attire, sct- 
ting apart the incomparable Imogen, the prettiest is 
Viola. She is not, like Rosalind, ‘ uncommon tall,’ nor, 
like her, uncommon. brilliant of speech. To us she has 
the charm of for ever betraying her girlhood, though it 
is so effectually concealed from Olivia and the Duke: 


Diana’s lip j 
Is not more smooth and rubious; thy small pipe 
Ts as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound ; 
And all is semblative a woman’s part. 


Yet, Viola plays her page’s réle with unfaltering courage ; 
she bears her messages to Olivia without a moment’s 
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hostility or ill-will ; she throws a veil of gaiety over her 
wistfulness, and knows how to be patient and to wait. 

Master Feste, the Fool, is perhaps the wisest person 
in the play— for what says Quinapalus? “ Beer a 
witty fool than a foolish wit.”’ He sees the fdoling 
of all the others, and himself preserves a perspicacity 
in his folly: * Now, the melancholy god protect thee,’ 
he cries to the Duke, * and the tailor make thy doublet 
of changeable taffeta, for thy mind is a very opal!’ 
He can, like other wits, turn a sentence like a cheveril 
glove, but he is only the Lady Olivia’s corrupter of 
words, not her fool: to play his part requires some 
wisdom. Moreover he has the gift of a ‘ very sweet and 
contagious’ breath; he sings songs that are both wise 
and gay, and has the honour of praise in departing, 
when the play closes, and his voice, telling of the rain 
that raineth every day, is the last utterance and is 
heard while he alone occupies the stage. 

Some critics have imagined that in Malvolio we find 
the satire of Shakespeare upon Puritanism. Now and 
again, for a moment in passing, Shakespeare can utter 
his comment on that form of Puritanism which would 
banish cakes and ale from the world or deny that 
ginger is hot in the mouth; but it was not his way to 
satirize any body of contemporary religious opinion or 
sentiment. Malvolio stands for something of wider 
range—the self-deception of self-love. He does not err 
in perceiving the disorder that has invaded the house- 
hold of his mistress ; he has a consciousness of superiority 
to the roistering toper and the lean-witted gentleman 
his companion. But Malvolio is not aware that he 
himself is the victim of a deeper form of intoxication, 
the intoxication of self-esteem ; and he is made to play 
more fantastic tricks before high heaven than ever the 
drunken Sir Toby or the brainless Sir Andrew perform. 
The high pretensions of Malvolio’s folly lend it a certain 
dignity, and the dignity enhances its absurdity. It is 
a little cruel—and the cruelty is Shakespeare’s—when 
in the Samson-like strength of his delusion so respect- 
able an officer is made sport for the godless Philistine 
crew. Sir Andrew even, who catches some faint gleams 
of intelligence from Sir Toby, as does Slender in the 
_ Merry. Wives from Shallow, can gird at him. Could 
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there be a greater indignity ? Our comfort is that 
Sjr Andrew is himself almost at the same moment 
befooled, is stripped of his valiant trappings, and 
exhthited in his naked cowardice. Who had so good 
a right to restore Malvolio to our respect as that gentlest 
of critics, Charles Lamb, in the well-known essay which 
recalls the performance of the part by Bensley ¢? ‘ Mal- 
volio,’ he comments, ‘is not essentially ludicrous. He 
becomes comic but by accident. He is cold, austere, 
repelling; but dignified, consistent, and, for what 
appears, rather of an over-stretched morality. Maria 
describes him as a sort of Puritan; and he might have 
worn his gold chain with honour in one of our old round- 
head families, in the service of a Lambert, or a Lady 
Fairfax. But his morality and his manners are misplaced 
in Illyria. Heis opposed to the proper levities of the piece, 
and falls in the unequal contest. Still his pride, or his 
gravity (call it which you will), is inherent, and native 
to the man, not mock or affected, which latter only are 
the fit objects to excite laughter. His quality is at the 
best unlovely, but neither buffoon nor contemptible. 
His bearing is lofty, a little above his station, but 
probably not much above his deserts. We see no reason 
why he should not have been brave, honourable, accom- 
plished.’ And the critic, as will be remembered, proceeds 
delightfully with much more to the like effect. It is to 
be feared that Shakespeare was less indulgent than 
Lamb. Malvolio’s pile of egoistic folly, however high it 
may rise, is intended to be desperately and completely 
overthrown. He may not himself perceive its overthrow. 
His last word in the play is one of fierce indignation— I'll 
be reveng’d on the whole pack of you.’ The Duke, in- 
deed, as Lamb has observed, follows his departure with 
the command ‘ Pursue him, and entreat him to a peace ’, 
but we are left to conjecture whether a peace ensued or 
whether Malvolio carried his wounded self-esteem into 
another and a soberer region where they did not dance 
so wildly the Illyrian bacchanals. 

To Shakespeare we owe the invention of Malvolio, 
Maria, Feste, Fabian, Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. It 
is evident towards which side he leaned in order to 
balance the romantic interest of his original. He felt 
that laughter should be allied to romance. And as 
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a fact it seems to have been the broad comic elements 
of the play which most impressed the spectators. _In 
the copy of the Second Folio which belonged to King 
Charles I he altered the title of the play in his own 
handwriting to that of Malvolio. Why Shakespeare 
had named the comedy J'welfth-Night we cannot say 
with certainty. It was the idea of Hunter that the 
title was suggested by a phrase which occurs in a long 
prologue or preface prefixed to the Italian Gl’ Ingannati : 
* The story is new, never seen nor read, and only dipped 
for and taken out of their own industrious noddles as 
your prize-tickets are dipped for and taken out on 
Twelfth-Night [la notte di Beffana].’ There is little 
point in this suggestion, but if Shakespeare’s comedy 
was first presented on Twelfth-Night, the Italian phrase 
may have seemed an appropriate hint for a title. The 
“What you Will’ which was added seems to mean that 
the first title has no sign-post descriptive character, and 
it declares accordingly ‘if you are dissatisfied with my 
*“ Twelfth-Night ”, give the play any name you please ’. 
Shakespeare, as Hermann Conrad has well put it, * wished 
to say merely—“ Herein are to be found comicalities of 
all kinds, braggadocios, and chicken-hearted simpletons, 
roistering and revelling, ill-conditioned hypocrisy and 
intolerance, false love and true love, disguises and delu- 
sions and mad pranks. What to call it, I know not. Call 
it “a masquerade’, a ‘Twelfth-Night’ or .‘ Whatever 
you Like.” To any deeper meaning which posterity 
might find underlying this title, he gave never a thought. 
Here in this drama we have on one canvas a realistic 
picture of the life of the Renaissance, with its splendour 
and its joyousness, with its weaknesses and its follies, 
with its life of lofty development of mind and spirit— 
such as hardly a second picture of that time affords. 
In it we find every comic element united in an artistic 
harmony, whereof the strength and beauty stand un- 
paralleled ; in it we find all things soever that are to 
be asked for in a comedy—absolutely What you will.’ } 
Shakespeare had recently found that the unusual title 
As You Like It did not foretoken a failure. The title 
‘What you Will’ was adopted by Marston for an in- 
comparably inferior play. 
1 Translated in Furness’s edition of the play. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Oxstno, Duke of Illyria. 

SEBASTIAN, Brother to Viola, 

Axronto, a Sea Captain, Friend to Sebastian. 
A Sea Captain, Friend to Viola. 

VALENTINE, 
CuRIO, 

Sir Topsy Beton, Uncle to Olivia. 
Str ANDREW AGUECHEEK. 
Matvonio, Steward to Olivia. 
FABIAN, 

Fests, a Clown, 


Gentlemen attending on the Duke. 


Servants to Olivia. 


Ouivia, a rich Countess. 
Vioxa, in love with the Duke. 
Maria, Olivia’s Woman. 


Lords, Priests, Sailors, Officers, Musicians, and other Attendants. 


Scenr.—A City in Illyria ; and the Sea-coast near it. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT; OR, WHAT. 
YOU WILL 


ACT. I. 


Scene I.—A Room in the Duxe’s Palace. 
Enter Duxsz, Curio, Lords; Musicians attending. 
DUKE. If music be the food of love, play on ; 
Give me excess of it, that, surfeiting, 
The appetite may sicken, and so die. 
That strain again! it had a dying fall: 4 
O! it came o’er my ear like the sweet sound 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing and giving odour. Enough! no more: 
*Tis not so sweet now as it was before. 8 
O spirit of love! how quick and fresh art thou, 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the sea, naught enters there, 
Of what validity and pitch soe’er, 12 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Even in a minute: so full of shapes is fancy, 
That it alone is high fantastical. 
curio. Will you go hunt, my lord ? 
DUKE. What, Curio ? 
cuRIO. The hart. 17 
DUKE. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have. 
O! when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 
Methought she purg’d the air of pestilence. 20 
That instant was I turn’d into a hart, 
And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
E’er since pursue me. 
Enter VALENTINE. 
How now! what news from her ? 
VALENTINE. So please my lord, I might not be 
admitted ; 24 
But from her handmaid do return this answer : 
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The element itself, till seven years’ heat, 

Shall not behold her face at ample view ; 

But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk, 28 

And water once a day her chamber round 

With eye-offending brine: all this, to season 

A brother’s dead love, which she would keep fresh 

And lasting in her sad remembrance. 32 
DUKE. QO! she that hath a heart of that fine frame 

To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 

How will she love, when the rich golden shaft 

Hath kill’d the flock of all affections else 36 

That live in her ; when liver, brain, and heart, 

These sovereign thrones, are all supplied, and fill’d 

Her sweet perfections with one self king. 

Away before me to sweet beds of flowers ; 40 

Love-thoughts lie rich when canopied with bowers. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene IJ.—The Sea-coast. 
Enter Vioua, Captain, and Sailors. 
vioLA. What country, friends, is this ? 
CAPTAIN. This is Illyria, lady. 
viota. And what should I do in Illyria ? 
My brother he is in Elysium. 
Perchance he is not drown’d: what think you sailors ? 
- CAPTAIN. It is perchance that you yourself were 
sav'd. 5 
viota. O my poor brother! and so perchance may 
he be. 
CAPTAIN. True, madam: and, to comfort you with 
chance, 
Assure yourself, after our ship did split, 8 
When you and those poor number sav’d with you 
Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother, 
Most provident in peril, bind himself,— 
Courage and hope both teaching him the practice,— 
To a strong mast that liv’d upon the sea ; 13 
Where, like Arion on the dolphin’s back, 
I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves 
So long as I could see, 
VIOLA. For saying so there’s gold. 16 
Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy speech serves for authority, 
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The like of him. Know’st thou this country ? 

CAPTAIN. Ay, madam, well; for I was bred and born 
Not three hours’ travel from this very place. 21 

viota. Who governs here ? 

cAPTAIN. A noble duke, in nature as in name. 

vioLa. What is his name ? 24 

CAPTAIN. Orsino. 

vioLA. Orsino! I have heard my father name him : 
He was a bachelor then. 

CAPTAIN. And so is now, or was so very late ; 28 
For but a month ago I went from hence, 

And then ’twas fresh in murmur,—as, you know, 

What great ones do the less will prattle of,— 

That he did seek the love of fair Olivia. 32 
vioLa. What’s she ? 

CAPTAIN. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some twelvemonth since ;_ then leaving her 
In the protection of his son, her brother, 36 
Who shortly also died: for whose dear love, 

They say she hath abjur’d the company 
And sight of men. 

VIOLA. O! that I serv’d that lady, 

And might not be deliver’d to the world, 40 
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow, 
What my estate is. 

CAPTAIN. That were hard to compass, 
Because she will admit no kind of suit, 

No, not the duke’s. 44 
vioLaA. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain ; 

And though that nature with a beauteous wall 

Doth oft close in-pollution, yet of thee 

I will believe thou hast a mind that suits 48 

With this thy fair and outward character. 

I prithee,—and Ill pay thee bounteously,— 

Conceal me what I am, and be my aid 

For such disguise as haply shall become 52 

The form of my intent. I'll serve this duke : 

Thou shall present me as a eunuch to him : 

It, may be worth thy pains; for I can sing 

And speak to him in many sorts of music 56 

That will allow me very worth his service. 

What else may hap to time I will commit ; 

Only shape thou thy silence to my wit. 
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CAPTAIN. Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be: 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see. 61 
vioLA. I thank thee: lead me on. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—A Room in Oxtvi1a’s House. 
Enter Sir Topsy Betcu and Marta. 

sIR TOBY. What a plague means my niece, to take the 
death of her brother thus ? I am sure eare’s an enemy 
to life. 

MARIA. By my troth, Sir Toby, you must come in 
earlier o’ nights: your cousin, my lady, takes great 
exceptions to your ill hours. 

‘sIR TOBY. Why, let her except before excepted. T 

MARIA. Ay, but you must confine yourself within the 
modest limits of order. 

sir TOBY. Confine! I'll confine myself no finer than 
Iam. These clothes are good enough to drink in, and 
so be these boots too: an they be not, let them Se 
themselves in their own straps. 

MARIA. That quaffing and drinking will undo vio 
I heard my lady talk of it yesterday ; and of a foolish 
knight that you brought in one night here to be her 
wooer. 17 

siz TOBY. Who? Sir Andrew Aguecheek ? 

MARIA. Ay, he. 

sir TOBY. He’sas tall a man as any’s in Illyria. 20 

MARIA. What’s that to the purpose ? 

str TOBY. Why, he has three thousand ducats a 
year. 

MARIA. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all these 
ducats : he’s a very fool and a prodigal. 25 

SIR TOBY. Fie, that you'll say so! he plays o’ the 
viol-de-gamboys, and speaks three or four languages 
word for word without book, and hath all the good gilts 
of nature. 

MARIA. He hath indeed, almost natural ; for, besides 
that he’s a fool, he’s a great quarreller ; and but that 
he hath the gift ‘of a coward to allay the gust he hath in 
quarrelling, *tis thought among the prudent he would 
quickly have the gift of a grave. 

sir TOBY. By this hand, they are scoundrels and 
substractors what say so of him. Who are they ? 36 
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_ Marta. They that add, moreover, he ’s drunk nightly 
in your company. 

str TOBY. With drinking healths to my niece. I'll 
drink to her as long as there is a passage in my throat 
and drink in Illyria. He’s a coward and a coystril, that 
will not drink to my niece till his brains turn o’ the’ toe 
like a parish-top. What, wench! Castiliano vulgo! for 
here comes Sir Andrew Agueface. 44 


Enter Sir ANDREW AGUECHEEK, 

SIR ANDREW. Sir Toby Belch! how now, Sir Toby 
Belch ! 

SIR TOBY. Sweet Sir Andrew ! 

SIR ANDREW. Bless you, fair shrew. 48 

MARIA. And you too, sir. 

stR TOBY. Accost, Sir Andrew, accost. 

SIR ANDREW. Whats that ? 

str TOBY. My niece’s chambermaid. 52 

SIR ANDREW. Good Mistress Accost, I desire better 
acquaintance. 

MARIA. My name is Mary, sir. 

SIR ANDREW. Good Mistress Mary Accost,— 56 

str TOBY. You mistake, knight: ‘accost’ is, front 
her, board her, woo her, assail her. 

SIR ANDREW. By my troth, I would not undertake 
her in this company. Is that the meaning of ‘ accost’ ? 

MARIA. Fare you well, gentlemen. 61 

sir TOBY. An thou let her part so, Sir Andrew, would 
thou mightst never draw sword again ! 

SIR ANDREW. An you part so, mistress, I would I 
might never draw sword again. Fair lady, do you think 
you have fools in hand ? 

MARIA. Sir, I have not you by the hand. 

SIR ANDREW. Marry, but you shall have ; and here’s 
my hand. 69 

MARIA. Now, sir, ‘ thought is free’: I pray you, bring 
your hand to the buttery-bar and let it drink. 

SIR ANDREW. Wherefore, sweetheart ? what ’s your 
metaphor ? 73 

MARIA. It’s dry, sir. 

SIR ANDREW. Why, I think so: I am not such an ass 
but I can keep my hand dry. But what’s your jest ? 

MARIA. A dry jest, sir ant 
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gir ANDREW. Are you full of them ? 
maria. Ay, sir, I have them at my fingers’ ends: 


marry, now I let go your hand, I am barren. [Exit. 
stk topy. O knight! thou lackest a cup of canary : 
when did I see thee so put down ? 82 


SIR ANDREW. Never in your life, } think; unless you 
see canary put me down. Methinks sometimes I have 
no more wit than a Christian or an ordinary man has ; 
but I am a great eater of beef, and I believe that does 
harm to my wit. 

str TOBY. No question. 88 

sin ANDREW. An I thought that, I'd forswear it. I'll 
ride home to-morrow, Sir Toby. 

‘sik TOBY. Pourquoi, my dear knight ? 

SIR ANDREW. What is ‘pourquoi’ ? do or not do? I 
would I had bestowed that time in the tongues that 
I have in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting. O! had I 
but followed the arts ! 95 

sir TOBY. Then hadst thou had an excellent head of 
hair. 

SIR ANDREW. Why, would that have mended my 
hair ? 99 

str TOBY. Past question; for thou seest it will not 
curl by nature. 

SIR ANDREW. But it becomes me well enough, does ’t 
not ? 103 

sik TOBY. Excellent; it hangs like flax on a distaff, 
and I hope to see a housewife take thee between her legs, 
and spin it off. 

SIR ANDREW. Faith, I’ll home to-morrow, Sir Toby : 
your niece will not be seen; or if she be, it’s four to 
one she'll none of me. The count himself here hard by 
woos her. 110 

sIR TOBY. She'll none o’ the count; she’ll not 
match above her degree, neither in estate, years, nor 
wit; I have heard her swear it. Tut, there ’s life in ’t, 
man. 

SIR ANDREW. I'll stay a month longer. I am a fellow 
o’ the strangest mind i’ the world; I delight in masques 
and revels sometimes altogether. 117 

sik TOBY. Art thou good at these kickchawses, 
knight ? 

SIR ANDREW. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he 
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be, under the degree of my betters: and yet I will not 
compare with an old man. 

sik TOBY. What is thy excellence in a galliard, 
knight ? 124 

SIR ANDREW. Faith, I can cut a caper. 

sir TOBY. And I can cut the mutton to’t. 

SIR ANDREW. And I think I have the back-trick simply 
as strong as any man in Illyria. 128 

str TOBY. Wherefore are these things hid?  where- 
fore have these gifts a curtain before ’em? are they 
like to take dust, like Mistress Mall’s picture? why 
dost thou not go to church in a galliard, and come 
home in a coranto? My very walk should be a jig: 
I would not so much as make water but in a sink-a- 
pace. What dost thou mean? is it a world to hide 
virtues in? I did think, by the excellent constitu- 
tion of thy leg, it was formed under the star of a 
galliard. 138 

SIR ANDREW. Ay, ’tis strong, and it does indifferent 
well in a flame-coloured stock. Shall we set about some 
revels ? 

sIR TOBY. What shall we do else ? were we not born 
under Taurus ? 143 

SIR ANDREW. Taurus! that’s sides and heart. 

sir TOBY. No, sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me see 
thee caper.. Ha! higher: ha, ha! excellent! [Exeunt. 


Scene IV.—A Room in the Duxe’s Palace. 
Enter VALENTINE, and VIoLA in man’s attire. 
VALENTINE. If the duke continue these favours to- 
wards you, Cesario, you are like to be much advanced: 
he hath known you but three days, and already you are 
no stranger. 4 
vioLA. You either fear his humour or my negligence, 
that you call in question the continuance of his love. 
Is he inconstant, sir, in his favours ? 
VALENTINE. No, believe me. 8 
viotaA. I thank you. Here comes the count. 
Enter DuxKr, Curio, and Attendants. 
DUKE. Who saw Cesario? ho! _ 
vioLta. On your attendance, my lord ;_ here. 
DUKE. Stand you awhile aloof. Cesario, 12 
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Thou know’st no less but all; I have unclasp’d 
To thee the book even of my secret soul : 
Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her, 
Be not denied access, stand at her doors, 16 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow 
Till thou have audience. 
VIOLA. Sure, my noble lord, 
If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 20 
DUKE. Be clamorous and leap all civil bounds 
Rather than make unprofised return. 
vioLA. Say I do speak with her, my lord, what then ? 
DUKE. O! then unfold the passion of my love; 24 
Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith : 
It shall become thee well to act my woes ; 
She will attend it better in thy youth 


Than in a nuncio of more grave aspect. 28 
vioLA. I think not so, my lord. 
DUKE. Dear lad, believe it ; 


For they shall yet belie thy happy years 

That say thou art a man: Diana’s lip 

Is not more smooth and rubious ; thy small pipe 32 
Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound ; 

And all is semblative a woman’s part. 

I know thy constellation is right apt 

For this affair. Some four or five attend him ; 36 
All, if you will; for I myself am best 

When least in company. Prosper well in this, 

And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord, 

To call his fortunes thine. 


VIOLA. Tll do my best 40 
To woo your lady: [Aside] yet, a barful strife ! 
Whoe’er I woo, myself would be his wife. [Exeunt. 


Scrnre V.—A Room in Ottv1a’s House. 


Enter Marta and Clown. 

MARIA. Nay, either tell me where thou hast been, 
or I will not open my lips so wide as a bristle may enter 
in way of thy excuse. My lady will hang thee for thy 
absence. 4 

cLown. Let her hang me: he that is well hanged 
in this world needs to fear no colours. 
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MARIA. Make that good. 

CLOWN. He shall see none to fear. 8 

MARIA. A good lenten answer: I can tell thee where 
that saying was born, of ‘I fear no colours’. 

cLOWN. Where, good Mistress Mary ? 

MARIA. In the wars; and that may you be bold to 
say in your foolery. 13 

cLoWN. Well, God give them wisdom that have it; 
and those that are fools, let them use their talents. 

MARIA. Yet you will be hanged for being so long 
absent ; or, to be turned away, is not that as good as 
a hanging to you ? 18 

cLown. Many a good hanging prevents a bad 
marriage; and, for turning away, let summer bear it 
out. 21 

MARIA. You are resolute then ? 

cLtown. Not so, neither; but I am resolved on two 
points. 24 

MARIA. That if one break, the other will hold; or, if 
both break, your gaskins fall. 

CLOWN. Apt, in good faith; very apt. Well, go thy 
way: if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as 
witty a piece of Eve’s flesh as any in Illyria. 29 

MARIA. Peace, you rogue, no more o’ that. Here 
comes my lady: make your excuse wisely, you were 
best. (Exit. 

CLOWN. Wit, an’t be thy will, put me into good 
fooling ! Those wits that think they have thee, do very 
oft prove fools; and I, that am sure I lack thee, may 
pass for a wise man: for what says Quinapalus ? 
*‘ Better a witty fool than a foolish wit.’ 37 


Enter Oxivia with Matvotio. 
God bless thee, lady ! 

onivia. Take the fool away. 

cLtowNn. Do you not hear, fellows ? Take away the. 
lady. 41 

oLIvIA. Go to, you’re a dry fool; Dll no more of 
you: besides, you grow dishonest. 

CLOWN. Two faults, madonna, that drink and good 
counsel willamend : for give the dry fool drink, then is 
the fool not dry; bid the dishonest man mend himself : 
if he mend, he is no longer'dishonest ; if he cannot, let 
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the botcher mend him. Any thing that’s mended is 
but patched: virtue that transgresses is but patched 
with sin; and sin that amends is but patched with 
virtue. If that this simple syllogism will serve, so; if 
it will not, what remedy ? As there is no true cuckold 
but calamity, so beauty’s a flower. The lady bade 
take away the fool; therefore, I say again, take her 
away. 55 

outvia. Sir, I bade them take away you. 

cLowNn. Misprision in the highest degree! Lady, 
cucullus non facit monachum ; that’s as much to say as 
I wear not motley inmy brain. Good madonna, give me 
leave to prove you a fool. 60 

OLiIviA. Can you do it 2 

cLown. Dexteriously, good madonna. 

ottivia. Make your proof. 

cLown. I must catechise you for it, madonna: good 
my mouse of virtue, answer me. 65 

outviA. Well, sir, for want of other idleness, I'll bide 
your proof. 

cLowN. Good madonna, why mournest thou ? 68 

ouivia. Good fool, for my brother’s death. 

cLown. I think his soul is in hell, madonna. 

outvia. I know his soul is in heaven, fool. 

cLowNn. The more fool, madonna, to mourn for your 
brother’s soul being in heaven. Take away the fool, 
gentlemen. 

ottviA. What think you of this fool, Malvolio ? doth 
he not mend ? 76 

MALVOLIO. Yes; and shall do, till the pangs of death 
shake him: infirmity, that decays the wise, doth ever 
make the better fool. 79 

cLown. Godsend you, sir, a speedy infirmity, for the 
better increasing your folly ! Sir Toby will be sworn that 
I am no fox, but he will not pass his word for two pence 
that you are no fool. 

OLIvIA. How say you to that, Malvolio ? 84 

MALVOLIO. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in 
such a barren rascal: I saw him put down the other 
day with an ordinary fool that has no more brain than 
a stone. Look you now, he’s out of his guard already ; 
unless you laugh and minister occasion to him, he is 
gagged. I protest, I take these wise men, that crow 
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so at these set kind of fools, no better than the fools’ 
zanies. 92 

OLIVIA. O! you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, and 
taste with a distempered appetite. To be generous, 
guiltless, and of free disposition, is to take those things 
for bird-bolts that you deem cannon-bullets. There is 
no slander in an allowed fool, though he do nothing but 
rail; nor no railing in a known discreet man, though he 
do nothing but reprove. 99 

cLown. Now, Mercury endue thee with leasing, for 
thou speakest well of fools ! 


Re-enter Marta. 

MARIA. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentle- 
man much desires to speak with you. 

oLiviA. From the Count Orsino, is it ? 104 

MARIA. I know not, madam: “tis a fair young man, 
and well attended. 

ottiviaA. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

MARIA. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 108 

outiviA. Fetch him off, I pray you : he speaks nothing 
but madman. Fie on him! [Exit Marra.] Go you, Malvolio: 
if it be a suit from the count, I am sick, or not at home; 
what you will, to dismiss it. [Exit Matvotso.] Now you 
see, sir, how your fooling grows old, and people dis- 
like it. 114 

cLown. Thou hast spoken for us, madonna, as if thy 
eldest son should be a fool; whose skull Jove cram with 
brains ! for here comes one of thy kin has a most weak 
pia mater. 

Enter Str Tosy BeEtcu. 

outtvi4. By mine honour, half drunk. What is he at 
the gate, cousin ? 120 

str TOBY. A gentleman. 

ouiviA. A gentleman! what gentleman ? 

siz TOBY. *Tis a gentleman here,—a plague o’ these 
pickle herring! How now, sot ! 124 

cLowN. Good Sir Toby. 

oLIviA. Cousin, cousin, how have you come so early 

by this lethargy ? 
- grr ToBy. Lechery! I defy lechery! There ’s one at 
the gate. MW 129 

cLown. Ay, marry, what is he ? 

SH. I uh 
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sIR TOBY. Let him be the devil, an he will, I care 
not: give me faith, say I. Well, it *s all one. [Exit. 
oLIvIA. What’s a drunken man like, fool ? 133 
CLOWN. Like a drowned man, a fool, and a madman: 
one draught above heat makes him a fool, the second 
mads him, and a third drowns him. 136 
ouiviA. Go thou and seek the crowner, and let him 
sit o’ my coz; for he’s in the third degree of drink, he’s 


drowned : go, look after him. 139 
ctown. He is but mad yet, madonna; and the fool 
shall look to the madman. [Exit. 


Re-enter MaLvorio. 

MALVOLIO. Madam, yond young fellow swears he will 
speak with you. I told him you were sick: he takes 
on him to understand so much, and therefore comes to 
speak with you. I told him you were asleep: he seems 
to have a foreknowledge of that too, and therefore comes 
to speak with you. What is to be said to him, lady ? 
he’s fortified against any denial. 148 

oLiviA. ‘Tell him he shall not speak with me. 

MALVOLIO. Ha’s been told so; and he says, he'll 
stand at your door like a sheriff's post, and be the sup- 
porter to a bench, but he'll speak with you. 152 

ouivia. What kind 0’ man is he ? 

MALVOLIO. Why, of mankind. 

oLiviA. What manner of man ? 

MALVOLIO. Of very ill manner: he'll speak with you, 
will you or no. 157 

otivia. Of what personage and years is he ? 

MALVOLIO. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 
enough for a boy; as a squash is before tis a peascod, 
or a codling when ’tis almost an apple: ‘tis with him 
in standing water, between boy and man. He is very 
well-favoured, and he speaks very shrewishly: one 
would think his mother’s milk were scarce out of him. 

outivia. Let him approach. Call in my _gentle- 
woman. 166 

MALVOLIO. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [Exit. 


Re-enter Marta. 


OLIvIA. Give me my veil: come, throw it o’er my face. 
We'll once more hear Orsino’s embassy. 
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Enter VioLa and Attendants. 

eile The honourable lady of the house, which is 
she ? 

oLIviA. Speak to me; I shall answer for her. Your 
will ? 173 

vioLa. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable 
beauty,—I pray you tell me if this be the lady of the 
house, for I never saw her: I would be loath to cast 
away my speech; for, besides that it is excellently 
well penned, I have taken great pains to con it. Good 
beauties, let me sustain no scorn; I am very comptible, 
even to the least sinister usage. 180 

OLIvIA. Whence came you, sir ? 

vioLta. I can say little more than I have studied, 
and that question ’s out of my part. Good gentle one, 
give me modest assurance if you be the lady of the house, 
that I may proceed in my speech. 185 

OLIVIA. Are you a comedian ? 

viotaA. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the 
very fangs of malice I swear I am not that I play. Are 
you the lady of the house ? 189 

ouivia. If I do not usurp myself, I am. 

vioLA. Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp 
yourself ; for, what is yours to bestow is not yours to 
reserve. But this is from my commission: I will on 
with my speech in your praise, and then show you the 
heart of my message. 195 

otivia. Come to what is important in’t: I forgive 
you the praise. 

viota. Alas! I took great pains to study it, and ’tis 
poetical. 199 

otiviA. It is the more like to be feigned: I pray 
you keep it in. I heard you were saucy at my gates, 
and allowed your approach rather to wonder at you 
than to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone; if you 
have reason, be brief: ’tis not that time of moon with 


me to make one in so skipping a dialogue. 205 
MARIA. Will you hoist sail, sir? here lies your 
way. 


viota. No, good swabber; I am to hull here a little 
longer. Some mollification for your giant, sweet lady. 
ottiviA. Tell me your mind. , 
_ vioLa. I ama messenger. AT = Shi 211 
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OLIVIA. Sure, you have some hideous matter to 
deliver, when the courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak 
your office. 214 

vioLA. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no over- 
ture of war, no taxation of homage: I hold the olive 
in my hand; my words are as full of peace as matter. 

oLiviaA. Yet you beganrudely. What are you ¢ what 
would you ? 219 
vioua. The rudeness that hath appear’d in me have 
I learn’d from my entertainment. What I am, and 
what I would, are as secret as maidenhead; to your 
ears, divinity ; to any other’s, profanation. 223 

OLIvIA. Give us the place alone :) we will hear this 
diyinity. [Exit Marra and attendants.] Now, sir; what is 
your text ? 

viotA. Most sweet lady,— 

ottviA. A comfortable doctrine, and much may 
said of it. Where lies your text ? 

viotA. In Orsino’s bosom. 

otivia. In his bosom! In what chapter of his 
bosom ? 232 

vioLA. To answer by the method, in the first of his 
heart. 

ouiviaA. O! I have read it: it is heresy. Have you 
no more to say ? 236 

VIOLA. Good madam, let me see your face. 

OLIVIA. Have you any commission from your lord 
to negotiate with my face ? you are now out of your 
text: but we will draw the curtain and show you the 
picture. [Unveiling.] Look you, sir, such a one I was as 
this present : is *t not well done ? 

vioLa. Excellently done, if God did all. 

ouiviA. *Tis in grain, sir; “twill endure wind and 
weather. 245 

vioLa. *Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white 
Nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruell’st she alive, 248 
Tf you will lead these graces to the grave 
And leave the world no copy. 

oLiviA. QO! sir, I will not be so hard-hearted ; 
I will give out divers schedules of my beauty: it shall 
be inventoried, and every particle and utensil labelled 
to my will: as Item, Two lips, indifferent red ; Item, 
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Two grey eyes, with lids to them; Item, One neck, 

one chin, and so forth. Were you sent hither to praise 

me ? 257 
vioLA. I see you what you are: you are too proud ; 

But, if you were the devil, you are fair. 

My lord and master loves you: O! such love 260 

Could be but recompens’d, though you were crown’d 

The nonpareil of beauty. 

OLIVIA. How does he love me ? 
vioLA. With adorations, with fertile tears, 

With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire. 264 
otiviA. Your lord does know my mind; I cannot 

love him ; 

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble, 

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 

In voices well divulg’d, free, learn’d, and valiant; 268 

And, in dimension and the shape of nature 

A gracious person; but yet I cannot love him: 

He might have took his answer long ago. 
vioLa. If I did love you in my master’s flame, 272 

With such a suffering, such a deadly life, 

In your denial I would find no sense ; 

I would not understand it. 

OLIVIA. Why, what would you ? 
viota. Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 276 

And call upon my soul within the house ; 

Write loyal cantons of contemned love, 

And sing them loud even in the dead of night ; 

Holla your name to the reverberate hills, 280 

And make the babbling gossip of the air 

Cry out, © Olivia!’ O! you should not rest 

Between the elements of air and earth, 

But you should pity me! 284 
oLtivia. You might do much. What is your parentage ¢ 
vioLa. Above my fortunes, yet my state is well: 

I am a gentleman. 

OLIVIA. Get you to your lord : 

I cannot love him. Let him send no more, 288 

Unless, perchance, you come to me again, 

To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well : 

I thank you for your pains: spend this for me. 291 
vioLtA. I am no fee’d post, lady ; keep your pane 

My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 
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Love make his heart of flint that you shall love, 

And let your fervour, like my master’s, be 295 

Plac’d in contempt! Farewell, fair cruelty. (Exit. 
ouivia. ‘What is your parentage ?’ 

‘ Above my fortunes, yet my state is well : 

Tam a gentleman.’ [Jl be sworn thou art : 299 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spirit, 

Do give thee five-fold blazon. Not too fast: soft! soft! 

Unless the master were the man. How now 

Even so quickly may one catch the plague # 

Methinks I feel this youth’s perfections 304 

With an invisible and subtle stealth 

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. 

What, ho! Malvolio ! 


Re-enter MALvo.uio. 


MALVOLIO. Here, madam, at your service. 
OLIVIA. Run after that same peevish messenger, 
The county’s man: he left this ring behind him, 309 


Would I, or not: tell him Pll none of it. 

Desire him not to flatter with his lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes: I’m not for him. 312 

If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 

I'll give him reasons for ’t. Hie thee, Malvolio. 
MALVOLIO. Madam, I will. (Exit. 
otiviA. Ido I know not what, and fear to find 316 

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 

Fate, show thy force : ourselves we do not owe ; 

What is decreed must be, and be this so ! [Exit. 


ACT II. 


ScENE J.—The Sea-coast. 
Enter ANTONIO and SEBASTIAN. 

ANTONIO. Will you stay no longer? nor will you 
not that I go with you 2 

SEBASTIAN. By your patience, no. My stars shine 
darkly over me; the malignancy of my fate might, 
perhaps, distemper yours; therefore I shall crave of 
you your leave that I may bear my evils alone. It were 
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a bad recompense for your love to lay any of them on 
you. 8 

ANTONIO. Let me yet know of you whither you are 
bound. 

SEBASTIAN. No, sooth, sir: my determinate voyage 
is mere extravagancy. But I perceive in you so excellent 
a touch of modesty that you will not extort from me 
what I am willing to keep in; therefore, it charges me 
in manners the rather to express myself. You must 
know of me then, Antonio, my name is Sebastian, which 
I called Roderigo. My father was that Sebastian of 
Messaline, whom I know you have heard of. He left 
behind him myself and a sister, both born in an hour: 
if the heavens had been pleased, would we had so ended | 
but you, sir, altered that; for some hour before you 
took me from the breach of the sea was my sister 
drowned. 

ANTONIO. Alas the day! 24 

SEBASTIAN. A lady, sir, though it was said she much 
resembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful : 
but, though I could not with such estimable wonder 
overfar believe that, yet thus far I will boldly publish 
her: she bore a mind that envy could not but call fair. 
She is drowned already, sir, with salt water, though 
I seem to drown her remembrance again with more. 31 

ANTONIO. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment. 

SEBASTIAN. QO good Antonio! forgive me your 
trouble ! 

ANTONIO. If you will not murder me for my love, let 
me be your servant. 36 

SEBASTIAN. If you will not undo what you have done, 
that is, kill him whom you have recovered, desire it 
not. Fare ye well at once: my bosom is full of kind- 
ness ; and Il am yet so near the manners of my mother, 
that upon the least occasion more mine eyes will tell 
tales of me. I am bound to the Count Orsino’s court : 
farewell. [Exit. 

ANTONIO. The gentleness of all the gods go with thee ! 
I have many enemies in Orsino’s court, 45 
Else would I very shortly see thee there ; 

But, come what may, I do adore thee so, 
That danger shall seem sport, and I will go. (Exit. 
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Scene IJ.—A Street. 
Enter Viota ; Matvotto following. 


MALVOLIO. Were not you even now with the Countess 
Olivia ? 
vioLA. Even now, sir: on a moderate pace I have 
since arrived but hither. 4 
MALVOLIO. She returns this ring to you, sir: you 
might have saved me my pains, to have taken it away 
yourself, She adds, moreover, that you should put your 
lord into a desperate assurance she will none of him. 
And one thing more; that you be never so hardy to 
ceme again in his affairs, unless it, be to report your lord’s 
taking of this. Receive it so. 
viouA. She took the ring of me; Vl none of it. 12 
MALVOLIO. Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her; 
and her will is it should be so returned : if it be worth 
stooping for, there it lies in your eye; if not, be it his 
that finds it. [Exit. 
vioLA. Lleftnoring with her: what means this lady ? 
Fortune forbid my outside have not charm’d her ! 
She made good view of me; indeed, so much, 
That sure methought her eyes had lost her tongue, 20 
For she did speak in starts distractedly. 
She loves me, sure; the cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 
None of my lord’s ring! why, he sent her none. a4. 
Iam the man: if it be so, as ’tis, 
Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 
Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness, 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 28 
How easy is it for the proper-false 
In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms ! 
Alas ! our frailty is the cause, not we ! 
For such as we are made of, such we be. 32 
How will this fadge ?_ My master loves her dearly:; 
And I, poor monster, fond as much on him ; 
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me. 
What will become of this? As I am man, 
My state is desperate for my master’s love ; 
As I am woman,—now alas the day !— 
What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe ! 


19 
o> 
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O time! thou must untangle this, not I; 40 
It is too hard a knot for me to untie. (Exit. 


Scrent III.—A Room in Ortvia’s House. 
Enter Sm Tory Bretcu and Sim ANDREW AGUECHEEK. 


SIR TOBY. Approach, Sir Andrew: not to be a-bed 
after midnight is to be up betimes ; and diluculo surgere, 
thou knowest,— 

SIR ANDREW. Nay, by my troth, I know not; but I 
know, to be up late is to be up late. 5 

str TOBY. A false conclusion: I hate it as an un- 
filled can. To be up after midnight and to go to bed then, 
is early ; so that to go to bed after midnight is to go 
to bed betimes. Does not our life consist of the four 
elements ? 

SIR ANDREW. Faith, so they say; but, I think, it 
rather consists of eating and drinking. 12 

stIrR TOBY. Thouartascholar; let us therefore eat and 
drink. Marian, I say! a stoup of wine ! 


Enter Clown. 


SIR ANDREW. Here comes the fool, i’ faith. 

CLOWN. How now, my hearts! Did you never see 
the picture of “ we three’ ? 17 
sTIR TOBY. Welcome, ass. Now let’s have a catch. 

SIR ANDREW. By my troth, the fool has an excellent 
breast. I had rather than forty shillings I had such 
a leg, and so sweet a breath to sing, as the fool has. In 
sooth, thou wast in very gracious fooling last night, when 
thou spokest of Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians passing 
the equinoctial of Queubus: twas very good, i’ faith. 
I sent thee sixpence for thy leman : hadst it ? 25 

cLown. I did impeticos thy gratillity ; for Mal- 
volio’s nose is no whipstock : my lady has a white hand, 
and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houses. 28 

SIR ANDREW. Excellent! Why, this is the best 
fooling, when all is done. Now, a song. 

sIR TOBY. Come on; there is sixpence for you: let’s 
have a song. ; » 82 

SIR ANDREW. There’s a testril of me too: if one 
knight give a— 
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cLowN. Would you have a love-song, or a song of 
good life ? 36 

siz TOBY. A love-song, a love-song. 

SIR ANDREW. Ay, ay; I care not for good life. 


CLOWN. O mistress mine! where are you roaming ? 
O! stay and hear; your true love’s coming, 
That can sing both high and low. 41 
Trip no further, pretty sweeting ; 
Journeys end in lovers meeting, 
Eyery wise man’s son doth know. 44 


SIR ANDREW. Excellent good, i’ faith. 
sIR TOBY. Good, good. 


CLowN. What is love? ’tis not hereafter ; 
Present mirth hath present laughter ; 48 
What ’s to come is still unsure : 
In delay there lies no plenty ; 
Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty, 


Youth’s a stuff will not endure. 52 

SIR ANDREW. A mellifluous voice, as I am true 
knight. 

sIR TOBY. A contagious breath. 55 


SIR ANDREW. Very sweet and contagious, i’ faith. 

str TOBY. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in con- 
tagion. But shall we make the welkin dance indeed ? 
Shall we rouse the night-owl in a catch that will draw 
three souls out of one weaver ? shall we do that ? 60 

SIR ANDREW. An you love me, let ’s do’t: Iam dog 
at a catch. 

cLtown, By’r lady, sir, and some dogs will catch 
well. 64 

SIR ANDREW. Most certain. Let our catch be, ‘ Thou 
knave.’ 

cLown. ‘Hold thy peace, thou knave,’ knight? I 
shall be constrain’d in ’t to call thee knave, knight. 

SIR ANDREW. °Tis not the first time I have con- 
strained one to call me knave. Begin, fool: it begins, 
‘Hold thy peace.’ 

cLown. I shall never begin if I hold my peace. 72 

SIR ANDREW. Good, i faith. Come, begin. 


[They sing a catch. 
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Enter Marta. 

MARIA. What a caterwauling do you keep here! If 
my lady have not called up her steward Malvolio and 
bid him turn you out of doors, never trust me. 

sir TOBY. My lady’s a Cataian; we are politicians ; 
Malvolio’s a Peg-a-Ramsey, and ‘ Three merry men be 
we’. Am not I consanguineous ? am I not of her blood ? 
Tillyvally, lady ! 80 

‘There dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, lady !’ 

CLOWN. Beshrew me, the knight’s in admirable 
fooling. 

SIR ANDREW. Ay, he does well enough if he be dis- 
posed, and so do I too: he does it with a better grace, 
but I do it more natural. 

sir TOBY. ‘QO! the twelfth day of December,’— 

MARIA. For the love o’ God, peace ! 88 


Enter Matvorto. 

MALVOLIO. My masters, are you mad? or what are 
you ? Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty, but to 
gabble like cinkers at this time of night ? Do ye make 
an alehouse of my lady’s house, that ye squeak out 
your coziers’ catches without any mitigation or remorse 
of voice ? Is there no respect of place, persons, nor time, 


in you ? 95 
str TOBY. We did keep time, sir, in our catches. 
Sneck up ! 


MALVOLIO. Sir Toby, I must be round with you. 
My lady bade me tell you, that, though she harbours 
you as her kinsman, she’s nothing allied to your dis- 
orders. If you can separate yourself and your mis- 
demeanours, you are welcome to the house ; if not, an it 
would please you to take leave of her, she is very willing 


to bid you farewell. 104 
SIR TOBY. ‘ Farewell, dear heart, since I must needs 
be gone.’ 


MARIA. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

CLOWN. ‘ His eyes do show his days are almost done.’ 
MALVOLIO. Is’t even so } 108 
sIR TOBY. ‘ But I will never die.’ 

CLOWN. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

MALVOLIO. ‘This is much credit to you. 

SIR TOBY. ‘Shall I bid him go?’ 112 
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ctown. ‘ What an if you do?’ 

sir TOBY. ‘Shall I bid him go, and spare not ?’ 

crown. ‘QO! no, no, no, no, you dare not.’ 

str TOBY. ‘Out o’ time!’ Sir, ye lie. Art any more 
than a steward? Dost thou think, because thou art 
virtuous, there shall be no more cakes and ale ? 

cLown. Yes, by Saint Anne ; and ginger shall be hot 
i the mouth too. 120 

sir TOBY. Thou’rt i’ the right. Go, sir, rub your 
chain with crumbs. A stoup of wine, Maria ! 

MALVOLIO. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady’s 
favour at anything more than contempt, you would not 
give means for this uncivil rule: she shall know of it, 
by this hand. [Exit. 

MARIA. Go shake your ears. 127 

SIR ANDREW. "Twere as good a deed as to drink when 
a man’s a-hungry, to challenge him the field, and then 
to break promise with him and make a fool of him. 

sir TOBY. Do’t, knight: Dll write thee a challenge ; 
or I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

MARIA. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night: 
since the youth of the count’s was to-day with my lady, 
she is much out of quiet. For Monsieur Malvolio, let 
me alone with him: if I do not gull him into a nayword, 
and make him a common recreation, do not think I have 
wit enough to lie straight in my bed. I know I can do it. 

SIR TOBY. Possess us, possess us; tell us something 
of him. 140 

MARIA. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of 
puritan. 

SIR ANDREW. OQ! if I thought that, I'd beat him like 
a dog. 144 

SIR TOBY. What, for being a puritan ? thy exquisite 
reason, dear knight ? 

SIR ANDREW. I have no exquisite reason for ’t, but 
I have reason good enough. 148 

MARIA. The devil a puritan that he is, or anything 
constantly but a time-pleaser ; an affectioned ass, that 
cons state without book, and utters it by great swarths : 
the best persuaded of himself ; so crammed, as he thinks, 
with excellences, that it is his ground of faith that all that 
look on him love him; and on that vice in him will my 
revenge find notable cause to work. ; 
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str TOBY. What wilt thou do ? 156 

MARIA. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles 
of love ; wherein, by the colour of his beard, the shape of 
his leg, the manner of his gait, the expressure of his eye, 
forehead, and complexion, he shall find himself most 
feelingly personated. I can write very like my lady your 
niece ; on a forgotten matter we can hardly make dis- 
tinction of our hands. 

SIR TOBY. Excellent! I smell a device. 164 

SIR ANDREW. I have *t in my nose too. 

stR TOBY. He shall think, by the letters that thou 
wilt drop, that they come from my niece, and that she is 
in love with him. 168 

MARIA. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that 
colour. 

SIR ANDREW. And your horse now would make him 
an ass. 172 

MARIA. Ass, I doubt not. 

SIR ANDREW. O! ’twill be admirable. 

MARIA. Sport royal, I warrant you: I know my 
physie will work with him. I will plant you two, and 
let the fool make a third, where he shall find the letter : 
observe his construction of it. For this night, to bed, 
and dream on the event. Farewell. (Exit. 

sir TOBY. Good night, Penthesilea. 180 

SIR ANDREW. Before me, she’s a good wench. 

stR TOBY. She’s a beagle, true-bred, and one that 
adores me: what o’ that ? 

SIR ANDREW. I was adored once too. 184 

sik ToBy. Let’s to bed, knight. Thou hadst need 
send for more money. 

SIR ANDREW. If I cannot recover your niece, I am 
a foul way out. 188 

sir TOBY. Send for money, knight: if thou hast her 
not i’ the end, call me cut. 

SIR ANDREW. If I do not, never trust me, take it how 
you will. 192 

sIR TOBY. Come, come: I'll go burn some sack ; 
’tis too late to go to bed now. Come, knight; come, 
knight. [Exeunt. 
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Scene IV.—A Room in the Dukz’s Palace. 
Enter Dux, Viota, Curio, and Others. 
DUKE. Give me some music. Now, good morrow, 
friends : 
Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song, 
That old and antique song we heard last night ; 
Methought it did relieve my passion much, 4 
More than light airs and recollected terms 
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times : 
Come; but one verse. 
cuRIo. He is not here, so please your lordship, that 
should sing it. 9 
RUKE. Who was it ? 
cuRIO. Feste, the jester, my lord; a fool that the 
Lady Olivia’s father took much delight in. He is about 
the house. 13 
DUKE. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 
[Exit Curio. Music. 
Come hither, boy: if ever thou shalt love, 
In the sweet pangs of it remember me ; 16 
For such as I am all true lovers are : 
Unstaid and skittish in all motions else 
Save in the constant image of the creature 
That is belov’d. How dost thou like this tune ? 20 
VIOLA. It gives a very echo to the seat 
Where love is thron’d. 


DUKE. Thou dost speak masterly. 
My life upon ’t, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stay’d upon some favour that it loves ; 24 
Hath it not, boy ? 
VIOLA. A little, by your favour. 
DUKE. What kind of woman is ’t ? 
VIOLA. Of your complexion. 
DUKE. She is not worth thee, then. What years, i 
faith ¢ 
vioLA. About your years, my lord. 28 


DUKE. ‘Too old, by heaven. Let still the woman take 
An elder than herself, so wears she to him, 
So sways she level in her husband’s heart : 
For, boy, however we do praise ourselves, 32 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn, 
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Than women’s are. 


VIOLA. I think it well, my lord. 
DUKE. Then, let thy love be younger than thyself, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent ; By 


For women are as roses, whose fair flower 
Being once display’d, doth fall that very hour. 
viota. And so they are: alas, that they are so ; 
To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 41 


Re-enter Curio with Clown. 
DUKE. Q, fellow! come, the song we had last night. 
Mark it, Cesario ; it is old and plain ; 
The spinsters and the knitters in the sun, 44 
And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 
Do use to chant it: it is silly sooth, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 


Like the old age. 48 
cLown. Are you ready, sir ? 
DUKE. Ay = prithee, sing. [Music. 
CLOWN. Come away, come away, death, 
And in sad cypress let me be laid ; 52 


Fly away, fly away, breath ; 
IT am slain by a fair cruel maid. 
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 
O! prepare it. 56 
My part of death, no one so true 
Did share it. 


Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 59 
On my black coffin let there be strown ; 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corse, where my bones shall be 


thrown. 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 
Lay me, O! where 64 


Sad true lover never find my grave, 
To weep there. 


DUKE. There’s for thy pains. 

cLtown. No pains, sir; 1] take pleasure in singing, sir. 

pUKE. I'll pay thy pleasure then. 69 

ctown. ‘Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid, one time 
or another. 

DUKE. Give me now leave to leave thee. 72 
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cLown. Now, the melancholy god protect thee, and 
the tailor make thy doublet of changeable taffeta, for 
thy mind is a very opal! I would have men of such 
constancy put to sea, that their business might be every- 
thing and their intent everywhere; for that’s it that 
always makes a good yoyage of nothing. Farewell. [Exit. 
DUKE. Let all the rest give place. 
[Exeunt Curio and attendants. 
Once more, Cesario, 
Get thee to yond same sovereign cruelty : 80 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ; 
The parts that fortune hath bestow’d upon her, 
TeH her, I hold as giddily as fortune ; 84 
But ’tis that miracle and queen of gems 
That nature pranks her in attracts my soul. 
vioLA. But if she cannot love you, sir ? 
DUKE. I cannot be so answer’d. 
VIOLA Sooth, but you must. 88 
Say that some lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her ; 
You tell her so; must she not then be answer’d 2 92 
DUKE, ‘There is no woman’s sides 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my heart ; no woman’s heart 
So big, to hold so much ; they lack retention. 96 
Alas! their love may be call’d appetite, 
No motion of the liver, but the palate, 
That suffer surfeit, cloyment, and revolt ; 
But mine is all as hungry as the sea, 100 
And can digest as much. Make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me 
And that I owe Olivia. 
VIOLA. Ay, but I know,— 
DUKE. What dost thou know ? 104 
viota. ‘Too well what love women to men may owe: 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter lov’d a man, 


As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 108 
I should your lordship. 
DUKE. And what ’s her history @ 


viota. A blank, my lord... She never told her love, 
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But let concealment, like a worm i’ the bud, 
Feed on her damask cheek ; she pin’d in thought, 112 
And with a green and yellow melancholy, 
She sat like Patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed ? 
We men may say more, swear more ; but indeed 116 
Our shows are more than will, for still we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 
DUKE. But died thy sister of her love, my boy ? 
vioLta.. 1am all the daughters of my father’s house, 


And all the brothers too; and yet I know not. 121 
Sir, shall I to this lady ? 
DUKE. Ay, that’s the theme. 
To her in haste; give her this jewel; say 
My love can give no place, bide no denay. [Exeunt. 


Scene V.—Otivia’s Garden. 

Enter Str Tospy Betcu, Str ANDREW AGUECHEEK, and FaBIAN. 

sIR TOBY. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

FABIAN. Nay, I'll come: if I lose a scruple of this 
sport, let me be boiled to death with melancholy. 

str TOBY. Wouldst thou not be glad to have the 
niggardly rascally sheep-biter come by some notable 
shame ? 6 

FABIAN. I would exult, man: you know he brought 
me out o’ favour with my lady about a bear-baiting 
here. 9 

sIR ToBY. To anger him we'll have the bear again ; 
and we will fool him black and blue; shall we not, Sir 
Andrew ? 12 

SIR ANDREW. An we do not, it is pity of our lives. 

stR TOBY. Here comes the little villain. 

Enter Marta. 

How now, my metal of India ! 15 

MARIA. Get ye all three into the box-tree. Mal- 
volio’s coming down this walk: he has been yonder 
i’ the sun practising behaviour to his own shadow this 
half-hour. Observe him, for the love of mockery ; for 
I know this letter will make a contemplative idiot of 
him. Close, in the name of jesting! Lie thou there: 
[Throws down aletter.] for here comes the trout that must be 
caught with tickling. [Exit. 
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Enter MALvo.io. 

MALVoLIO. Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria 
once told me she did affect me ; and I have heard herself 
come thus near, that should she fancy, it should be one 
of my complexion. Besides, she uses me with a more 
exalted respect than anyone else that follows her. What 
should I think on’t ? 29 

sir TOBY. Here’s an over-weening rogue ! 

FABIAN. O, peace! Contemplation makes a rare 
turkey-cock of him: how he jets under his advanced 
plumes ! 33 

SIR ANDREW. Slight, I could so beat the rogue ! 

sIR TOBY. Peace! I say. 

MALVOLIO. To be Count Malvolio ! 36 

sIR ToBy. Ah, rogue! 

SIR ANDREW. Pistol him, pistol him. 

sIR TOBY. Peace! peace! 

_MALYOLIO. There is example for’t: the lady of the 
Strachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 41 

SIR ANDREW. Fie on him, Jezebel ! 

FABIAN. QO, peace! now he’s deeply in; look how 
imagination blows him. 44 

MALVOLIO. Having been three months married to her, 
sitting in my state,— 

siz ToBY. QO! for a stone-bow, to hit him in the eye! 

MALYOLIO. Calling my officers about me, in my 
branched velvet gown; having come from a day-bed, 
where I have left Olivia sleeping,— 

sIR TOBY. Fire and brimstone ! 

FABIAN. O, peace! peace! 52 

MALYOoLIO. And then to have the humour of state: 
and after a demure travel of regard, telling them I know 
my place, as I would they should do theirs, to ask for 
my kinsman Toby, 56 

sir TOBY. Bolts and shackles ! 

FABIAN. O, peace, peace, peace! now, now.: 

MALVOLIO. Seven of my people, with an obedient 
start, make out for him. I frown the while; and per- 
chance wind up my watch, or play with my—some rich 
jewel. Toby approaches ; curtsies there to me,— 

sir TOBY. Shall this fellow live ? 

FABIAN. Though our silence be drawn from us with 
cars, yet peace ! : : 65 
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MALVOLIO. I extend my hand to him thus, quenching 
my familiar smile with an austere regard of control,— 

str TOBY. And does not Toby take you a blow o’ the 

lips then ? 68 

MALYOLIO. Saying, ‘Cousin Toby, my fortunes 
having cast me on your niece give me this prerogative 
of speech,’— 

sik TOBY. What, what ? 72 

MALVOLIO. * You must amend your drunkenness.’ 

SIR TOBY. Out, scab ! 

FABIAN. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews of our 
plot. . 76 

MALYOLIO. ‘ Besides, you waste the treasure of your 
time with a foolish knight,’— 

SIR ANDREW. That ’s me, I warrant you. 

MALVOLIO. ‘ One Sir Andrew,’— 80 

SIR ANDREW. I knew ’twas I; for many do call me 
fool. 

MALVOLIO. [Seeing the letter.1 What employment have 
we here ? 84 

FABIAN. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

SIR TOBY. O, peace! and the spirit of humours inti- 
mate reading aloud to him ! 87 

MALVOLIO. [Taking up the letter.] By my life, this is my 
lady’s hand ! these be her very C’s, her U’s, and her T’s ; 
and thus makes she her great P’s. It is, in contempt of 
question, her hand. 

SIR ANDREW. Her C’s, her U’s, and her T’s: why 
that— 93 

MALVOLIO. [Reads.] ‘ To the unknown beloved, this and 
my good wishes’: her very phrases! By your leave, 
wax. Soft! and the impressure her Lucrece, with which 
she uses to seal: ’tis my lady. To whom should this 
be ? 

FABIAN. This wins him, liver and all. 


MALVOLIO. Jove knows I love ; 100 
But who ? 
Lips, do not move : 
No man must know. 


‘No man must know.’ What follows? the numbers 
altered. ‘No man must know’: if this should be thee, 
Malvolio ! ; 
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str ToBy. Marty, hang thee, brock ! 


MALVOLIO. JI may command where I adore ; 108 
But silence, like a Lucrece knife, 
With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore : 
M, O, A, I, doth sway my life. 

FABIAN. A fustian riddle ! 112 

sir TOBY. Excellent wench, say I. 

matvouio. ‘M, O, A, I, doth sway my life.’ Nay, but 
first, let me see, let me see, let me see. 115 

FABIAN. What dish 0’ poison has she dressed him! 

sir ToBy. And with what wing the staniel checks 
at it! 

MALVOLIO. ‘I may command where I adore.’ 
Why, she may command me: I serve her; she is my 
lady. Why, this is evident to any formal capacity ; 
there is no obstruction in this. And the end, what 
should that alphabetical position portend ? if I could 
make that resemble something in me,—Softly !— 
M,; 0, A, 1— 125 

str TOBY. O! ay, make up that: he is now at a cold 
scent. 

FABIAN. Sowter will cry upon ’t, for all this, though 
it be as rank as a fox. 129 

MALVOLIO. M, Malvolio; M, why, that begins my 
name. 

FABIAN. Did not I say he would work it out ? the 
cur is excellent at faults. 133 

MALVOLIO. M,—But then there is no consonancy in 
the sequel; that suffers under probation: A should 
follow, but O does. 136 

FABIAN. And O shall end, I hope. 

str ToBy. Ay, or Ill cudgel him, and make him 
cry, O! 

MALVOLIO. And then I comes behind. 140 

FABIAN. Ay, an you had any eye behind you, you 
might see more detraction at your heels than fortunes 
before you. 

MALVOLIO. M, O, A, I; this simulation is not as 
the former ; and yet, to crush this a little, it would bow 
to me, for every one of these letters are in my name. 
Soft ! here follows prose. 147 


“Tf this fall into thy hand, revolve. In my stars I am 
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above thee; but be not afraid of greatness: some are 
born great, some achieve greatness, and some have 
greatness thrust upon them. Thy Fates open their 
hands; let thy blood and spirit embrace them; and 
to inure thyself to what thou art like to be, cast thy 
humble slough, and appear fresh. Be opposite with 
a kinsman, surly with servants; let thy tongue tang 
arguments of state ; put thyself into the trick of singu- 
larity. She thus advises thee that sighs for thee. 
Remember who commended thy yellow stockings, and 
wished to see thee ever cross-gartered : I say, remember. 
Go to, thou art made, if thou desirest to be so; if not, 
let me see thee a steward still, the fellow of servants, and 
not worthy to touch Fortune’s fingers. Farewell. She 
that would alter services with thee, 163 
THE ForRTUNATE-UNHAPPY.’ 

Daylight and champian discovers not more: this is open. 
I will be proud, I will read politic authors, I will baffle 
Sir Toby, I will wash off gross acquaintance, I will be 
point-devise the very man. I do not now fool myself, 
to let imagination jade me, for every reason excites to 
this, that my lady loves me. She did commend my 
yellow stockings of late, she did praise my leg being 
cross-gartered ; and in this she manifests herself to my 
love, and, with a kind of injunction drives me to these 
habits of her liking. [thank my starsIam happy. I will 
be strange, stout, in yellow stockings, and cross-gartered, 
even with the swiftness of putting on. Jove and my 
stars be praised ! Here is yet a postscript. 177 

‘Thou canst not choose but know who I am. If thou 
entertainest my love, let it appear in thy smiling; thy 
smiles become thee well; therefore in my presence still 


smile, dear my sweet, I prithee.’ 181 
Jove, I thank thee. I will smile: I will do everything 
that thou wilt have me. (Exit. 


FABIAN. I will not give my part of this sport for a 
pension of thousands to be paid from the Sophy. 185 
sir TOBY. I could marry this wench for this device. 

SIR ANDREW. So could I too. 

sir TOBY. And ask no other dowry with her but such 
another jest. 189 

SIR ANDREW. Nor I neither. : 

FABIAN. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 
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Re-enter MARIA. 

str ToBY. Wilt thou set thy foot ’o my neck? 192 

SIR ANDREW. Oro’ mine either ? 

sir-ToBY. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and 
become thy bond-slave ? 

sR ANDREW. I’ faith, or I either ? 196 

sin TOBY. Why, thou hast put him in such a dream, 
that when the image of it leaves him he must run mad. 

marta. Nay, but say true; does it work upon him ? 

sir tosy, Like aqua-vite with a midwife. 200 

maria. If you will, then see the fruits of the sport, 
mark his first approach before my lady; he will come 
to her in yellow stockings, and ’tis a colour she abhors ; 
and cross-gartered, a fashion she detests ; and he will 
smile upon her, which will now be so unsuitable to her 
disposition, being addicted to a melancholy as she is, 
that it cannot but turn him into a notable contempt. 
Tf you will see it, follow me. 208 

stR TOBY. To the gates of Tartar, thou most excellent 
devil of wit! 

SIR ANDREW. I'll make one too. [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 


Scene [.—Onivia’s Garden. 
Enter Viota, and Clown with a tabor. 

vioLA. Save thee, friend, and thy music. Dost thou 
live by thy tabor ? 

cLowN. No, sir, I live by the church. 

vioLaA. Art thou a churchman ? 4 

cLown. Nosuch matter, sir: I do live by the church ; 
for I do live at my house, and my house doth stand by 
the church. 7 

vIOLA. So thou mayst say, the king lies by a beggar, 
if a beggar dwell near him ; or, the church stands by thy 
tabor, if thy tabor stand by the church. ; 

CLOWN. You have said, sir. To see this age! 
A sentence is but a cheveril glove to a good wit: how 
quickly the wrong side may be turned outward ! 13 

vioLa. Nay, that’s certain: they that dally nicely 
with words may quickly make them wanton. 
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ctown. I would therefore my sister had had no 
name, sir. W 

vioLa. Why, man 2 

CLOWN. Why, sir, her name’s a word; and to dally 
with that word might make my sister wanton. But in- 
deed, words are very rascals since bonds disgraced 
them. 

vioLa. ‘Thy reason, man ? 23 

CLOWN. ‘Troih, sir, I can yield you none without 
words ; and words are grown so false, I am loath to 
prove reason with them. 

viouta. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and carest 
for nothing. 28 

CLOWN. Not so, sir, I do care for something; but 
in my conscience, sir, I do not care for you: if that be 
to care for nothing, sir, I would it would make you in- 
visible. 32 

viota. Art not thou the Lady Olivia’s fool ? 

CLOWN. No, indeed, sir; the Lady Olivia has no 
folly : she will keep no fool, sir, till she be married ; and 
fools are as like husbands as pilchards are to herrings— 
the husband ’s the bigger. JI am indeed not her fool, but 
her corrupter of words. 

vioLa. I saw thee late at the Count Orsino’s. 39 

CLOWN. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb like 
the sun; it shines every where. I would be sorry, sir, 
but the fool should be as oft with your master as with 
my mistress. I think I saw your wisdom there. 43 

viota. Nay, an thou pass upon me, I'll no more with 
thee. Hold, there ’s sixpence for thee. [Gives a piece of money. 

cLown. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, 
send thee a beard ! AT 

vioLaA. By my troth, I’ll tell thee, I am almost sick 
for one, though I would not have it grow on my chin. 
Is thy lady within ? 

CLOWN. [Pointing to the coin.) Would not a pair of these 
have bred, sir ? 52 
vioLaA. Yes, being kept together and put to use. _ 

ctown. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, sir, 
to bring a Cressida to this Troilus. 

viota. I understand you, sir; *tis well begg’d. —_ 56 

CLOWN. The matter, I hope, is not great, sir, begging 
but a beggar: Cressida was a beggar. My lady is within, 
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sir. I will conster to them whence you come ; who you 

are and what you would are out of my welkin; I might 

say ‘element’, but the word is overworn. [Exit. 
VIOLA. This fellow ’s wise enough to play the fool, 

And to do that well craves a kind of wit : 

He must observe their mood on whom he jests, 64 

The quality of persons, and the time, 

And, like the haggard, check at every feather 

That comes before his eye. This is a practice 

As full of labour as a wise man’s art ; 68 

For folly that he wisely shows is fit ; 

But wise men folly-fall’n, quite taint their wit. 


Enter Str Topsy Bretcu and Sir ANDREW AGUECHEEE, 

SIR TOBY. Save you, gentleman. 

vioLa. And you, sir. 72 

SIR ANDREW. Dieu vous garde, monsieur. 

vioLA. Et vous aussi; votre serviteur. 

SIR ANDREW. I hope, sir, you are; and I am yours. 

sik TOBY. Will you encounter the house ? my niece is 
desirous you should enter, if your trade be to her. TT 

vioLA. Iam bound to your niece, sir: I mean, she 
is the list of my voyage. 

sIR TOBY. ‘Taste your legs, sir: put them to motion. 

vioLaA. My legs do better understand me, sir, than 
I understand what you mean by bidding me taste my 
legs. 

str TOBY. I mean, to go, sir, to enter. 84 

viota. I will answer you with gait and entrance. 
But we are prevented. 


Enter OLivia and Marta. 

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens rain 
odours on you! 88 

SIR ANDREW. That youth’s a rare courtier. ‘Rain 
odours’! well. 

viota. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your 
own most pregnant and vouchsafed ear. 92 

SIR ANDREW. ‘Odours,’ ‘pregnant,’ and ‘ vouch- 
safed’. I'll get ’em all three all ready. 

oLIvIA. Let the garden door be shut, and leave me 
to my hearing. [Exeunt Sir Topy, Str ANDREW, and Marra. 
Give me your hand, sir. 97 

viota. My duty, madam, and most humble service. 
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outviA. What is your name ? 

vioLta. Cesario is your servant’s name fair princess. 

outivia. My servant, sir! "Twas never merry world 
Since lowly feigning was call’d compliment. 

You're servant to the Count Orsino, youth. 

viota. And he is yours, and his must needs be yours : 
Your servant’s servant is your servant, madam. 105 

outviA. For him, I think not on him: for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks rather than fill’d with me ! 

viotaA. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 

OLIVIA. O! by your leave, I pray you, 109 

I bade you never speak again of him : 

But, would you undertake another suit, 

I had rather hear you to solicit that 112 
Than music from the spheres. 

vioLta. Dear lady,— 

OLIVIA. Give me leave, beseech you. I did send, 
After the last enchantment you did here, 116 
A ring in chase of you: so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you: 

Under your hard construction must I sit, 


To force that on you, in a shameful cunning, 120 
Which you knew none of yours: what might you 
think ? 


Have you not set mine honour at the stake, 
And baited it with all th’ unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? To one of your receiving 
Enough is shown ; a cypress, not a bosom, 125 
Hideth my heart. So, let me hear you speak. 
vioLta. I pity you. 
OLIVIA. That’s a degree to love. 128 
vioLa. No, not a grize; for ’tis a vulgar proof 
That very oft we pity enemies. 
oLiviA. Why, then methinks ’tis time to smile again. 


O world! how apt the poor are to be proud. 132 
If one should be a prey, how much the better 

To fall before the lion than the wolf ! [Clock strikes. 
The clock upbraids me with the waste of time. 

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you : 136 


And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest, 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 
There lies your way, due west. 
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VIOLA. Then westward-ho ! 
Grace and good disposition attend your ladyship! 140 
You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me ? 

OLIVIA. Stay: 

I prithee, tell me what thou think’st of me. 

VIOLA. That you do think you are not what you are. 

ouiviA. If I think so, I think the same of you. 145 

vioLa. Then think you right: Iam not what I am. 

oLiviA. I would you were as I would have you be! 

VIOLA. Would it be better, madam, than Iam? 148 
I wish it might, for now I am your fool. 

outtvia. O! what a deal of scorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip. 

A murderous guilt shows not itself more soon 152 
Than love that would seem hid ; love’s night is noon. 
Cesario, by the roses of the spring, 
By maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride, 156 
Nor wit nor reason can my passion hide. 
Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 
For that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause ; 
But rather reason thus with reason fetter, 160 
Love sought is good, but giv’n unsought is better. 
vioLtaA. By innocence I swear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth, 
And that no woman has; nor never none 164 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 
And so adieu, good madam : never more 
Will I my master’s tears to you deplore. 167 
oLIviA. Yet come again, for thou perhaps mayst move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. | [(Exeunt. 


Scene IJ.—A Room in Ottvia’s House. 
Enter Sir Topy Betcu, Srr ANDREW AGUECHEEK, AND FABIAN. 
SIR ANDREW. No, faith, I'll not stay a jot longer. 
stR ToBy. Thy reason, dear venom; give thy 
reason. 


FABIAN. You must needs yield your reason, Sir 
Andrew. 5 
SIR ANDREW. Marry, 1 saw your niece do more favours 
to the count’s serving-man than ever she bestowed upon 
me; I saw ’t i’ the orchard. 8 
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sik TOBY. Did she see thee the while, old boy ? tell 
me that. 
SIR ANDREW. As plain as I see you now. 

FABIAN. This was a great argument of love in her 
toward you. 13 
SIR ANDREW. “Slight! will you make an ass 0’ me ? 

FABIAN. I will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the oaths 
of judgment and reason. 

str TOBY. And they have been grand-jurymen since 
before Noah was a sailor. 18 

FABIAN. She did show favour to the youth in your 
sight only to exasperate you, to awake your dormouse 
valour, to put fire in your heart, and brimstone in your 
liver. You should then have accosted her, and with 
some excellent jests, fire-new from the mint, you should 
have banged the youth into dumbness. This was looked 
for at your hand, and this was balked: the double gilt 
of this opportunity you let time wash off, and you are 
now sailed into the north of my lady’s opinion; where 
you will hang like an icicle on a Dutchman’s beard, unless 
you do redeem it by some laudable attempt, either of 
valour or policy. 30 

SIR ANDREW. An’t be any way, it must be with 
valour, for policy I hate: I had as lief be a Brownist 
as a politician. 33 

stR TOBY. Why, then, build me thy fortunes upon 
the basis of valour: challenge me the count’s youth to 
fight with him; hurt him in eleven places: my niece 
shall take note of it; and assure thyself, there is no 
love-broker in the world can more prevail in man’s 
commendation with woman than report of valour. 

FABIAN. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 40 

SIR ANDREW. Will either of you bear me a challenge 
to him ? 

stIR TOBY. Go, write it in a martial hand; be curst 
and brief ; it is no matter how witty, so it be eloquent, 
and full of invention : taunt him with the licence of ink : 
if thou thou’st him some thrice, it shall not be amiss ; 
and as many lies as will lie in thy sheet of paper, although 
the sheet were big enough for the bed of Ware in England, 
set °em down: go, about it. Let there be gall enough in 
thy ink, though thou write with a goose-pen, no matter : 
about it. 
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SIR ANDREW. Where shall I find you ? 52 

sik TOBY. We'll call thee at the cubiculo: go. 

[Exit Sir ANDREW. 

FABIAN. This isa dear manakin to you, Sir Toby. 

str TOBY. I have been dear to him, lad, some two 
thousand strong, or so. 56 

FABIAN. We shall have a rare letter from him; but 
you'll not deliver it. 

str TOBY. Never trust me, then; and by all means 
stir on the youth to an answer. I think oxen and wain- 
ropes cannot hale them together. For Andrew, if he 
were opened, and you find so much blood in his liver 
as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the rest of the 
anatomy. 64 

FABIAN. And his opposite, the youth, bears in his 
visage no great presage of cruelty. 

sik ToBy. Look, where the youngest wren of nine 
comes. 68 

Enter Marta. 

MARIA. If you desire the spleen, and will laugh your- 
selves into stitches, follow me. Yond gull Malvolio 
is turned heathen, a very renegado; for there is no 
Christian, that means to be saved by believing rightly, 
can ever believe such impossible passages of grossness. 
He’s in yellow stockings. 

str ToBy. And cross-gartered ? 15 

MARIA. Most villanously; like a pedant that keeps 
a school i’ the church. I have dogged him like his 
murderer. He does obey every point of the letter that 
I dropped to betray him: he does smile his face into 
more lines than are in the new map with the augmenta- 
tion of the Indies. You have not seen such a thing as 
*tis ; I can hardly forbear hurling things at him. I know 
my lady will strike him: if she do, he’ll smile and take ’t 
for a great favour. 84 

SIR TOBY. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—A Street. 
Enter SEBASTIAN and ANTONIO. 
SEBASTIAN. I would not by my will have troubled you ; 


But since you make your pleasure of your pains, 
I will no further chide you. 
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ANTONIO. I could not stay behind yow : my desire, 
More sharp than filed steel, did spur me forth ; 5 
And not all love to see you,—though so much 
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage,— 

But jealousy what might befall your travel, 8 
Being skilless in these parts ; which to a stranger, 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove 

Rough and unhospitable : my willing love, 


The rather by these arguments of fear, 12 
Set forth in your pursuit. 
SEBASTIAN. My kind Antonio, 


I can no other answer make but thanks, 

And thanks, and ever thanks ; for oft good turns 

Are shuffled off with such uncurrent pay : 16 

But, were my worth, as is my conscience, firm, 

You should find better dealing. What.’s to do ? 

Shall we go see the reliques of this town ? 19 
ANTONIO. To-morrow, sir: best first go see your lodging. 
SEBASTIAN. Iam not weary, and ‘tis long to night : 

I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes 

With the memorials and the things of fame 

That do renown this city. 

ANTONIO. Would you'd pardon me ; 

I do not without danger walk these streets : 25 

Once, in a sea-fight ’gainst the Count his galleys, 

I did some service ; of such note indeed, 


That were I ta’en here it would scarce be answer’d. 28 
SEBASTIAN. Belike you slew great number of his 
people ? 


ANTONIO. The offence is not of such a bloody nature, 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument. 32 
It might have since been answer’d in repaying 
What we took from them ; which, for traffic’s sake, 
Most of our city did: only myself stood out ; 


For which, if I be lapsed im this place, 36 
I shall pay dear. 
SEBASTIAN. Do not then walk too open. 
ANTONIO. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir; here ’s my 
purse. 
In the south suburbs, at the Elephant, 
Is best to lodge: I will bespeak our diet, 40 


Whiles you beguile the time and feed your knowledge 
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With viewing of the town: there shall you have me. 

SEBASTIAN. Why I your purse ? 

ANTONIO. Haply your eye shall light upon some toy 
You have desire to purchase ; and your store, 45 
I think, is not for idle markets, sir. 

SEBASTIAN. I'll be your purse-bearer and leave you 


for an hour. 48 
ANTONIO. ‘To the Elephant. 
SEBASTIAN. I do remember. [Exeunt. 


Scene IV.—Ottvia’s Garden. 
Enter Oxivia and Marta. 
OLIVIA. I have sent after him: he says he'll come ; 
How shall I feast him ? what bestow of him ? 
For youth is bought more oft than begg’d or borrow’d. 
I speak too loud. 4 
Where is Malvolio ? he is sad, and civil, 
And suits well for a servant with my fortunes : 
Where is Malvolio ? 
MARIA. He’s coming, madam; but in very strange 
manner. He is sure possess’d, madam. 
ouiviA. Why, what’s the matter ? does he rave ? 
MARIA. No, madam; he does nothing but smile : your 
ladyship were best to have some guard about you if he 
come, for sure the man is tainted in ’s wits. 


OLIVIA. Go call him hither. [Exit Maria. 
Iam as mad as he, 
If sad and merry madness equal be. 16 


Re-enter Marta, with MALvotio. 

How now, Malvolio ! 

MALVOLIO. Sweet lady, ho, ho. 

OLIVIA. Smil’st thou ? 
I sent for thee upon a sad occasion. 20 

MALVOLIO. Sad, lady! I could be sad: this does 
make some obstruction in the blood, this cross-gartering ; 
but what of that ? if it please the eye of one, it is with 
me as the very true sonnet is, ‘ Please one and please 
all.’ 25 

OLIvIA. Why, how dost thou, man? what is the 
matter with thee ? 

MALVOLIO. Not black in my mind, though yellow in 
my legs. It did come to his hands, and commands shall 
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be executed: I think we do know the sweet Roman 
hand. 

oLivia. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio ? 32 

MALYOLIO. To bed! ay, sweetheart; and I’ll come 
to thee. 

ottiviA. God comfort thee! Why dost thou smile so 
and kiss thy hand so oft ? 36 

MARIA. How do you, Malvolio ? 

MALVOLIO. At your request! Yes; nightingales 
answer daws. 

MARIA. Why appear you with this ridiculous bold- 


ness before my lady ? 41 
MALVOLIO. ‘ Be not afraid of greatness’: Twas well 
writ. 


otivia. What meanest thou by that, Malvolio? 44 

MALVOLIO. ‘Some are born great,’— 

otivia. Ha! 

MALYOLIO. ‘Some achieve greatness,’— 

ouiviA. What sayst thou ? 48 

MALVOLIO. ‘And some have greatness thrust upon 
them.’ 

OLIvIA. Heaven restore thee ! 

MALVOLIO. “Remember who commended thy yellow 
stockings,’ — 53 

OLIVIA. Thy yellow stockings ! 

MALvotIo. ‘And wished to see thee cross- gartered. ‘ 


OLIVIA. Cross-gartered ! 56 
MALVOLIO. ‘Go to, thou art made, if thou ‘desirest 
to be so,’— 


outiviaA. Am I made ? 
MALVOLIO. ‘ If not, let me see thee a servant still.’ 
oLIvIA. Why, this is very midsummer madness. 61 


Enter Servant. 

SERVANT. Madam, the young gentleman of the Count 
Orsino’s is returned. I could hardly entreat him back : 
he attends your ladyship’s pleasure. 64 

outivia. ll come to him. — [Exit Servant.) Good 
Maria, let this fellow be looked to. Where ’s my cousin 
Toby ? Let some of my people have a special care of 
him: I would not have him miscarry for the half of my 
dowry. [Exeunt Oxtvia and Marta, 

MALVOLIO. Oh, ho! do you come near me now 
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no worse man than Sir Toby to look to me! This 
concurs directly with the letter: she sends him on 
purpose, that 1 may appear stubborn to him ; for she 
incites me to that in the letter. ‘Cast thy humble 
slough,’ says she; ‘be opposite with a kinsman, surly 
with servants ; let thy tongue tang with arguments of 
state; put thyself into the trick of singularity’; and 
consequently sets down the manner how; as, a sad 
face, a reverend carriage, a slow tongue, in the habit 
of some sir of note, and so forth. I have limed her; but 
itis Jove’s doing, and Jove make me thankful! And 
when she went away now, ‘ Let this fellow be looked to’ ; 
fellow ! not: Malvolio, nor after my degree, but fellow. 
Why, everything adheres together, that no dram of a 
scruple, no scruple of a scruple, no obstacle, no incredulous 
or unsafe circumstance—What can be said ? Nothing 
that can be can come between me and the full prospect 
of my hopes. Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and he 
is to be thanked. 89 


Re-enter Marta, with Sir Topy Bretcu and Fasian. 

str TOBY. Which way is he, in the name of sanctity ? 
If all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Legion 
himself possess’d him, yet I'll speak to him. 92 

FABIAN. Here he is, here he is. How is ’t with you, 
sir ? how ist with you, man ? 

MALVOLIO. Go off; I discard you: let me enjoy my 
private; go off. 96 

MARIA. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks within him ! 
did not I tell you? Sir Toby, my lady prays you to 
have a care of him. 

MALVOLIO. Ah, ha ? does she so ? 100 

SIR TOBY. Go to, go to: peace! peace! we must 
deal gently with him; let me alone. How do you, 
Malvolio ? how is’t with you ?, What, man! defy the 
devil: consider, he ’s an enemy to mankind. 104 

MALVOLIO. Do you know what you say ? 

MARIA. La you! an you speak ill of the devil, how 
he takes it at heart. Pray God, he be not bewitched ! 

FABIAN. Carry his water to the wise-woman. 108 
_ MARIA. Marry, and it shall be done to-morrow morn- 
ing, if I live. My lady would not lose him for more 
than Ill say. 
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MALVOLIO. How now, mistress ! 112 

MARIA. O Lord! 

sik TOBY. Prithee, hold thy peace; this is not the 
way: do you not see you move him ? let me alone with 
him. 116 

FABIAN. No way but gentleness; gently, gently: the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used. 

stir TOBY. Why, how now, my bawcock! how dost 
thou, chuck ? 120 

MALVOLIO. Sir! 

str TOBY. Ay, Biddy, come with me. What, man! 
*tis not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan: 
hang him, foul collier ! 124 

MARIA. Get him to say his prayers, good Sir Toby, 
get him to pray. 

MALVOLIO. My prayers, minx ! 

MARIA. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of 
godliness. 129 

MALVOLIO. Go, hang yourselves all! you are idle 
shallow things: I am not of your element. You shall 
know more hereafter. (Exit. 

sir TOBY. Is ’t possible ? 133 

FABIAN. If this were played upon a stage now, I could 
condemn it as an improbable fiction. 

SIR TOBY. His very genius hath taken the infection 
of the device, man. 137 

MARIA. Nay, pursue him now, lest the device take 
air, and taint. 

FABIAN. Why, we shall make him mad indeed. 140 

MARIA. The house will be the quieter. 

sIR TOBY. Come, we’ll have him in a dark room, and 
bound. My niece is already in the belief that he ’s mad : 
we may carry it thus, for our pleasure and his penance, 
till our very pastime, tired out of breath, prompt us to 
have’ mercy on him; at which time we will bring the 
device to the bar, and crown thee for a finder of madmen. 
But see, but see. 148 


Enter Sir ANDREW AGUECHEEK 
FABIAN. More matter for a May morning. 
SIR ANDREW. Here’s the challenge; read it: I 
warrant there ’s vinegar and pepper in ’t. 
FABIAN. Is’tso saucy ? 152 
SH.I Tl 
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SIR ANDREW. Ay, is’t, I warrant him: do but read. 

sik TOBY. Give me. ‘ Youth, whatsoever thou art, 
thou art but a scurvy fellow.’ 

FABIAN. Good, and valiant. 156 

sin TOBY. ‘ Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind, 
why I do call thee so, for I will show thee no reason 
for ’t.’ 

FABIAN. A good note, that keeps you from the blow 
of the law. 161 

sIR TOBY. ‘Thou comest to the Lady Olivia, and in 
my sight she uses thee kindly: but thou liest in thy 
throat; that is not the matter I challenge thee for.’ 

FABIAN. Very brief, and to exceeding good sense— 
less. 

sir TOBY. ‘I will waylay thee going home; where, 
if it be thy chance to kill me, — 168 

FABIAN. Good. 

sir TOBY. ‘Thou killest me like a rogue and a villain.’ 

FABIAN. Still you keep o’ the windy side of the law : 
good. 172 

sir ToBy. ‘Fare thee well; and God have merey 
upon one of our souls! He may have mercy upon mine, 
but my hope is better; and so look to thyself. Thy 
friend, as thou usest him, and thy sworn enemy, 

ANDREW AGUECHEEK.’ 
Tf this letter move him not, his legs cannot. Tl give ’t 
him. 179 

MARIA. You may have very fit occasion for ’t: he is 
now in some commerce with my lady, and will by and 
by depart. 

SIR TOBY. Go, Sir Andrew; scout me for him at 
the corner of the orchard like a bum-baily: so soon as 
ever thou seest him, draw; and, as thou drawest, swear 
horrible; for it comes to pass oft that a terrible oath, 
with a swaggering accent sharply twanged off, gives 
manhood more approbation than ever proof itself would 
have earned him. Away! 189 

SIR ANDREW. Nay, let me alone for swearing.  [Exit. 

sir TOBY. Now will not I deliver his letter: for 
the behaviour of the young gentleman gives. him out 
to be of good capacity and breeding; his employment 
between his lord and my-niece confirms no less : there- 
fore this letter, being so excellently. ignorant, will breed 
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no terror in the youth: he will find it comes from 
a clodpole. But, sir, I will deliver his challenge by 
word of mouth; set upon Aguecheek a notable report 
of valour ; and drive the gentleman,—as I know his youth 
will aptly receive it,—into a most hideous opinion of his 
rage, skill, fury, and impetuosity. This will so fright 
them both that they will kill one another by the look, like 
cockatrices. 203 
FABIAN. Here he comes with your niece: give them 
way till he take leave, and presently after him. 
SIR TOBY. I will meditate the while upon some 
horrid message for a challenge. 
{Exeunt Sir Topsy, Fapian, and Marta. 


Re-enter OLivia, with VIOLA. 
oniviA. I have said too much unto a heart of stone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary out: 209 
There ’s something in me that reproves my fault, 
But such a headstrong potent fault it is 


That it but mocks reproof. 212 
viota. With the same haviour that your passion 
bears 


Goes on my master’s griefs. 

OLIVIA. Here; wear this jewel for me, ’tis my picture ; 
Refuse it not; it hath no tongue to vex you; 216 
And I beseech you come again to-morrow. 

What shall you ask of me that Pll deny, 
That honour say’d may upon asking give ? 
vioLta. Nothing but this; your true love for my 
master. 220 
oLivia. How with mine honour may I give him that 
Which I have given to you ? 


VIOLA. - I will acquit you. 
oLiv1A. Well, come again to-morrow : fare thee well: 
A fiend like thee might bear my soul to hell. [Exit. 


Re-enter Sir Tony BreLcu and Fastran. 

sir TOBY. Gentleman, God save thee. 225 
~ vioLA. And you, sir. 

SIR TOBY. That defence thou hast, betake thee to ’t: 
of what nature the wrongs are thou hast done him, 
I know not; but thy intercepter, full of despite, bloody 
as the hunter, attends thee: at: the. orchard-end. : Dis- 
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mount thy tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for thy 
assailant is quick, skilful, and deadly. 232 
vioLA. You mistake, sir: Iam sure no man hath any 
quarrel to me : my remembrance is very free and clear 
from any image of offence done to any man. 235 
str ToBy. You'll find it otherwise, I assure you: 
therefore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you 
to your guard; for your opposite hath in him what 
youth, strength, skill, and wrath, can furnish man 
withal. 240 
vioLa. I pray you, sir, what is he ? 
str ToBy. He is knight dubbed with unhatched 
rapier, and on carpet consideration; but he is a devil 
in private brawl: souls and bodies hath he divorced 
three, and his incensement at this moment is so im- 
placable that satisfaction can be none but by pangs of 
death and sepulchre. Hob, nob, is his word: give’t 
or take ’t. 248 
viota. I will return again into the house and desire 
some conduct of the lady: I am no fighter. I have 
heard of some kind of men that put quarrels purposely 
on others to taste their valour; belike this is a man of 
that quirk. 253 
stIR ToBY. Sir, no; ‘his indignation derives itself 
out of a very competent injury: therefore get you on 
and give him his desire. Back you shall not to the 
house, unless you undertake that with me which with 
as much safety you might answer him: therefore, on, 
or strip your sword stark naked ; for meddle you must, 
that ’s certain, or forswear to wear iron about you. 
vioua. This is as uncivil as strange. 1 beseech you, 
do me this courteous office, as to know of the knight 
what my offence to him is: it is something of my negli- 


gence, nothing of my purpose. 264 
sir TOBY. I will do so. Signior Fabian, stay you 
by this gentleman till my return. [Exit. 


VIOLA. Pray you, sir, do you know of this matter ? 
FABIAN. I know the knight is incensed against you, 
even to a mortal arbitrement, but nothing of the circum- 
stance more. 270 
vioLA. I beseech you, what manner of man is he ? 
FABIAN. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to read 
him by his form, as you are like to find him in the 
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‘proof of his valour. He is, indeed, sir, the most skilful, 
bloody, and fatal opposite that you could possibly have 
found in any part of Ilyria. Will you walk towards 
him? I will make your peace with him if I can. © 277 

vioLa. I shall be much bound to you for ’t : Tam 
one that had rather go with sir priest than sir knight ; 
I care not who knows so much of my mettle. [Exeunt. 


Re-enter Sir Tosy, with Str ANDREW. 
stR TOBY. Why, man, he’s a very devil: I have 
not seen such a firago. JI hada pass with him, rapier, 
scabbard and all, and he gives me the stuck in‘ with 
such a mortal motion that it is inevitable; and on 
the answer, he pays you as surely as your feet hit the 
ground they step on. They say he has been fencer to 
the Sophy. 287 
SIR ANDREW. Pox on’t, I'll not meddle with him! ¢ 
sik TOBY. Ay, but he will not now be pacified : 
Fabian can scarce hold him yonder. 5 
SIR ANDREW. Plague on’t ; an I thought'’he had 
been valiant and so cunning in fence I'd have séen 
him damned ere I’d have challenged him. ° Let’ him 
let the matter slip, and I'll give him my horse, grey 
Capilet. 15 295 
SIR TOBY. I'll make the motion. ~ Stand here }/ make 
a good show on’t: this shall end without the perdition 
of souls.—{Aside.] Marry, Dll ride your horse as well as I 
ride you. 
Re-enter Fasran and VIoLA. 
[To Fasiay.] I have his horse to take up the quarrel.™’ 
I have persuaded him the youth ’s a devil. 301 
FABIAN. He is as horribly conceited of him; and 
pants and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels.” 
siIR ToBy. There’s no remedy, sir: he will fight 
with you for his oath’s sake. “Marry, he hath better 
bethought him of his quarrel, and he finds that now 
scarce to be worth talking of : therefore draw for the 
supportance of his vow: he protests he will not sre 
ou. 
a VIOLA. [Aside] Pray God defend me! A little thing 
would make me tell them how much I lack of a 
man. 312 
FABIAN. Give ground, if you see him furious. 
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sir TOBY. Come, Sir Andrew, there ’s no remedy : 
the gentleman will, for his honour’s sake, have one bout 
with you; he cannot by the duello avoid it: but he 
has promised me, as he is a gentleman and a soldier, 
he will not hurt you. Come on; to’t. 318 
SIR ANDREW. Pray God, he keep his oath! — [Draws. 
viota. I do assure you, ’tis against my will. [Draws. 


Enter ANTONIO. 
ANTONIO. Put up your sword. If this young gentleman 

Have done offence, I take the fault on me: 

If you offend him, I for him defy you. [Drawing. 
str TOBY. You, sir! why, what are you ? 324 
ANTONIO. One, sir, that for his love dares yet do more 

Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 
str TOBY. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for 


you. (Draws. 
FABIAN. QO, good sir Toby, hold! here come the 
officers. 330 


siz TOBY. I'll be with you anon. 

VIOLA. [To Siz Anprew.] Pray, sir, put your sword up, 
if you please. 333 

SIR ANDREW. Marry, will I, sir; and, for that I 
promised you, Ill be as good as my word. He will bear 
you easily and reins well. 336 


Enter two Officers. 
FIRST OFFICER. This is the man; do thy office. 


SECOND OFFICER. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit 
Of Count Orsino. 


ANTONIO. You do mistake me, sir. 
FIRST OFFICER. No, sir, no jot: I know your favour well, 
Though now you have no sea-cap on your head. 341 


Take him away : he knows I know him well. 

ANTONIO. I must obey.—{To Viora.] This comes with 

seeking you : 

But there ’s no remedy: I shall answer it. 344 
What will you do, now my necessity 
Makes me to ask you for my purse? It grieves me 
Much more for what I cannot do for you 
Than what befalls myself. You stand amaz’d: 348 
But be of comfort. 

SECOND OFFICER. Come, sir, away. 
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ANTONIO. I must entreat of you some of that money. 
vioLtaA. What money, sir ? 
For the fair kindness you have show’d me here, 352 
And part, being prompted by your present trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
Pll lend you something : my having is not much: 


Pll make division of my present with you. 356 
Hold, there is half my coffer. 
ANTONIO. Will you deny me now 2 


Is ’t possible that my deserts to you 
Can lack persuasion ? Do not tempt my misery, 
Lest that it make me so unsound a man 360 
As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 
VIOLA. I know of none ; 
Nor know I you by voice or any feature. 
I hate ingratitude more in a man 364 
Than lying, vainness, babbling drunkenness, 
Or any taint of vice whose strong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 
ANTONIO. O heavens themselves ! 
SECOND OFFICER. Come, sir: I pray you, go. 368 
ANTONIO. Let me speak a little. This youth that you 
see here 
I snatch’d one-half out of the jaws of death, 
Reliev’d him with such sanctity of love, 
And to his image, which methought did promise 372 
Most venerable worth, did I devotion. 
FIRST OFFICER. What’s that to us? The time goes 


by: away! 
ANTONIO. But O! how vile an idol proves this god. 
Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame. 376 


In nature there ’s no blemish but the mind ; 

None can be call’d deform’d but the unkind : 

Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil 

Are empty trunks o’erflourish’d by the devil. 380 
FIRST OFFICER. The man grows mad: away with him! 

Come, come, sir. 

ANTONIO. Lead me on. [Exeunt Officers with ANTONIO. 
viotA. Methinks his words do from such passion fly, 

That he believes himself ; so do not I. 384 

Prove true, imagination, O, prove true, 

That I, dear brother, be now ta’en for you ! 
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sik TOBY. Come hither, knight; come hither, Fa- 
bian : we’ll whisper o’er a couplet or two of most sage 
Saws. 389 
vioLA. He nam’d Sebastian: I my brother know 
Yet living in my glass ; even such and so 
In favour was my brother ; and he went 392 
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament, 
For him I imitate. O! if it prove, 
Tempests are kind, and salt waves fresh in love!  [Exit. 
sik TOBY. A very dishonest paltry boy, and more a 
coward than a hare. His dishonesty appears in leaving 
his friend here in necessity, and denying him; and for 
his cowardship, ask Fabian. 399 
“FABIAN. A coward, a most devout coward, religious 
in it. 
SIR ANDREW. “Slid, T’ll after him again and beat 
him. 
sik TOBY. Do; cuff him soundly, but never draw 
thy sword. 405 
SIR ANDREW. An I do not,— (Exit. 
FABIAN. Come, let ’s see the event. 
sir ToBy. ‘Ivdare lay any money ‘twill be nothing 
yet. oe [Exeunt. 


ACT IV 
Scene. [.—The Street adjoining Oxtyia’s House. 
Enter SEBASTIAN and Clown. 
»ooLown. Will you make me believe that’ I am not 
sent for you ? : VS 
SEBASTIAN. (Go to, go to; thou art a foolish fellow : 
Let me be clear of thee. jon 4 
CLOWN. Well held out, i’ faith! No, I do not know 
you; nor I am not sent to you by my lady to’ bid you 
come speak with her; nor your name is not Master 
Cesario ; nor this is not my nose neither. Nothing’ that 
is ‘SO iS sO. 9 
SEBASTIAN. I prithee, vent thy folly somewhere else : 
Thou know’st not me. 
ctown. Vent my folly! He has heard that’ word 
of some great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly! I am/afraid this great: lubber, the’ world, 
will prove a cockney. I prithee now, ungird thy strange- 
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ness and tell me what I shall vent to my lady. Shall 

I vent to her that thou art coming ? 17 
SEBASTIAN. I prithee, foolish Greek, depart from me : 

There ’s money for thee : if you tarry longer 

I shall give worse payment. 20 
cLowN. By my troth, thou hast an open hand. These 

wise men that give fools money get themselves a good 

report after fourteen years’ purchase. 23 


Enter Srr ANDREW. 
SIR ANDREW. Now, sir, have I met you again? there’s 


for you. [Striking SEBASTIAN. 
SEBASTIAN. Why, there’s for thee, and there, and 
there, and there ! [Beating Siz ANDREW. 

Are all the people mad ? © ‘y 27 


Enter Sm Tosy and Fasran. 

str TOBY. Hold, sir, or I'll throw your dagger o’er the 
house. 

CLOWN. This will I tell my lady straight. I would 
not be in some of your coats for twopence. [Exit 

SIR TOBY. [Holding Srnastian.] Come on, sir: hold. 32 

SIR ANDREW. | Nay, let him alone; I'll go another way 
to work with him: I’ll have an action of battery against 
him if there be any law in Illyria. Though I struck him 
first, yet it’s no matter for that. 36 

SEBASTIAN. Let go thy hand. 

sIR TOBY. Come, sir, I will not let you go. Come, my 
young soldier, put up your iron: you are well fleshed ; 
come on.” 40 

SEBASTIAN. I will be free from thee.  [Disengaging 

himself.} What wouldst thou now ? 

Tf thou dar’st tempt me further, draw thy sword. 

sIR TOBY.’ What, what! Nay then, I must have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. [Draws. 


Enter OLIviA. 

outvia. Hold, Toby ! on thy life I charge thee, hold! 
sir TOBY. _ Madam! 

OLIVIA. Will it be ever thus ? Ungracious wretch ! 
_ Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 48 
Where manners ne’er were preach’d. Out of my sight ! 
Be not offended, dear Cesario. 

Rudesby, be gone! — [Exeunt Sir Tosy, Str Anprew, and Fanran. 
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I prithee, gentle friend, 
Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway 52 
‘In this uncivil and unjust extent 
Against thy peace. Go with me to my house, 
And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks 
This ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 56 
Mayst smile at this. Thou shalt not choose but go : 
Do not deny. Beshrew his soul for me, 
He started one poor heart of mine in thee. 

SEBASTIAN. What relish isin this? howruns the stream? 
Or I am mad, or else this is a dream : 61 
Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep ; 

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep ! 
Sotivia. Nay; come, I prithee. Would thou’dst be 


rul’d by me ! 64 
SEBASTIAN. Madam, I will. 
OLIVIA. O! say so, and so be! 
[Exeunt. 


Scene II.—A Room in Ottvia’s House. 
Enter Maria and Clown; Matvo.io in a dark chamber adjoining. 

MARIA. Nay, I prithee, put on this gown and this 
beard ; make him believe thou art Sir Topas the curate : 
do it quickly ; [ll call Sir Toby the whilst. [Exit. 

cLtown. Well, Pll put it on and I will dissemble 
myself in’t: and I would I were the first that ever 
dissembled in such a gown. I am not tall enough to 
become the function well, nor lean enough to be 
thought a good student; but to be said an honest 
man and a good housekeeper goes as fairly as to say 
a careful man and a great scholar. The competitors 
enter. ll 

Enter Sir Topsy BrEtLcu and Maria. 

SIR TOBY. God bless thee, Master parson. 

CLOWN. Bonos dies, Sir Toby: for, as the old her- 
mit of Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very wittily 
said to a niece of King Gorboduc, ‘ That, that is, is’ ; so 
I, being Master parson, am Master parson ; for, what is 
‘that ’, but ‘ that’, and ‘is’, but ‘is’ ? 17 

sir TOBY. To him, Sir Topas. 

clown. What ho! I say. Peace in this prison ! 


sik TOBY. The knave counterfeits well; a good 
knave. 21 
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MALVOLIO. [Within.] Who calls there ? 

cLown. Sir Topas, the curate, who comes to visit 
Malvolio the lunatic. 24 

MALVOLIO. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, 
go to my lady. 

cLowN. Out, hyperbolical fiend! how vexest thou 


this man! Talkest thou nothing but of ladies ? 28 
SIR TOBY. Well said, Master Parson. 
MALVOLIO. [Within] Sir Topas, never was man thus 
wronged. Good Sir Topas, do not think Iam mad: they 
have laid me here in hideous darkness. 32 


CLOWN. Fie, thou dishonest Satan! I call thee by the 
most modest terms; for I am one of those gentle ones 
that will use the devil himself with courtesy. Sayst thou 
that house is dark ? 36 

MALVOLIO. As hell, Sir Topas. 

CLOWN. Why, it hath bay-windows transparent as 
barricadoes, and the clerestories toward the south-north 
are as lustrous as ebony; and yet complainest thou of 
obstruction ? 41 

MALVOLIO. I am not mad, Sir Topas. I say to you, 
this house is dark. 

CLOWN. Madman, thou errest: I say, there is no 
darkness but ignorance, in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 46 

MALVOLIO. I say this house is as dark as ignorance, 
though ignorance were as dark as hell; and I say, 
there was never man thus abused. I am no more mad 
than you are: make the trial of it in any constant 
question. 51 

CLOWN. What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning 
wild fowl ? 

MALVOLIO. That the soul of our grandam might 
haply inhabit a bird. 

CLOWN. What thinkest thou of his opinion ? 56 

MALVOLIO. I think nobly of the soul, and no way 
approve his opinion. ; 

cLown. Fare thee well: remain thou still in dark- 
ness: thou shalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras ere 
I will allow of thy wits, and fear to kill a woodcock, 
lest thou dispossess the soul of thy grandam. Fare thee 
well. 


MALVOLIO. Sir Topas! Sir Topas ! 64 


972 TWELFTH-NIGHT ; [ACT IV 


str TOBY. My most exquisite Sir Topas ! 

ctown. Nay, I am for all waters. 

marIA. Thou mightst have done this without thy 
beard and gown: he sees thee not. 68 

sir TOBY. To him in thine own voice, and bring 
me word how thou findest him: I would we were well 
rid of this knavery. If he may be conveniently de- 
livered, I would he were; for 1 am now so far in 
‘offence with my niece that I cannot pursue with any 
safety this sport to the upshot. Come by and by to my 
‘chamber. [Exeunt Sir Tory and Marra. 


cLowN. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, 76 
Tell me how thy lady does. 


MALVOLIO. Fool ! 

cLtown. ‘ My lady is unkind, perdy !’ 

MALVOLIO.. Fool ! 80 
cLowN. ‘Alas, why is she so ?’ 

MALVOLIO. Fool, I say ! 

cLown. ‘She loves another.’ 

Who calls, ha ? : 84 

MALVOLIO. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve well 
at my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper. 
As Iam a gentleman, I will live to be thankful to thee 
for ’t. 88 

cLtowNn. Master Malvolio ! 

MALVOLIO. Ay, good fool. 

cLown. Alas, sir, how fell you beside your five wits ? 

MALVOLIO.. Fool, there was never man so notoriously 
abused : I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 93 

cLown. But as well? then you are mad indeed, if 
you be no better in your wits than a fool. 

MALVOLIO. They have here propertied me; keep me 
in darkness, send ministers to me, asses! and do all they 
can to face me out of my wits. 98 

CLOWN. Advise you what you say: the minister is 
here. Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens restore ! 
endeavour thyself to sleep, and leave thy vain bibble- 
babble. 

MALYOLIO. Sir Topas ! 103 

cLowN. Maintain no words with him, good fellow.— 
Who, I, sir ? not I, sir. God be wi’ you, good Sir Topas. 
‘Marry, amen. I will, sir, I will. LA} 
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MALYOLIO. Fool, fool, fool, I say ! 

CLOWN. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir? 
I am shent for speaking to you. 109 

MALVOLIO. Good fool, help me to some light and 
some paper: I tell thee I am as well in my wits as any 
man in Illyria. 112 

cLowN. Well-a-day, that you were, sir ! 

MALYOLIO. By this hand, 1am. Good fool, some ink, 
paper, and light ; and convey what I will set down to 
my lady: it shall advantage thee more than ever the 
bearing of letter did. 117 

cLowN. I will help you to’t. But tell me true, are 
you not mad indeed ? or do you but counterfeit ? 

MALVOLIO. Believe me, Iam not: I tell thee true. 

cLtown. Nay, I'll ne’er believe a madman till I see 
his brains. I will fetch you light and paper and ink. 

MALVOLIO. Fool, Ill requite it in the highest degree : 
I prithee, be gone. 124 

CLOWN. Iam gone, sir, 

And anon, sir, 

Dll be with you again 
In a trice, 128 
Like to the old Vice, 

Your need to sustain ; 

Who with dagger of lath, 

In his rage and his wrath, 132 
Cries, Ah, ah! to the devil : 

Like a mad lad, 

Pare thy nails, dad ; 
Adieu, goodman devil. [Exit. 


Scene III.—Onivia’s Garden. 
Enter SEBASTIAN. 

SEBASTIAN. This is the air; that is the glorious sun ; 
This pearl she gave me, I do feel ’t and see ’t ; 
And though ’tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet ’tis not madness. Where ’s Antonio then ? 4 
T could not find him at the Elephant ; 
Yet there he was, and there I found this credit, 
That he did range the town to seek me out. 
His counsel now might do me golden service ; 8 
For though my soul disputes well with my sense 
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That this may be some error, but no madness, 

Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 

So far exceed all instance, all discourse, 12 
That I am ready to distrust mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reason that persuades me 

To any other trust but that I am mad 

Or else the lady’s mad: yet, if twere so, 16 
She could not sway her house, command her followers, 
Take and give back affairs and their dispatch 

With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing 

As I perceive she does. There ’s something in ’t 20 
That. is deceivable. But here the lady comes. 


. Enter OLiv1a and a Priest. 
otivia. Blame not this haste of mine. If you mean 


well, 
Now go with me and with this holy man 
Into the chantry by; there, before him, 24 


And underneath that consecrated roof, 
Plight me the full assurance of your faith ; 
That my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace. He shall conceal it 28 
Whiles you are willing it shall come to note, 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. What do you say ? 
SEBASTIAN. I’ll follow this good man, and go with you ; 


And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 33 
oLivia. Then lead the way, good father ; and heavens 
so shine 
That they may fairly note this act of mine ! [Exeunt. 
ACT V. 


Scene I.—The Street before Oriv1a’s House. 
Enter Clown and Faptan. é 

FABIAN.. Now, as thou lovest me, let me see his 
letter. 

CLOWN.. Good Master Fabian, grant me another 
request. : ag 
S FABIAN. ‘Anything. 

cLowN. : Do not desire to see this letter... 
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FABIAN. This is, to give a dog, and, in recompense 
desire my dog again. 8 


Enter Dukr, VioLa, Curio, and Attendants. 

DUKE. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, friends ? 

CLOWN. Ay, sir; we are some of her trappings. 

DUKE. I know thee well: how dost thou, my good 
fellow ? 12 

cLowN. Truly, sir, the better for my foes and the 
worse for my friends. 

DUKE. Just the contrary ; the better for thy friends. 

cLown. No, sir, the worse. 16 

DUKE. How can that be ? 

cLown. Marry, sir, they praise me and make an ass 
of me ; now my foes tell me plainly [am an ass: so that 
by my foes, sir, I profit in the knowledge of myself, and 
by my friends I am abused: so that, conclusions to be 
as kisses, if your four negatives make your two affirma- 
tives, why then, the worse for my friends and the better 
for my foes. 24 

DUKE. Why, this is excellent. 

cLown. By my troth, sir, no; though it please you 
to be one of my friends. 

DUKE. Thou shaJt not be the worse for me: there ’s 
gold. 29 

cLown. But that it would be double-dealing, sir, 
I would you could make it another. 

DUKE. O, you give me ill counsel. 32 

cLown. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for this 
once, and let your flesh and blood obey it. 

DUKE. Well, I will be so much a sinner to be a double- 
dealer: there ’s another. 36 

cLown. Primo, secundo, tertio, is a good play; and 
the old saying is, ‘ the third pays for all’ : the triplex, sir, 
is a good tripping measure ; or the bells of Saint Bennet, 
sir, may put you in mind ; one, two, three. 40 

pUKE. You can fool no more money out of me at 
this throw : if you will let your lady know I am here to 
speak with her, and bring her along with you, it may 
awake my bounty further. 44 

crown. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty till I come 
again. I go, sir; but I would not have you to think that 
my desire of having is the sin of covetousness ; but as 
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you say, sir, let your bounty take a nap, I will awake 
jt anon. ; (Exit. 
vIoLA. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue me. 


Enter AnToNIo and Officers. 

DUKE. That face of his I do remember well ; 

Yet when I saw it last, it was besmear’d 52 
As black as Vulcan in the smoke of war. 

A bawbling vessel was he captain of, 

For shallow draught and hulk unprizable ; 

With which such scathful grapple did he make 56 
With the most noble bottom of our fleet, 

That very envy and the tongue of loss 

Cried fame and honour on him. What ’s the matter 4 

FIRST OFFICER. Orsino, this is that Antonio 60 
That took the Pheenix and her fraught from Candy ; 
And this is he that did the Tiger board, 

When your young nephew Titus lost his leg. 
Here in the streets, desperate of shame and state, 64 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

vioLA. He did me kindness, sir, drew on my side ; 
But in conclusion put strange speech upon me : 

I know not what ’twas but distraction. 68 

DUKE. Notable pirate! thou salt-water thief ! 

What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies 
Whom thou, in terms so bloody and so dear, 
Hast made thine enemies ? 

ANTONIO. Orsino, noble sir, 72 
Be pleas’d that I shake off these names you give me : 
Antonio never yet was thief or pirate, 

Though I confess, on base and ground enough, 

Orsino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither : 76 
That most ingrateful boy there by your side, 

From the rude sea’s enrag’d and foamy mouth 

Did I redeem ; a wrack past hope he was : 

His life I gave him, and did thereto add 80 
My love, without retention or restraint, 

All his in dedication ; for his sake 

Did I expose myself, pure for his love, 

Into the danger of this adverse town ; 84 
Drew to defend him when he was beset : 

Where being apprehended, his false cunning, 

Not meaning to partake with me in danger, 
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Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 88 
And grew a twenty years removed thing 
While one would wink, denied me mine own purse, 
Which I had recommended to his use 
Not half an hour before. 
VIOLA. How can this be 2? 92 
DUKE. When came he to this town 2 
ANTONIO. To-day, my lord; and for three months 
before,— 
No interim, not a minute’s vacancy,— 
Both day and night did we keep company. 96 


Enter Ovtvra and Attendants. 
DUKE. Here comes the countess : now heaven walks 
on earth ! 
But for thee, fellow; fellow, thy words are madness: 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me ; 


But more of that anon. Take him aside. 100 
ouivia. What would my lord, but that he may not 
have, 


Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable ? 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 
viota. Madam ! 104 
DUKE. Gracious Olivia.— 
otivia. What do you say, Cesario ? Good my lord,— 
viota. My lord would speak; my duty hushes me. 
otiviA. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord, 
It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear 109 
As howling after music. 
DUKE. Still so cruel ¢ 
oLiviIA. Still so constant, lord. 
DUKE. What, to perverseness ? you uncivil lady, 
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars 113 
My soul the faithfull’st offerings hath breath’d out 
That e’er devotion tender’d ! What shall I do ? 
oLIvia. Even what it please my lord, that shall be- 
come him. 116 
DUKE. Why should I not, had I the heart to do it, 
Like to the Egyptian thief at point of death, 
Kill what I love ? a savage jealousy 
- That sometimes savours nobly. But hear me this: 120 
Since you to non-regardance cast my faith, 
And that I partly know the instrument 
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That screws me from my true place in your favour, 

Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant still ; 124 

But this your minion, whom I know you love, 

And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly, 

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

Where he sits crowned in his master’s spite. 128 

Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in mischief ; 

Tl sacrifice the lamb that I do love, 

To spite a raven’s heart within a dove. [Going. 
viota. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly, 182 

To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. —_[Following. 
outtvia. Where goes Cesario ? 


VIOLA. After him I love 
More than I love these eyes, more than my life, 
More, by all mores, than e’er I shall love wife. 136 


If I do feign, you witnesses above 

Punish my life for tainting of my love ! 
ouivia. Ah me, detested! how am I beguil’d ! 
viouA. Who does beguile you? who does do you 


wrong ? 140 
oLIviA. Hast thou forgot thyself ? Is it so long ? 
Call forth the holy father. [Exit an Attendant. 

DUKE. [To Viota.] Come away. 


ottivi4. Whither, my lord? Cesario, husband, stay. 
DUKE. Husband ? 


OLIVIA. Ay, husband : can he that deny 4 
DUKE. Her husband, sirrah ? 
VIOLA. No, my lord, not I. 


ouivIA. Alas! it is the baseness of thy fear 
That makes thee strangle thy propriety. 
Fear not, Cesario ; take thy fortunes up ; 148 
Be that thou know’st thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear’st. 


Enter Priest. 
O, welcome, father ! 

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence, . 
Hore to unfold,—though lately we intended - 152 
To keep in darkness what occasion. now 
Reveals before ’tis ripe,—what thou dost know 
‘Hath newly pass’d between this youth and me. 

PRIEST. A contract of eternal bond of Jove, 15€ 
Confirm’d by mutual joinder of your hands; 
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Attested by the holy close of lips, . 
Strengthen’d by interchangement of your rings ; 

And all the ceremony of this compact 160 
Seal’d in my function, by my testimony : 

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my grave 

I have travell’d but two hours. 

DUKE. OQ, thou dissembling cub! what wilt thou be 
When time hath sow’d a grizzle on thy case ? 165 
Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow 
That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewell, and take her ; but direct thy feet 168 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 

viota. My lord, I do protest,— 

OLIVIA. O! do not swear : 
Hold litile faith, though thou hast too much fear. 


Enter Srr ANDREW AGUECHEEK, with his head broken. 

SIR ANDREW. For the love of God, a surgeon! send 
one presently to Sir Toby. 173 

oLiviA. What’s the matter ? 

SIR ANDREW. He has broke my head across, and has 
given Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too. For the love of 
God, your help! I had rather than forty pound I were 
at home. 

oLIvIA. Who has done this, Sir Andrew ? 179 

SIR ANDREW. The count’s gentleman, one Cesario : 
we took him for a coward, but he’s the very devil 
incardinate. 

DUKE. My gentleman, Cesario ? 183 

SIR ANDREW. Od’s hfelings! here he is. You broke 
my head for nothing! and that that I did, I was set on 
to do ’t by Sir Toby. 

viota. Why do you speak tome? I never hurt you : 
You drew your sword upon me without cause ; 188 
But I bespake you fair, and hurt you not. 

SIR ANDREW. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you 
have hurt me: I think you set nothing by a bloody 
coxcomb, Here comes Sir Toby halting ; 192 


Enter Str Topy Betcu, drunk, led by the Clown. 
you shall hear more: but if he had not been in drink 
he. would have tickled you othergates than he did. 
DUKE.; How now, gentleman ! how is ’t with you.!.. 
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siz TOBY. That’s all one: he has hurt me, and 
there’s the end on’t. Sot, didst see Dick surgeon, 
sot ¢ 

ctown. O!: he’s drunk, Sir Toby, an hour agone’ 
his eyes were set at eight i’ the morning. 200 

sik TOBY. Then he’s a rogue, and a passy-measures 
pavin. I hate a drunken rogue. 

oLiviA. Away with him! Who hath made this havoc 
with them ? 204 

SIR ANDREW. I'll help you, Sir Toby, because we'll be 
dressed together. 

SIR TOBY. Will you help ? an ass-head and a coxcomb 


and a knave, a thin-faced knave, a gull! 208 
@Livia. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look’d 
to. [Exeunt Clown, Fanran, Sir Topy, and Sir ANDREW. 


Enter SEBASTIAN. 
SEBASTIAN. I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your 
kinsman ; 

But, had it been the brother of my blood, 212 
I must have done no less with wit and safety. 
You throw a strange regard upon me, and by that 
I do perceive it hath offended you : 
Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows 216 
We made each other but so late ago. 

DUKE. One face, one voice, one habit, and two 


persons ; 
A natural perspective, that is, and is not ! 
SEBASTIAN. Antonio! O my dear Antonio ! 220 


How have the hours rack’d and tortur’d me 
Since I have lost thee ! 

ANTONIO. Sebastian are you 2 

SEBASTIAN. Fear’st thou that, Antonio 2 

ANTONIO. How have you made division of yourself ? 
An apple cleft in two is not more twin 225 
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian ? 

oLIviA. Most wonderful ! 

SEBASTIAN. DoIstand there ? I never had a brother ; 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 229 
Of here and every where. I had a sister, 

Whom the blind waves and surges have devour’d. 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? 232 
What countryman ? what name? what parentage @ 
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viota. Of Messaline: Sebastian was my father ; 
Such a Sebastian was my brother too, 
So went he suited to his watery tomb. 236 
If spirits can assume both forin and suit 
You come to fright us. 
SEBASTIAN. A spirit I am indeed ; 
But am in that dimension grossly clad 
Which from the womb I did participate. 240 
Were you a woman, as the rest goes even, 
I should my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And say, ‘ Thrice welcome, drowned Viola!’ 
vioLa. My father had a mole upon his brow. 244 
SEBASTIAN. And so had mine. 
viota. And died that day when Viola from her birth 
Had number’d thirteen years. 
SEBASTIAN. QO! that record is lively in my sou 
He finished indeed his mortal act 249 
That day that made my sister thirteen years. y 
viota. If nothing lets to make us happy both 
But this my masculine usurp’d attire, 252 
Do not embrace me till each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump 
That lam Viola: which to confirm, ert) 
Ill bring you to a captain in this town, 256 
Where lie my maiden weeds : by whose gentle. help 
I was preserv d to serve this noble count. 
All the occurrence of my fortune since 


Hath been between this lady and this lord. - 260 
SEBASTIAN. [To Orrvra.]. So comes ‘t, lady, you have been 
mistook : 


But nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a maid ; 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceivd, ~ . 264 
You are betroth’d both to a maid and man. 

DUKE. Be not amaz’d; right noble is his blood. 
If this be so, as yet the glass seems true, 
I shall have share in this most happy wrack. 268 
(To Viora.] Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times 
Thou never shouldst love woman like to me. 

viota, And all those sayings will I over-swear, 
And all those swearings keep as true in soul 272 
As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That severs day from night. . 
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DUKE. _ Give me thy hand ; 
And let me see thee in thy woman’s weeds. 

vIOLA. The captain that did bring me first on shore 
Hath my maid’s garments: he upon some action = 277 
Ts now in durance at Malvolio’s suit, 
A gentleman and follower of my lady’s. 

oLivia. He shall enlarge him. Fetch Malvolio hither. 
And yet, alas, now I remember me, 281 
They say, poor gentleman, he ’s much distract. 
A most extracting frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly banish’d his. 284 


Re-enter Clown with a letter, and Fasran. 

How does he, sirrah ? 

cLowNn. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the 
stave’s end as well as a man in his case may do. He 
has here writ a letter to you: I should have given it to 
you to-day morning; but as a madman’s epistles are no 
gospels, so it skills not much when they are delivered. 

OLIVIA. Open it, and read it. 

cLown. Look then to be well edified, when the fool 
delivers the madman. 293 

‘By the Lord, madam,’ — 

otivia. How now! art thou mad ? 

cLown. No madam, I do but read madness: an your 
ladyship will have it as it ought to be, you must allow 
Vox. 

ouiviA. Prithee, read i’ thy right wits. 299 

cLtown. So I do, madonna; but to read his right 
wits is to read thus: therefore perpend, my princess, 
and give ear. 

OLIVIA. [To Fasray.] Read it you, sirrah. 303 

FABIAN. ‘ By the Lord, madam, you wrong me, and 
the world shall know it: though you have put me into 
darkness, and given your drunken cousin rule over me, 
yet have I the benefit of my senses as well as your 
ladyship. Ihave your own letter that induced me to the 
semblance I put on; with the which I doubt not but 
to do myself much right, or you much shame. Think 
of me as you please. I leave my duty a little unthought 
of, and speak out of my injury. 312 

THE MADLY-USED MALVOLIO.’ 
oLivia. Did he write this ? 
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cLowN. Ay, madam. 
DUKE. This savours not much of distraction. 316 
OLIVIA. See him deliver’d, Fabian ; bring him hither. 
[Exit Fapran. 
My lord, so please you, these things further thought on, 
To think me as well a sister as a wife, 
One day shall crown the alliance on ’t. so please you, 
Here at my house and at my proper cost. 321 
DUKE. Madam, I am most apt to embrace your offer. 
[To Viora.] Your master quits you ; and, for your service 
done him, 
So much against the mettle of your sex, 324 
So far beneath your soft and tender breeding ; 
And since you call’d me master for so long, 
Here is my hand : you shall from this time be 
Your master’s mistress. 
OLIVIA. A sister! you are she. 328 


Re-enter Fasran, with Ma.vo.io. 
DUKE. Is this the madman ? 


OLIVIA. Ay, my lord, this same. 
How now, Malvolio ! 

MALVOLIO. Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. 

OLIVIA. Have I, Malvolio ? no. 

MALVOLIO. Lady, you have. Pray you peruse that letter. 
You must not now deny it is your hand : 333 


Write from it, if you can, in hand or phrase, 
Or say ’tis not your seal nor your invention : 
You can say none of this. Well, grant it then, 336 
And tell me, in the modesty of honour, 
Why you have given me such clear lights of favour, 
Bade me come smiling and cross-garter’d to you, 
To put on yellow stockings, and to frown 340 
Upon Sir Toby and the lighter people ; 
And, acting this in an obedient hope, 
Why have you suffer’d me to be imprison’d, 
Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest, 344 
And made the most notorious geck and gull 
That e’er invention play’d on ? tell me why. 

ottivia. Alas! Malvolio, this is not my writing, 
Though, I confess, much like the character ; 348 
But, out of question, ’tis Maria’s hand : 
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And now I do bethink me, it was she 

First told me thou wast mad; then cam’st in smiling, 
And in such forms which here were presuppos’d 352 
Upon thee in the letter. Prithee, be content : 

This practice hath most shrewdly pass’d upon thee ; 
But when we know the grounds and authors of it, 


Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 356 
Of thine own cause. 
FABIAN. Good madam, hear me speak, 


‘And let no quarrel nor no brawl] to come 
Taint the condition of this present hour, 
Which I have wonder’d at. In hope it shall not, 360 
Most freely I confess, myself and Toby 
Set.this device against Malvolio here, 
Upon some stubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv’d against him. Maria writ 364 
The letter at Sir Toby’s great importance ; 
In recompense whereof he hath married her. 
How with a sportful malice it was follow’d, 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge, 368 
If that the. injuries be justly weigh’d 
That have on both sides past. i 
outvia. ! ‘Alas, poor fool,.how have they baffled thee ! 
CLowN. Why, ‘some are born great, some achieve 
greatness, and some have greatness thrown upon them.’ 
I was one, sir, in this interlude ; one Sir Topas, sir; but 
that ’s allone. ‘ By the Lord, fool, lamnotmad’: But 
do you remember ?) ‘Madam, why laugh you at such 
a barren rascal ? an’ you smile not, he’s gagged’: and 


thus the whirligig of time brings in his’revenges: 378 
MALVOLIO. I'll be reveng’d on the whole pack of you. 
| [Exit. 


oLiviaA. . He hath been most notoriously abus’d. 

‘DUKE. Pursue him, and entfeat him to a peace ;— 

He hath not told us of the captain yet : 

When that is known and golden ‘time convents, 

A solemn cembination shall be made 384 

Of our dear souls. Meantime, sweet sister, 

We will not part from hence:  Cesario) come ; 

For so you-shall ‘be, while you are a man ; 

But when ‘in other habits you are seen, 99 388 

Orsino’s mistress, and his fancy’s queen. [ 
» SHIRE aé ~ [Exeunt all except Clown. 
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SONG. 


cLowNn. When that I was and a little tiny boy, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain ; 
A foolish thing was but a toy, 392 
For the rain it raineth every day. 


But when I came to man’s estate, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain ; 

*"Gainst knaves and thieves men shut their gates, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 397 


But when I came, alas! to wive, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain ; 

By swaggering could I never thrive, 400 
For the rain it raineth every day. 


But when i came unto my beds, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain ; 

With toss-pots still had drunken heads, 404 
For the rain it raineth every day. 


A great while ago the world begun, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain ; 

But that ’s all one, our play is done, 408 
And we'll strive to please you every day. _[Exit. 
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THE WINTERS TALE 


INTRODUCTION 


Tue editors of the first folio, 1623, desirous to give 
prominence to plays which had not previously been 
published, placed The Tempest first and The Winter’s 
Tale last of the comedies. Neither had appeared in a 
quarto edition. The present play is printed in the folio 
with unusual accuracy. 

Although thus far apart in the folio, The Tempest 
and The Winter's Tale belong to the same period—the 
last—of Shakespeare’s dramatic career. Both exhibit 
the special temper of that period; both are romantic 
comedies, in which, as it were, after a day of storm, there 
is light at eventide, a mellow and clear illumination, 
without excess of heat. To the same season in the 
growth of Shakespeare’s mind and art belongs Cym- 
beline, which closes the folio. The free and yet subtly 
conceived verse is substantially one and the same in 
these plays. Unaided by external evidence we could 
pronounce that The Winter's Tale was written not far 
from the year 1610. There is a large consensus among 
critics in placing it in the year 1611, when on May 15 
the astrologer Dr. Simon Forman witnessed a_per- 
formance of this drama at the Globe theatre ; the record 
is found in his Booke of Plaies, a manuscript preserved 
in the Ashmolean Museum, Oxford. The description 
of the play given by Forman is detailed and leaves 
no possibility of doubt, that he writes of Shakespeare’s 
comedy ; possibly had it not in May 1611 been a new 
play, the writer would have dismissed it more sum- 
marily. Jonson, in Bartholomew Fair, 1614, may allude 
to it when he refers to ‘ those who beget Tales, Tempests, 
and suchlike drolleries’. In 1623 Sir Henry Herbert, 
Master of the Revels, writes of it in his office-book as 
‘an olde playe called Winters Tale, formerly allowed of 
by Sir George Bucke’. In August 1610 Bucke got full 
possession of the office of the Master of the Revels, of 
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which he had obtained a reversionary grant in 1603. He 
had occasionally granted-licences for plays before 1610 ; 
but a presumption arises from Sir Henry Herbert’s 
words that The Winter’s Tale came before him when 
it was his special business to carry out the duties of 
this office. External and internal evidence are here in 
entire agreement ; with no hesitation we may accept 
the general opinion, and date the comedy 1611. 

The source is a prose tale by Shakespeare’s early 
contemporary, who had described him as ‘an upstart 
crow beautified with our feathers’—the dramatist 
Robert Greene. This tale, Pandosto: The Triumph 
of Time, first published in 1588, was republished in 
1607 and 1609; it may be that Shakespeare first saw 
itsin the edition of 1609. In As You Like It he had 
honoured Lodge’s romance of Rosalynde; now, and 
in like manner, he was about to confer immortality on 
Greene’s romance, which but for The Winter's Tale 
would be remembered only by a few specialist students 
of Elizabethan literature. It has been suggested that 
something of historical fact may lie at the back of 
Greene’s romance, in a Polish story of the fourteenth 
century concerning a certain Semovit or Ziemowit, 
Prince of Moravia, but we cannot suppose that Shake- 
speare had ever heard of the jealous Prince, his wife 
Ludomila, and his cup-bearer Dobek. Probably, how- 
ever, as M. Jusserand urges, he was acquainted with 
the eighth book of the famous Amadis of Gaul, in which 
the Princess Silvia, born in prison, and conveyed away 
with precious jewels, which aid in her identification, is 
wooed as a shepherdess by a prince disguised as a 
shepherd, whose name is Florizel. For the statue-scene, 
in which the lost Hermione reappears, parallels, more 
or less remote, have been pointed out in a play of Lope de 
Vega, in Lyly’s The Woman in the Moone, and in the old 
play The History of the Tryall of Chivalry, printed in 
1605; but Shakespeare’s manner of treatment is 
entirely original, and we need not suppose that he is 
indebted to any earlier statue-scene as a source. The 
bear who devours Antigonus seems to have wandered 
into our play from Edward Ford’s romance of Parismus. 

In many respects Shakespeare follows closely the 
Pandosto (afterwards known as Dorastus and Fawnia) 


INTRODUCTION 991 


of Greene. Of course the heavily trailing narrative 
is gathered up, is made succinct, and the languid, 
decorative style is rendered dramatic. But throughout 
the first three acts the incidents of the romance and of 
the play are substantially the same. The dénouement 
of The Winter's Tale entirely differs from that of 
Pandosto. In Greene the injured queen Bellaria, on 
hearing of her son’s loss, dies; her husband, not 
recognizing Fawnia as his daughter, is seized with 
a passion for her, but at last discovers his error, is over- 
whelmed by remorse for his crimes, and perishes by his 
own hand. Shakespeare could not allow his romantic 
drama to have a tragic close. He secludes Hermione 
for sixteen years, and finally restores to her the 
repentant husband whom she has silently forgiven, 
and the long-lost daughter. He creates the characters 
of Antigonus and Paulina—a true woman in loyalty 
to her mistress and in remorseless truth-speaking to 
the King—and substitutes for minor personages of 
Greene his young shepherd clown and the delightful 
rogue Autolycus. The sea-bordered Bohemia and the 
Sicilia of Greene form the scenes of the incidents of our 
play ; but the personages who in the tale are Sicilian 
become Bohemian in the drama, and vice versa. Why 
such a change was made we cannot say; Sicily with its 
pastoral associations would have agreed well with the 
scene of rustic merry-making in which Perdita plays 
her part. Shakespeare names the characters—with the 
one exception of Mopsa—anew: he probably did not 
wish to obtrude the fact that he was following so 
closely the steps of Greene, and in the case of ‘ Fawnia’, 
who becomes ‘Perdita’, he desired a name that 
was significant. For some of the names—Leontes, 
Antigonus, Cleomenes—he obviously resorted to his 
well-read volume, North’s translation of Plutarch’s 
Lives. 

The treatment of time is at the opposite extreme to 
that of The Tempest, which perhaps lies next to The 
Winier’s Tale in the chronological order of Shakespeare’s 
plays. In The Tempest the action is comprised within 
three hours. Here it -includes' an interval between 
Acts It and Iv which extends the duration of the 
entire action over sixteen years. “But the number of 
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days actually presented, setting aside the intervals,— 
of which there are several, to allow of a visit) to the 
oracle at Delphos) and voyages between Sicilia and 
Bohemia—is made out by Mr. Daniel to be only eight. 
The lines spoken by Time as chorus at the opening of 
the fourth Act might naturally have been suggested by 
the title of Greene’s romance, Pandosto : The Triumph of 
Time; but some critics, on the ground of the poverty 
of style, have suggested that these lines were an insertion 
of the players. In his latest dramas there are passages 
in which Shakespeare, it must be admitted, is not always 
seen at his best. 

For a title the poet happily adopted a phrase that 
was in common use. It is found, for example, in Dido, 
Queen of Carthage, a play by Marlowe and Nash : 


Who would not undergoe all kind of toyle, 
To be well stor’d with such a winter's tale. 


Perhaps the title is alluded to in the first scene of Act 1 
in the words of Mamillius: ‘A sad tale’s best. for 
winter’; and here we have indeed sadness enough, 
though the tale closes with joy. 

The jealousy of Leontes as exhibited by Shakespeare 
is a sudden and furious explosion; in Greene’s treat- 
ment it has more of an air of verisimilitude, for the 
Bellaria of his romance, though as chaste as Hermione, 
had been less discreet in her bearing. The instant 
transformation of the King, from a man apparently 
gracious and generous of nature to a, tyrant devoid 
of reason and brutal in utterance and in act, may to 
a certain extent be accounted for by the exigencies of 
a drama which hurries to its height ; yet some readers 
will feel that the apology is not a complete justification. 
It is as if Shakespeare had dashed in the lurid colours 
of a thunderstorm from his palette im order that the 
beauty and harmony of the last two acts of the play 
might. stand out in relief from so terrible a background. 
Perhaps he had seen or known something which made 
him regard the passion of jealousy as mad, savage, 
and essentially gross. But at best we seem to be 
offering excuses for the manner in which he has dealt 
with his theme, and to excuse a poet is\ in truth to 
accuse him. It is certain that Shakespeare designed 
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a strong contrast between the furious King and his 
victim—the noble Hermione, a sufferer as dignified as 
Queen Katherine in Henry VIII, and perhaps more pos- 
sessed by a divine intelligence of sympathy which makes 
her suffer even for the wrong-doer. Evil now seemed to 
Shakespeare sc darkly evil because he saw so gratefully 
the clear light and sacred radiance of goodness. ‘ The 
character of Hermione,’ wrote Mrs. Jameson, ‘ exhibits 
what is never found in the other sex, but rarely in 
our own—yet sometimes :—dignity without pride, love 
without passion, and tenderness without weakness. . . . 
In her settled mind the sources of pain or pleasure, 
love or resentment, are like the springs that feed 
mountain lakes, impenetrable, unfathomable, and_ in- 
exhaustible.” When she stands vindicated, and her 
daughter is restored to her, Hermione has no thought 
of her own happiness; she bows over Perdita with 
a prayer that all blessings of the gods may be granted 
to her child. Her husband she embraces, but can 
utter no word; the spring of personal joy has been 
broken in her heart ; and did she not long before say 
the final word of justice for such an occasion as this ?— 
How will this grieve you 

When you shall come to clearer knowledge that 

You thus have publish’d me! Gentle my lord, 

You searce can right me throughly then to say 

You did mistake. 
How great a part has been provided for the actress 
those who read the records of the performances of 
Mrs. Siddons and Miss Helen Faucit in the character of 
Hermione are aware. ‘The heart of every one who 
saw her,’ says the poet Campbell of Mrs. Siddons, ‘ when 
she burst from the semblance of sculpture into motion, 
and embraced her daughter, Perdita, must throb and 
glow at the recollection.’ ‘It was the most entrancing 
thing we ever remember to have seen,’ wrote a critic 
of Helen Faucit in the statue-scene, ‘—actually 
suspending the blood, and taking the breath away. 
It was something supernatural almost; and till. the 
descent was fully accomplished, and the stone turned 
- to palpable woman again, something of a fine fear sat 
on us.’ Of recent Hermiones perhaps the most admir- 
able was Mary Anderson (Mme. de Navarro), but her 
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rendering of Perdita won even higher admiration than 
that of the Queen. 

As Hermione belongs to the group of the great 
sufferers, the wronged ones of Shakespeare’s latest 
plays—a group which includes Queen Katherine and 
Prospero—who transcend their own injuries and bow 
in tender protectiveness over the joys of the young 
and inexperienced, so Perdita is one of the exquisite 
group of maidens and youths in which we find also the 
Marina of Pericles, Miranda, and the gallant sons of 
Cymbeline. The shepherdess ‘queen of curds and 
cream’ lies almost as close to nature as the child of 
the enchanted island; she has lived with her innocent 
creatures of the pasture-land and her flowers, and then 
love comes upon her with its new, miraculous joy and 
its hopes and fears. She needs the arms and the heart 
of a mother, and Shakespeare, who, in these elder days 
of his, cannot make the young too happy, grants her 
at once Florizel and the lost Hermione. 

In his most genial mood the dramatist created his 
Autolycus. The name he found, as that of a: light- 
fingered fellow, in his favourite book, Golding’s transla- 
tion of Ovid’s Metamorphoses— such a fellow as in 
theft and filching had no peere.’ One critic, indeed, 
expresses a serious hope that the delightful rogue 
will, as he puts it, ‘turn over a new leaf,’ and become 
a reformed character. Let us forbear to be so worthy 
moralists as to share this hope. Autolycus, as the 
same critic more happily has said, is a true artist ; 
his songs are as free as those of the lark or the linnet ; 
and when he deftly fingers ‘the white sheet bleaching 
on the hedge’ he is still an artist. What Charles Lamb, 
in his essay on The Artificial Comedy of the Last Oentury, 
wrote—and untruly—of the morals of Restoration 
plays may justly be applied to this prince “of pedlars 
and of knaves, When we encounter him we are in 
Bohemia—not England—and our joy in seeing how 
nimbly he overleaps the laws of property there will 
never make us “convey” a sheet or filch a © purse. 
The god Mercury was our pedlar’s only begetter; if 
he had a mind to be honest, Fortune would not suffer 
him, so highly favoured is he for the sake of his gaiety 
and his songs. Nature. herself, indeed, is the mother of 
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knaves ; a magpie is as incurable a thief as Autolycus 
and has not half as blithe a voice. And Emerson’s 
doctrine that the criminals of the world have been 
utilized by some ‘ Over-soul’ to be the world’s bene- 
factors is confirmed by our pedlar’s example, for is he 
not needed to aid in the closing discovery of Perdita’s 
parentage, to make Hermione blessed, and to rejoice the 
heart of Florizel ? 

In 1756 Garrick’s version of the play—reduced (and 
yet with sundry additions of his own) from five acts to 
three—appeared and was received with applause. It 
is in truth only a ‘ Florizel and Perdita’. The earlier 
events of Shakespeare’s play are related retrospectively 
by Camillo. We need not delay to consider the violence 
it does to Shakespeare’s design. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Leontss, King of Sicilia. 
MamILuivs, young Prince of Sicilia. 
CAMILLO, ) 

pee Lords of Sicilia. 

Dion, 

Pourxenss, King of Bohemia. 

FLoRIzEL, his Son. 

ARCHIDAMUS, a Lord of Bohemia. 

A Mariner. 

A Gaoler. 

An old Shepherd, reputed Father of Perdita. 
Clown, his Son. 

Servant to the old Shepherd. 

AvuToLycus, a Rogue. 


HERMIONE, Queen to Leontes. 
Perpita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione. 
Pautina, Wife to Antigonus. 
Emma, a Lady, } : 

2 tt . 
Other adios. a attending the Queen 
Moprsa, } 


Dorcas, ) Shepherdesses. 


Sicilian Lords and Ladies, Attendants, Guards, Satyrs, Shepherds, 
Shepherdesses, &c. 


Time, as Chorus. 


ScENE.—Sometimes in Sicilia, sometimes in Bohemia. 


THE WINTER'S TALE 


ACT T. 


Scene I.—Sicilia. An Antechamber in Lrontss’ Palace. 
Enter CAMILLO and ARCHIDAMUS. 

ARCHIDAMUS. If you shall chance, Camillo, to visit 
Bohemia, on the like occasion whereon my services are 
now on foot, you shall see, as I have said, great difference 
betwixt our Bohemia and your Sicilia. 4 

CAMILLO. I think, this coming summer, the King 
of Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the visitation which 
he justly owes him. 7 

ARCHIDAMUS. Wherein our entertainment shall shame 
us we will be justified in our loves: for, indeed,— 

CAMILLO. Beseech you,— 

ARCHIDAMUS. Verily, I speak it in the freedom of my 
knowledge: we cannot with such magnificence—in so 
rare—I know not what to say. We will give you sleepy 
drinks, that your senses, unintelligent of our insufficience, 
may, though they cannot praise us, as little accuse us. 

CAMILLO. You pay a great deal too dear for what ’s 
given freely. 17 

ARCHIDAMUS. Believe me, I speak as my under- 
standing instructs me, and as mine honesty puts it to 
utterance. 20 

CAMILLO. Sicilia cannot show himself over-kind to 
Bohemia. They were trained together in their child- 
hoods; and there rooted betwixt them then such an 
affection which cannot choose but branch now. Since 
‘their more mature dignities and royal necessities made 
separation of their society, their encounters, though 
not personal, have been royally attorneyed with inter- 
change of gifts, letters, loving embassies; that they 
have seemed to be together, though absent, shook 
hands, as over a vast, and embraced, as it were, from 
the ends of opposed winds. The heavens continue their 
loves ! 32 

ARCHIDAMUS, I think there is not in the world either 
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malice or matter to alter it. You have an unspeakable 
comfort of your young Prince Mamillius: it is a gentle- 
man of the greatest promise that ever came into my 
note. 37 
CAMILLO. I very well agree with you in the hopes 
of him. It is a gallant child; one that indeed physics 
the subject, makes old hearts fresh ; they that went on 
crutches ere he was born desire yet their life to see 
him a man. 42 
ARCHIDAMUS. Would they else be content to die ? 
CAMILLO. Yes; if there were no other excuse why 


they should desire to live. 45 
ARcHIDAMUS. If the king had no son, they would 
desire to live on crutches till he had one. [Exeunt. 


Scene II.—The Same. A Room of State in the Palace. 
Enter LeontsEs, PoLIxENES, HERMIONE, MAMILLIUS, CAMILLO, 
and Attendants. 

POLIXENES. Nine changes of the watery star have been 
The shepherd’s note since we have left our throne 
Without a burden: time as long again 
Would be fill’d up, my brother, with our thanks ; 4 
And yet we should for perpetuity 
Go hence in debt : and therefore, like a cipher, 

Yet standing in rich place, I multiply 
With one ‘ We thank you’ many thousands moe 8 
That go before it. 
LEONTES. Stay your thanks awhile, 
And pay them when you part. 

POLIXENES. Sir, that ’s to-morrow. 
I am question’d by my fears, of what may chance 
Or breed upon our absence; that may blow 12 
No sneaping winds at home, to make us say, 

‘ This is put forth too truly!’ Besides, I have stay’d 
To tire your royalty. 


LEONTES. We are tougher, brother, 

Than you can put us to’t. 
POLIXENES, No longer stay. 16 
LEONTES. One seven-night longer. 

-. POLIXENES. Very sooth, to-morrow. 


LEONTES. We'll part the time between’s then; and 
in that 


: 


SCENE It] THE WINTER’S TALE 999 


Tll no gainsaying. 

POLIXENES. Press me not, beseech you, so. 
There is no tongue that moves, none, none i’ the world, 
So soon as yours could win me: so it should now, 21 
Were there necessity in your request, although 
*Twere needful I denied it. My affairs 
Do even drag me homeward ; which to hinder 24 
Were in your love a whip to me; my stay 
To you a charge and trouble: to save both, 

Farewell, our brother. ’ 


LEONTES. Tongue-tied, our queen ? speak you. 
HERMIONE. I had thought, sir, to have held my peace 
until 28 


You had drawn oaths from him not to stay. You, sir, 
Charge him too coldly: tell him, you are sure 
All in Bohemia’s well : this satisfaction 


The by-gone day proclaim’d: say this to him, 32 
He ’s beat from his best ward. 
LEONTES. Well said, Hermione. 


HERMIONE. To tell he longs tosee his son were strong : 
But let him say so then, and let him go ; 
But let him swear so, and he shall not stay, 36 
We'll thwack him hence with distaffs. 
[To Pourxeyes.]) Yet of your royal presence I’ll adventure 
The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord, ll give him my commission 40 
To let him there a month behind the gest 
Prefix’d for ’s parting : yet, good deed, Leontes, 
I love thee not a jar o’ the clock behind 43 
What lady she her lord. You'll stay ? 
POLIXENES. No, madam. 
HERMIONE. Nay, but you will ? 
POLIXENES. I may not, verily. 
HERMIONE. Verily ! 
You put me off with limber vows; but I, 
Though you would seek to unsphere the stars with oaths, 
Should yet say, ‘Sir, no going.’ Verily, 49 
You shall not go: a lady’s ‘ verily’ ’s 
As potent as a lord’s. Will you go yet ? 
Force me to keep you as a prisoner, 52 
Not like a guest ; so you shall pay your fees 
When you depart, and save your thanks. How say you ( 
My prisoner, or my guest ? by your dread ‘ verily ’, 
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One of them you shall be. 

POLIXENES. ’ Your guest, then, madam : 
To be your prisoner should import offending ; 57 
Which is for me less easy to commit 
Than you to punish. 

HERMIONE. Not your gaoler then, 

But your kind hostess. Come, Ill question you 60 
Of my lord’s tricks and yours when you were boys: 
You were pretty lordings then. 

POLIXENES. We were, fair queen, 
Two lads that thought there was no more behind 
But such a day to-morrow as to-day, 64 
And to be boy eternal. 

HERMIONE. Was not my lord the verier wag o’ the 

two ? 

POLIXENES. We were as twinn’d lambs that did frisk 

i the sun, 
And bleat the one at the other: what we chang’d 68 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing, no nor dream’d 
That any did. Had we pursu’d that life, 
And our weak spirits ne’er been higher rear’d 72 
With stronger blood, we should have answer’d heaven 
Boldly, ‘not guilty’; the imposition clear’d 
Hereditary ours. 


HERMIONE. By this we gather 
You have tripp’d since. 
POLIXENES. O! my most sacred lady, 16 


Temptations have since then been born to’s; for 
In those unfledg’d days was my wife a girl ; 
Your precious self had then not cross’d the eyes 
Of my young playfellow. 
HERMIONE. Grace to boot ! 80 
Of this make no conclusion, lest you say 
Your queen and I are devils; yet go on: 
The offences we have made you do we'll answer ; 
If you first sinn’d with us, and that with us 84 
You did continue fault, and that you slipp’d not 
With any but with us. 


LEONTES. Is he won yet ? 
HERMIONE. He'll stay, my lord. 
LEONTES. At my request he would not. 


Hermione, my dearest, thou never spok’st 88 
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To better purpose. 

HERMIONE. Never ? 

LEONTES, Never, but once. 

HERMIONE. What! have I twice said well? when 

was ’t before ? 
I prithee tell me; cram’s with praise, and make ’s 
As fat as tame things : one good deed, dying tongueless, 
Slaughters a thousand waiting upon that. 93 
Our praises are our wages : you may ride’s 
With one soft kiss a thousand furlongs ere 
With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal: 96 
My last good deed was to entreat his stay : 
What was my first ? it has an elder sister, 
Or I mistake you: O! would her name were Grace. 
But once before I spoke to the purpose: when? 100 
Nay, let me have ’t; I long. 

LEONTES. Why, that was when 
Three crabbed months had sour’d themselves to death, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand 
And clap thyself my love: then didst thou utter, 104 
“I am yours for ever.’ 

HERMIONE. Tis grace indeed. 

Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose twice 
The one for ever earn’d a royal husband, 
The other for some while a friend. [Giving her hand to PoLrxents, 

LEONTES. [Aside] Too hot, too hot ! 109 
To mingle friendship far is mingling bloods. 

I have tremor cordis on me: my heart dances ; 

But not for joy; not joy. This entertainment 112 
May a free face put on, derive a liberty 

From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom, 

And well become the agent: *t may I grant: 

But to be paddling palms and pinching fingers, 116 
As now they are, and making practis’d smiles, 

As in a looking-glass ; and then to sigh, as ’twere 

The mort o’ the deer; O! that is entertainment 


My bosom likes not, nor my brows. Mamillius, 120 
Art thou my boy ? 
MAMILLIUS. Ay, my good lord. 
LEONTES, T fecks ? 
Why, that’s my bawcock. What! hast smutch’d thy 
nose ? 


They say it is a copy out of mine. Come, captain, 
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We must be neat; not neat, but cleanly, captain: 124 
And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf, 
Are all call’d neat. Still virginalling 
Upon his palm! How now, you wanton calf! 
Art thou my calf ? 
MAMILLIUS. Yes, if you will, my lord. 128 
LEONTES. Thou want’st a rough pash and the shoots 
that I have, 
To be full like me: yet they say we are 
Almost as like as eggs ; women say so, 
That will say anything: but were they false 132 
As o’er-dy’d blacks, as wind, as waters, false 
As dice are to be wish’d by one that fixes 
No bourn ’twixt his and mine, yet were it true 
To say this boy were like me. Come, sir page, 136 
Look on me with your welkin eye: sweet villain ! 
Most dear’st ! my collop ! Can thy dam?—may-’t be?— 
Affection ! thy intention stabs the centre : 
Thou dost make possible things not so held, 140 
Communicat’st with dreams ;—how can this be ?— 
With what ’s unreal thou co-active art, 
And fellow’st nothing: then, *tis very credent 
Thou mayst co-join with something ; and thou dost, 
And that beyond commission, and I find it, 145 
And that to the infection of my brains 
And hardening of my brows. 


POLIXENES. What means Sicilia? 
HERMIONE. He something seems unsettled. 
POLIXENES. How, my lord! 148 
What cheer ? how is ’t with you, best brother ? 
HERMIONE. You look 


As if you held a brow of much distraction : 
Are you mov d, my lord ? 
LEONTES. No, in good earnest. 
How sometimes nature will betray its folly, 152 
Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms! Looking on the lines 
Of my boy’s face, methoughts I did recoil 
Twenty-three years, and saw myself unbreech’d, 156 
In my green velvet coat, my dagger muzzled, 
Lest it should bite its master, and so prove, 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous : 
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel, 160 
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This squash, this gentleman. Mine honest friend, 
Will you take eggs for money ? 
MAMILLIUS, No, my lord, Pll fight. 
LEONTES. You will? why, happy man be his dole ! 
My brother, 
Are you so fond of your young prince as we 164 
Do seem to be of ours ? 
POLIXENES. If at home, sir, 
He ’s all my exercise, my mirth, my matter, 
Now my sworn friend and then mine enemy ; 
My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all : 168 
He makes a July’s day short as December, 
And with his varying childness cures in me 
Thoughts that would thick my blood. 

LEONTES, So stands this squire 
Offie’d with me. We two will walk, my lord, 172 
And leave you to your graver steps. Hermione, 

How thou lov’st us, show in our brother’s welcome : 
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap : 


Next to thyself and my young rover, he’s 176 
Apparent to my heart. 
HERMIONE. If you would seek us, 


We are yours i’ the garden: shall ’s attend you there ? 
LEONTES. To your own bents dispose you: you'll be 
found, 
Be you beneath the sky.—{Aside.] I am angling now, 
Though you perceive me not how I give line. 181 
Go to, go to! 
How she holds up the neb, the bill to him ! 
And arms her with the boldness of a wife 184 
To her allowing husband ! 
{Exeunt PorrxenEs, HERMIONE, and Attendants. 
Gone already ! 
Inch-thick, knee-deep, o’er head and ears a fork’d one! 
Go play, boy, play ; thy mother plays, and I 
Play too, but so disgrae’d a part, whose issue 188 
Will hiss me to my grave: contempt and clamour 
Will be my knell. Go play, boy, play. There have been, 
Or I am much deceiv’d, cuckolds ere now ; 
And many a man there is even at this present, 192 
Now, while I speak this, holds his wife by the arm, 
That little thinks she has been sluic’d in ’s absence, 
And his pond fish’d by his next neighbour, by 195 
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Sir Smile, his neighbour : nay, there ’s comfort in it, 
Whiles other men have gates, and those gates open’d, 
As mine, against their will. Should all despair 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themselves. Physic for ’t there is none ; 
It is a bawdy planet, that will strike 201 
Where ’tis predominant ; and ’tis powerful, think it, 
From east, west, north, and south: be it concluded, 
No barricado for a belly: know ’t ; 204 
It will let in and out the enemy 
With bag and baggage. Many a thousand on’s 
Have the disease, and feel ’t not. How now, boy! 
MAMILLIUS. I am like you, they say. 
LEONTES. Why, that ’s some comfort. 
What ! Camillo there ? 209 
CAMILLO. Ay, my good lord. 
LEONTES. Go play, Mamillius; thou ’rt an honest 
man. [Exit MaMILuius. 
Camillo, this great sir will yet stay longer. 212 
CAMILLO. You had much ado to make his anchor hold: 
When you cast out, it still came home. 
LEONTES. Didst note it ? 
CAMILLO. He would not stay at your petitions ; made 
His business more material. 


LEONTES. Didst perceive it ? 216 
[Aside] They're here with me already, whispering, 
rounding 


‘Sicilia is a so-forth.’ *Tis far gone, 
When I shall gust it last. How came ’t, Camillo, 
That he did stay ? 


CAMILLO. At the good queen’s entreaty. — 220 
LEONTES. At the queen’s, bet: ‘ good’ should be 
pertinent ; 


But so it is, it is not. Was this taken 

By any understanding pate but thine ? 

For thy conceit is soaking ; will draw in 224 
More than the common blocks : not noted, is ’t, 

But of the finer natures ? by some severals 

Of head-piece extraordinary ? lower messes 


Perchance are to this business purblind ? say. 228 
CAMILLO. Business, my lord! I think most under- 
stand 


Bohemia stays here longer. 
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LEONTES. Ha ! 
CAMILLO. Stays here longer. 
LEONTES. Ay, but why ? 
CAMILLO. To satisfy your highness and the entreaties 
Of our most gracious mistress. 
LEONTES. Satisfy ! 233 
The entreaties of your mistress! satisfy ! 
Let that suffice. I have trusted thee, Camillo, 
With all the nearest things to my heart, as well 236 
My chamber-councils, wherein, priest-like, thou 
Hast cleans’d my bosom : I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform’d ; but we have been 


Deceiv’d in thy integrity, deceiv’d 240 
In that which seems so. 
CAMILLO. Be it forbid, my lord ! 


LEONTES. To bide upon ’t, thou art not honest ; or, 
If thou inclin’st that way, thou art a coward, 
Which hoxes honesty behind, restraining 244 
From course requir’d ; or else thou must be counted 
A servant grafted in my serious trust, 
And therein negligent ; or else a fool 
That seest a game play’d home, the rich stake drawn, 
And tak’st it all for jest. 

CAMILLO. My gracious lord, 249 
I may be negligent, foolish, and fearful ; 
In every one of these no man is free, 
But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 252 
Among the infinite doings of the world, 
Sometime puts forth. In your affairs, my lord, 
If ever I were wilful-negligent, 
It was my folly ; if industriously 256 
I play’d the fool, it was my negligence, 
Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the issue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry out 260 
Against the non-performance, ’twas a fear 
Which oft infects the wisest : these, my lord, 
Are such allow’d infirmities that honesty 
Is never free of : but, beseech your Grace, 264 
Be plainer with me; let me know my trespass 
By its own visage ; if I then deny it, 
Tis none of mine. 

LEONTES. Ha’ not you seen, Camillo,— 
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But that’s past doubt ; you have, or your eye-glass 

Is thicker than a cuckold’s horn,—or heard,— 269 
For to a vision so apparent rumour 

Cannot be mute,—or thought,—for cogitation 

Resides not in that man that does not think,— 272 
My wife is slippery ? If thou wilt confess,— 

Or else be impudently negative, 

To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought,—then say 

My wife ’s a hobby-horse ; deserves a name 276 
As rank as any flax-wench that puts to 

Before her troth-plight ; say *t and justify ’t. 

cAMILLO. I would not be a stander-by, to hear 
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without 280 
My present vengeance taken : *shrew my heart, 

You never spoke what did become you less 
Than this ; which to reiterate were sin 
As deep as that, though true. 

LEONTES. Is whispering nothing ? 
Is leaning cheek to cheek ? is meeting noses ? 285 
Kissing with inside lip ? stopping the career 
Of laughter with a sigh ?—a note infallible 
Of breaking honesty,—horsing foot on foot ? 288 
Skulking in corners ? wishing clocks more swift 2 
Hours, minutes ? noon, midnight ? and all eyes 
Blind with the pin and web but theirs, theirs only, 
That would unseen be wicked ? is this nothing ? 292 
Why, then the world and all that ’s in ’t is nothing ; 

The covering sky is nothing ; Bohemia nothing ; 
My wife is nothing ; nor nothing have these nothings, 
If this be nothing. 

CAMILLO. Good my lord, be cur’d 296 
Of this diseas’d opinion, and betimes ; 

For ’tis most dangerous. 


LEONTES. Say it be, *tis true. 

CAMILLO. No, no, my lord. 

LEONTES. It is; you lie, you lie: 
I say thou liest, Camillo, and I hate thee ; 300 


Pronounco thee a gross lout, a mindless slave, 

Or else a hovering temporizer, that 

Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evil, 
Inclining to them both :. were my wife’s liver 304 
Infected as her life, she would not live 

The running of.one glass. 
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CAMILLO. Who does infect her ? 
LEONTES. Why, he that wears her like her medal, 
hanging 
About his neck, Bohemia : who, if I 308 


Had servants true about me, that bare eyes 
To see alike mine honour as their profits, 
Their own particular thrifts, they would do that 
Which should undo more doing: ay, and thou, 312 
His cup-bearer,—whom I from meaner form 
Have bench’d and rear’d to worship, who mayst see 
Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth sees heaven, 
How I am galled,—mightst bespice a cup, 316 
To give mine enemy a lasting wink ; 
Which draught to me were cordial. 

CAMILLO. Sir, my lord, 
I could do this, and that with no rash potion, 
But with a lingering dram that should not work 320 
Maliciously like poison : but I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress, 
So sovereignly being honourable. 
I have lov’d thee,— 

LEONTES. Make that thy question, and go rot ! 
Dost think I am so muddy, so unsettled, 325 
To appoint myself in this vexation ; sully 
The purity and whiteness of my sheets, 

Which to preserve is sleep ; which being spotted 328 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps ? 

Give scandal to the blood o’ the prince my son, 

Who I do think is mine, and love as mine, 


Without ripe moving to *t ? Would I do this ? 332 
Could man so blench ? 
CAMILLO. I must believe you, sir : 


IT do; and will fetch off Bohemia for ’t ; 

Provided that when he ’s remov’d, your highness 

Will take again your queen as yours at first, 326 
Even for your son’s sake ; and thereby for sealing 

The injury of tongues in courts and kingdoms 

Known and allied to yours. 

LEONTES. Thou dost advise me 
Even so as I mine own course have set down : 340 
Tl give no blemish to her honour, none. 

CAMILLO. My lord, : 

Go then ; and with a countenance as clear 
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As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bohemia, 344 
And with your queen. I am his cup-bearer ; 

If from me he have wholesome beverage, 

Account me not your servant. 


LEONTES. This is all : 
Do ’t, and thou hast the one half of my heart ; 348 
Do ’t not, thou split’st thine own. 
CAMILLO. T’ll do ’t, my lord. 
LEONTES. I will seem friendly, as thou hast advis’d 
me. (Exit. 
CAMILLO. O miserable lady! But, for me, 
What case stand I in? I must be the poisoner 352 


Of-good Polixenes ; and my ground to do ’t 

Is the obedience to a master; one 

Who, in rebellion with himself will have 

All that are his so too. To do this deed 356 
Promotion follows. If I could find example 

Of thousands that had struck anointed kings, 

And flourish’d after, ’d not do ’t; but since 

Nor brass nor stone nor parchment bears not one, 360 
Let villany itself forswear ’t. I must 

Forsake the court: to do ’t, or no, is certain 

To me a break-neck. Happy star reign now ! 

Here comes Bohemia. 


Re-enter POLIXENES. 


POLIXENES. This is strange : methinks 
My favour here begins to warp. Not speak ?— 365 
Good day, Camillo. 

CAMILLO. Hail, most royal sir ! 

POLIXENES. What is the news i’ the court ? 

CAMILLO. None rare, my lord. 

POLIXENES. The king hath on him such a countenance 
As he had lost some province and a region 369 


Lov’d as he loves himself : even now I met him 

With customary compliment, when he, 

Wafting his eyes to the contrary, and falling 372 

A lip of much contempt, speeds from me and 

So leaves me to consider what is breeding 

That changes thus his manners. 
CAMILLO. I dare not know, my lord. 376 
POLIXENES. How! dare not! donot! Do you know, 

and dare not 
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Be intelligent to me ? ’Tis thereabouts ; 
For, to yourself, what you do know, you must, 
And cannot say you dare not. Good Camillo, 380 
Your chang’d complexions are to me a mirror 
Which shows me mine chang’d too ; for I must be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
Myself thus alter’d with ’t. 

CAMILLO. There is a sickness 384 
Which puts some of us in distemper ;_ but 
I cannot name the disease, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

POLIXENES. How! caught of me ? 
Make me not sighted like the basilisk : 388 
I have look’d on thousands, who have sped the better 
By my regard, but kill’d none so. Camillo,— 
As you are certainly a gentleman, thereto 
Clerk-like experienc’d, which no less adorns 392 
Our gentry than our parents’ noble names, 
In whose success we are gentle,—I beseech you, 
If you know aught which does behove my knowledge 


Thereof to be inform’d, imprison it not 396 
In ignorant concealment. 
CAMILLO. I may not answer. 


POLIXENES. A sickness caught of me, and yet I well ! 
I must be answer’d. Dost thou hear, Camillo ; 
I conjure thee, by all the parts of man 400 
Which honour does acknowledge,—whereof the least 
Is not this suit of mine,—that thou declare 
What incidency thou dost guess of harm 
Is creeping toward me ; how far off, how near ; 404 
Which way to be prevented if to be ; 
If not, how best to bear it. 

CAMILLO. Sir, I will tell you ; 
Since I am charg’d in honour and by him 
That I think honourable. Therefore mark my counsel, 
Which must be even as swiftly follow’d as 409 
I mean to utter it, or both yourself and me 
Cry ‘lost’, and so good night ! 


POLIXENES. On, good Camillo. 
CAMILLO. I am appointed him to murder you. 412 
POLIXENES. By whom, Camillo ? 

CAMILLO. By the king. 


POLIXENES. ’ For what ? 
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CAMILLO. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he 
swears, 
As he had seen ’t or been an instrument 
To vice you to ’t, that you have touch’d his queen 
Forbiddenly. 

POLIXENES. O, then my best blood turn 417 
To an infected jelly, and my name 
Be yok’d with his that did betray the Best ! 

Turn then my freshest reputation to 420 
A savour, that may strike the dullest nostril 

Where I arrive ; and my approach be shunn’d, 

Nay, hated too, worse than the great’st infection 

That e’er was heard or read ! 

CAMILLO. Swear his thought over 
By each particular star in heaven and 425 
By all their influences, you may as well 
Forbid the sea for to obey the moon 
As or by oath remove or counsel shake 428 
The fabric of his folly, whose foundation 
Is pil’d upon his faith, and will continue 
The standing of his body. 


POLIXENES. How should this grow ? 
CAMILLO... I know not: but I am sure ’tis safer to 
Avoid what ’s grown than question how ’tis born. — 433 


If therefore you dare trust my honesty, 
That lies enclosed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn’d, away to-night ! 436 
Your followers I will whisper to the business, 
And will by twos and threes at several posterns 
Clear them o’ the city. For myself, Pl put 
My fortunes to your service, which are here 440 
By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain ; 
For, by the honour of my parents, I 
Have utter’d truth, which, if you seek to prove, 
I dare not stand by ; nor shall you be safer Aad 
Than one condemn’d by the king’s own mouth, thereon 
His execution sworn. 
POLIXENES. I do believe thee : 
I saw his heart in’s face. Give me thy hand: 
Be pilot to me and thy places shall 448 
Still neighbour mine. My ships are ready and 
My people did expect. my hence departure 
Two days ago. This jealousy ;' 
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Is for a precious creature : as she’s rare 452 
Must it be great, and, as his person’s mighty 
Must it be violent, and, as he does conceive 
He is dishonour’d by a man which ever 
Profess’d to him, why, his revenges must 456 
In that be made more bitter. Fear o’ershades me : 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but nothing 
Of his ill-ta’en suspicion! Come, Camillo ; 460 
I will respect thee as a father if 
Thou bear’st my life off hence : let us avoid. 

CAMILLO. It is in mine authority to command 
The keys of all the posterns: please your highness 464 
To take the urgent hour. Come, sir, away ! (Exeunt. 


ACT II. 
Scene I.—Sicilia. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter HERMIONE, MAMILLIUS, and Ladies. 
HERMIONE. Take the boy to you: he so troubles me, 
Tis past enduring. 


FIRST LADY. Come, my gracious lord, 
Shall I be your playfellow ? 
MAMILLIUS. No, I'll none of you. 
FIRST LADY. Why, my sweet lord ? 4 


MAMILLIUS. You'll kiss me hard and speak to me as if 
I were a baby still. I love you better. 

SECOND LADY. And why so, my lord ? 

MAMILLIUS. Not for because 
Your brows are blacker; yet black brows, they say, 8 
Become some women best, so that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a semicircle, 

Or a half-moon made with a pen. 


SECOND LADY, Who taught you this ? 
MAMILLIUS. I learn’d it out of women’s faces. Pray 
now, 12 
What colour are your eyebrows ? 
FIRST LADY. Blue, my lord. 
MAMILLIUS. Nay, that’sa mock: I have seen a lady’s 
nose 


That has been blue, but not her eyebrows. 
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SECOND LADY. Hark ye; 
The queen your mother rounds apace . we shall 16 
Present our services to a fine new prince 
One of these days; and then you’d wanton with us, 

If we would have you. 


FIRST LADY. She is spread of late 
Into a goodly bulk: good time encounter her ! 20 
HERMIONE. What wisdom stirs amongst you ? Come 
sir, NOW 


IT am for you again: pray you, sit by us, 
And tell’s a tale. 


MAMILLIUS. Merry or sad shall ’t be ? 

HERMIONE. As merry as you will. 

MAMILLIUS. A sad tale’s best for winter. 
I have one of sprites and goblins. 

HERMIONE. Let ’s have that, good sir. 
Come on, sit down: come on, and do your best 26 


To fright me with your sprites ; you’re powerful at it. 
MAMILLIUS. There was a man,— 


HERMIONE. Nay, come, sit down; then on. 
MAMILLIUS. Dwelt by a churchyard. I will tell it 
softly ; 29 
Yond crickets shall not hear it. 
HERMIONE. Come on then, 


And give ’t me in mine ear. 


Enter Lrontes, AnTIGonus, Lords, and Others. 
LEONTES. Was he met there? his train 2 Camillo 


with him ? 32 
FIRST LORD. Behind the tuft of pines I met them: 
never 


Saw I men scour so on their way : I ey’d them 
Even to their ships. 
LEONTES. How blest am I 
In my just censure, in my true opinion ! 36 
Alack, for lesser knowledge! How accurs’d 
In being so blest! There may be in the cup 
A spider steep’d, and one may drink, depart, 
And yet partake no venom, for his knowledge 40 
Is not infected ; but if one present 
The abhorr’d ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his sides, 
With violent hefts. Ihave drunk, and seen the spider. 
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Camillo was his help in this, his pandar : 45 
There is a plot against my life, my crown ; 

All’s true that is mistrusted : that false villain 

Whom I employ’d was pre-employ’d by him: 48 
He has discover’d my design, and I 

Remain a pinch’d thing ; yea, a very trick 

For them to play at will. How came the posterns 

So easily open 2 

FIRST LORD. By his great authority ; 52 
Which often hath no less prevail’d than so 
On your command. 

LEONTES. I know ’t too well. 

[To Herwioxe.] Give me the boy: I am glad you did not 
nurse him : 
Though he does bear some signs of me, yet you 56 
Have too much blood in him. 
HERMIONE. What is this ? sport ? 
LEONTES. Bear the boy hence; he shall not come 
about her ; 
Away with him !—jExit Masuuivs, attended.) and let her sport 
herself 
With that she ’s big with ; for ’tis Polixenes 69 
Has made thee swell thus. 

HERMIONE. But I'd say he had not, 
And Ill be sworn you would believe my saying, 
Howe’er you lean to the nayward. 

LEONTES. You, my lords, 
Look on her, mark her well; be but about 64 
To say, ‘ she is a goodly lady,’ and 
The justice of your hearts will thereto add 
*°Tis pity she ’s not honest, honourable’ : 

Praise her but for this her without-door form,— 68 
Which on my faith deserves high speech,—and straight 
The shrug, the hum or ha, these petty brands 

That calumny doth use,—O, I am out !— 

That mercy does, for calumny will sear 72 
Virtue itself : these shrugs, these hums and ha’s, 

When you have said ‘ she’s goodly ’, come between 
Ere you can say ‘she’s honest’. But be ’t known, 
From him that has most cause to grieve it should be, 
She ’s an adulteress. 

HERMIONE. Should a villain say so, 17 
The most replenish’d villain in the world, 
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He were as much more villain: you, my lord, 
Do but mistake. 
LEONTES. You have mistook, my lady, 80 
Polixenes for Leontes. O thou thing ! 
Which I'll not call a creature of thy place, 
Lest barbarism, making me the precedent, 
Should a like Janguage use to all degrees, 84 
And mannerly distinguishment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar: I have said 
She ’s an adulteress ; I have said with whom : 
More, she’s a traitor, and Camillo is 88 
A federary with her, ‘and one that knows 
What she should shame to know herself 
But with her most vile principal, that she ’s 
A bed-swerver, even as bad as those 92 
That vulgars give bold’st titles; ay, and privy 
To this their late escape. 


HERMIONE. No, by my life, 
Privy to none of this. How will this grieve you 
When you shall come to clearer knowledge that 96 


You thus have publish’d me! Gentle my lord, 
You scarce can right me throughly then to say 
You did mistake. 
LEONTES. No; if I mistake 
In those foundations which I build upon, 100 
The centre is not big enough to bear 
A schoolboy’s top. Away with her to prison ! 
He who shall speak for her is ator off guilty 
But that he speaks. 
HERMIONE. There ’s some ill planet reigns : 
I must be patient till the heavens look 105 
With an aspect more favourable. Good my lords, 
I am not prone to weeping, as our sex 
Commonly are; the want of which vain dew 108 
Perchance shall dry your pities ; but I have 
That honourable grief lodg’d here which burns 
Worse than tears drown. Beseech you all, my lords, 
With thoughts so qualified as your charities 112 
Shall best instruct you, measure me ; and so 
The king’s will be perform’d ! 
LEONTES. [To the Guards.] Shall I be heard 2 
HERMIONE. Who is’t that goes with me? Beseech 
your highness, 
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My women may be with me ; for you see 116 
My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools ; 
There is no cause : when you shall know your mistress 
Has deserv’d prison, then abound in tears 
As I come out : this action I now go on 120 
Is for my better grace. Adieu, my lord : 
I never wish’d to see you sorry ; now 
I trust I shall. My women, come; you have leave. 
LEONTES. Go, do our bidding: hence! 124 
{Exeunt Queen guarded, and Ladies. 
FIRST LORD. Beseech your highness call the queen 
again. 
ANTIGONUS. Be certain what you do, sir, lest. your 
justice 
Prove violence :; in the which three great ones suffer, 
Yourself, your queen, your son. 
FIRST LORD. For her, my lord, 128 
I dare my life lay down, and will do ’t, sir, 
Please you to accept it,—that the queen is spotless 
I’ the eyes of heaven and to you: I mean, 
In this which you accuse her. 
ANTIGONUS. If it prove 132 
She ’s otherwise, [ll keep my stables where 
I lodge my wife; Ill go in couples with her ; 
Than when I feel and see her no further trust her ; 
For every inch of woman in the world, 136 
Ay, every dram of woman’s flesh is false, 
If she be. 
LEONTES. Hold your peaces ! 
FIRST LORD: Good my lord,— 
ANTIGONUS. It is for you we speak, not for ourselves. 
You are abus’d, and by some putter-on 140 
That will be damn’d for ’t ; would I knew the villain, 
I would land-damn him. Be she honour-flaw’d,— 
I have three daughters ; the eldest is eleven, 
The second and the third, nine and some five ; 144 
If this prove true, they'll pay for ’t : by mine honour, 
I'll geld thee all; fourteen they shall not see, 
To bring false generations: they are co-heirs ; 


And [ had rather glib myself than they 148 
Should not produce fair issue. 
LEONTES. Cease ! no more. 


You smell this business with a sense as cold 
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As is a dead man’s nose ; but I do see ’t and feel ’t, 


As you feel doing thus, and see withal 152 
The instruments that feel. 
ANTIGONUS. If it be so, 


We need no grave to bury honesty : 
There ’s not a grain of it the face to sweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

LEONTES. What! lack I credit 4 156 

FIRST LORD. I had rather you did lack than I, my lord, 
Upon this ground ; and more it would content me 
To have her honour true than your suspicion, 

Be blam’d for ’t how you might. 

LEONTES. Why, what need we 
Commune with you of this, but rather follow 161 
Our forceful instigation ? Our prerogative 
Calls not your counsels, but our natural goodness 
Imparts this ; which if you,—or stupefied 164 
Or seeming so in skill,—cannot or will not 
Relish a truth like us, inform yourselves 
We need no more of your advice: the matter, 

The loss, the gain, the ordering on ’t, is all 168 
Properly ours. 
Anticonus. And I wish, my liege, 
You had only in your silent judgment tried it, 
Without more overture. 

LEONTES. How could that be ? 
Either thou art most ignorant by age, 172 
Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo’s flight, 
Added to their familiarity, 
Which was as gross as ever touch’d conjecture, 
That lack’d sight only, naught for approbation 176 
But only seeing, all other circumstances 
Made up to the deed, doth push on this proceeding : 
Yet, for a greater confirmation,— 
For in an act of this importance ’twere 180 
Most piteous to be wild,—I have dispatch’d in post 
To sacred Delphos, to Apollo’s temple, 
Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 
Of stufi’'d sufficiency. Now, from the oracle 184 
They will bring all; whose spiritual counsel had, 
Shall stop or spur me. Have I done well ? 

FIRST LORD. Well done, my lord. 

LEONTES. Though I am satisfied and need no more 
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Than what I know, yet shall the oracle 189 
Give rest to the minds of others, such as he 
Whose ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to the truth. So have we thought it good 
From our free person she should be confin’d, 193 
Lest that the treachery of the two fled hence 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us : 
We are to speak in public ; for this business 196 
Will raise us all. 

ANTIGONUS. [Aside] To laughter, as I take it, 
If the good truth were known. Exeunt. 


Scene II.—The Same. The outer Room of a Prison. 
Enter PauLtna and Attendants. 
PAULINA. The keeper of the prison, call to him ; 
Let him have knowledge who I am.—{Exit an Attendant.] 
Good lady, 
No court in Europe is too good for thee ; 
What dost thou then in prison ? 


Re-enter Attendant, with the Gaoler. 


Now, good sir, 4 

You know me, do you not ? 

GAOLER. For a worthy lady 
And one whom much I honour. 

PAULINA. Pray you then, 
Conduct me to the queen. 

GAOLER. I may not, madam: to the contrary 8 
I have express commandment. 

PAULINA. Here ’s ado, 


To lock up honesty and honour from 

The access of gentle visitors! Is ’t lawful, pray you, 

To see her women ? any of them? Emilia ? 12 
GAOLER. So please you, madam, 

To put apart these your attendants, I 

Shall bring Emilia forth. 


PAULINA. I pray now, call her. 
Withdraw yourselves. [Exeunt Attendants. 

GAOLER. And, madam, 16 
I must be present at your conference. 

PAULINA. Well, be ’t so, prithee. [Exit Gaoler. 


Here ’s such ado to make no stain a stain, 
As passes colouring. 
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Re-enter Gaoler, with Emit. 
Dear gentlewoman, 20 

How fares our gracious lady ? 

EMILIA. As well as one so great and so forlorn 
May hold together. On her frights and griefs,— 
Which never tender lady hath borne greater,— 24 
She is something before her time deliver’d. 

PAULINA. A boy ? 


EMILIA. A daughter ; and a goodly babe, 
Lusty and like to live: the queen receives 
Much comfort in ’t ; says, ‘ My poor prisoner, 28 
I am innocent as you.’ 

PAULINA. I dare be sworn : 


These dangerous unsafe lunes i’ the king, beshrew them ! 
He must be told on ’t, and he shall: the office 
Becomes a woman best ; [ll take ’t upon me. 32 
If I prove honey-mouth’d, let my tongue blister, 
And never to my red-look’d anger be 
The trumpet any more. Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend my best obedience to the queen : 36 
Tf she dares trust me with her little babe, 
T’ll show it to the king and undertake to be 
Her advocate to the loud’st. We do not know 
How he may soften at the sight of the child : 40 
The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades when speaking fails. 

EMILIA. Most worthy madam, 
Your honour and your goodness is so evident 
That your free undertaking cannot miss 44 
A thriving issue: there is no lady living 
So meet for this great errand. Please your ladyship 
To visit the next room, I'll presently 
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer, 48 
Who but to-day hammer’d of this design, 
But durst not tempt a minister of honour, 
Lest she should be denied. 

PAULINA. Tell her, Emilia, 
Tl use that tongue I have: if wit flow from ’t 52 
As boldness from my bosom, let it not be doubted 
I shall do.good. 

EMILIA. Now be you blest for it ! 
Pll to the queen. Please you, come something nearer. 
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GAOLER. Madam, if’t please the queentosend the babe, 


I know not what I shall incur to pass it, 5 
Having no warrant. 
PAULINA. You need not fear it, sir: 
The child was prisoner to the womb, and is 
By law and process of great nature thence 60 


Freed and enfranchis’d ; not a party to 
The anger of the king, nor guilty of, 
If any be, the trespass of the queen. 


GAOLER. I do believe it. 64 
PAULINA. Do not you fear: upon mine honour, I 
Will stand betwixt you and danger. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—The Same. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Leontres, ANtTIGoNUS, Lords, and other Attendants. 
LEONTES. Nor night, nor day, no rest; it is but 
weakness 
To bear the matter thus; mere weakness. If 
The cause were not in being,~—part o’ the cause, 
She the adultress ; for the harlot king 4 
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank 
And level of my brain, plot-proof ; but she 
I can hook to me: say, that she were gone, 


Given to the fire, a moiety of my rest 8 
Might come to me again. Who’s there ? 
FIRST ATTENDANT. [Advancing.] My lord ? 


LEONTES. How does the boy ? 

FIRST ATTENDANT. He took good rest to-night ; 
Tis hop’d his sickness is discharg’d. 

LEONTES. To see his nobleness ! 
Conceiving the dishonour of his mother, 13 
He straight declin’d, droop’d, took it deeply, 

Fasten’d and fix’d the shame on ’t in himself, 

Threw off his spirit, his appetite, his sleep, 16 
And downright languish’d. Leave me solely : go, 

See how he fares. [Exit Attendant.}—Fie, fie! no thought of 


him ; 
The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me: in himself too mighty, 20 


And in his parties, his alliance ; let him be 
Until a time may serve: for present vengeance, 
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 
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Laugh at me; make their pastime at my sorrow : 24 
They should not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall she within my power. 


Enter Pautina, with a Child. 


FIRST LORD. You must not enter. 
PAULINA. Nay, rather, good my lords, be second to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas, 28 


Than the queen’s life ? a gracious innocent soul, 
More free than he is jealous. 
ANTIGONUS. That ’s enough. 
SECOND ATTENDANT. Madam, he hath not slept to- 
night ; commanded 
None should come at him. 
PAULINA. Not so hot, good sir ; 32 
I come to bring him sleep. *Tis such as you, 
That creep like shadows by him and do sigh 
At each his needless heavings, such as you 
Nourish the cause of his awaking: I 36 
Do come with words as med’cinal as true, 
Honest as either, to purge him of that humour 
That presses him from sleep. 
LEONTES. What noise there, ho ? 
PAULINA. No noise, my lord; but needful conference 
About some gossips for your highness. 
LEONTES. How ! 41 
Away with that audacious lady! Antigonus, 
I charg’d thee that she should not come about me: 
I knew she would. 
ANTIGONUS. I told her so, my lord, 44 
On your displeasure’s peril, and on mine, 
She should not visit you. 


LEONTES, What! canst not rule her ? 
PAULINA. From all dishonesty he can: in this, 
Unless he take the course that you have done, 48 


Commit me for committing honour, trust it, 
He shall not rule me. 
ANTIGONUS. La you now! you hear; 
When she will take the rein I let her run ; 
But she’ll not stumble. 
PAULINA. Good my liege, I come, 52 
And I beseech you, hear me, who professes 
Myself your loyal servant, your physician, 
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Your most obedient counsellor, yet that dares 
Less appear so in comforting your evils 56 
Than such as most seem yours: I say, I come 
From your good queen. 
LEONTES. Good queen ! 
PAULINA. Good queen, my lord, good queen; I say, 
good queen ; 


And would by combat make her good, so were I 60 
A man, the worst about you. 
LEONTES. Force her hence. 


PAULINA. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 
First hand me: on mine own accord I'll off ; 
But first Pl do my errand. The good queen, 64 
For she is good, hath brought you forth a daughter : 
Here ’tis ; commends it to your blessing. 

{Laying down the Child. 

LEONTES. Out ! 
A mankind witch! Hence with her, out o’ door : 
A most intelligencing bawd ! 

PAULINA, Not so; 68 
I am as ignorant in that as you 
In so entitling me, and no less honest 
Than you are mad; which is enough, I’jl warrant, 
As this world goes, to pass for honest. 

LEONTES. Traitors ! 12 
Will you not push her out ? Give her the bastard. 
[To Anticonvs.] Thou dotard! thou art woman-tir’d, un- 

roosted 

By thy dame Partlet here. Take up the bastard ; 
Take ’t up, I say; give ’t to thy crone. 

PAULINA. Forever 16 
Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak’st up the princess by that forced baseness 
Which he has put upon ’t ! 


LEONTES. He dreads his wife. 
PAULINA. So I would you did; then, ’twere past all 
doubt, 80 
You'd call your children yours. 
LEONTES. A nest of traitors ! 
ANTIGONUS. Iam none, by this good light. 
PAULINA. Nor 1; nor any 


But one that ’s here, and that’s himself ; for he 
The sacred honour of himself, his queen’s, 84 
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His hopeful son’s, his babe’s, betrays to slander, 

Whose sting is sharper than the sword’s ; and will not,— 
For, as the case now stands, it is a curse 

He cannot be compell’d to ’t,—once remove 88 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten 

As ever oak or stone was sound. 


LEONTES. A callat 
Of boundless tongue, who late hath beat her husband 
And now baits me! This brat is none of mine ; 92 


It is the issue of Polixenes : 
Hence with it; and, together with the dam 
Commit them to the fire ! 
PAULINA. It is yours ; 
And; might we lay the old proverb to your charge, 96 
‘So like you, ’tis the worse.’ Behold, my lords, 
Although the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father ; eye, nose, lip, 
The trick of ’s frown, his forehead, nay, the valley, — 100 
The pretty dimples of his chin and cheek, his smiles, 
The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger : 
And thou, good goddess Nature, which hast made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou hast 104 
The ordering of the mind too, ’mongst all colours 
No yellow in ’t ; lest she suspect, as he does, 
Her children not her husband’s. 


LEONTES. A gross hag ! 
And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hang’d, 108 
That wilt not stay her tongue. 

ANTIGONUS. Hang all the husbands 


That cannot do that feat, you’ll leave yourself 
Hardly one subject. 
LEONTES. Once more, take her hence. 
PAULINA. A most unworthy and unnaturallord 112 
Can do no more. 
LEONTES. Tl ha’ thee burn’d. 
PAULINA. I care not : 
It is a heretic that makes the fire, 
Not she which burns in ’t.. I'll not call you tyrant ; 
But this most cruel usage of your queen,— 116 
Not able to produce more accusation 
Than your own weak-hing’d fancy,—something savours 
Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 
Yea, scandalous to the world: 


reat 
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LEONTES On your allegiance, — 120 
Out of the chamber with her! Were I a tyrant, 
Where were her life ? she durst not call me so 
If she did know me one. Away with her ! 123 
PAULINA. I pray you do not push me; I'll be gone. 
Look to your babe, my lord; tis yours : Jove send her 
A better guiding spirit ! What need these hands ? 
You, that are thus so tender o’er his follies, 
Will never do him good, not one of you. 128 
So, so: farewell; we are gone. (Exit. 
LEONTES. Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wife to this. 
My child! away with ’t !—even thou, that hast 
A heart so tender o’er it, take it hence 132 
And see it instantly consum’d with fire : 
Even thou and none but thou. Take it up straight : 
Within this hour bring me word ’tis done,— 
And by good testimony,—or I'll seize thy life, 136 
With what thou else call’st thine. If thou refuse 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, say so ; 
The bastard brains with these my proper hands 


Shall I dash out. Go, take it to the fire : 140 
For thou sett’st on thy wife. 
ANTIGONUS. I did not, sir: 


These lords, my noble fellows, if they please, 

Can clear me in ’t. 
FIRST LORD. We can, my royal liege, 

He is not guilty of her coming hither. 144 
LEONTES. You are liars all. 
FIRST LORD. Beseech your highness, give us better 


credit : 
We have always truly serv’d you, and beseech you 
So to esteem of us; and on our knees we beg, 148 


As recompense of our dear services 

Past and to come, that you do change this purpose, 

Which being so horrible, so bloody, must 

Lead on to some foul issue. We all kneel. 152 

LEONTES. Iam a feather for each wind that blows. 

Shall I live on to see this bastard kneel 

And call me father ?. Better burn it now 

Than curse it then. But, be it; let it live: 156 

It shall not neither.—[To Axmiconvs.] You, sir, come you 
hither ; vit 

You that have been so tenderly officious 
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With Lady Margery, your midwife there, 

To save this bastard’s life,—for ’tis a bastard, 160 
So sure as thy beard’s grey,—what will you adventure 
To save this brat’s life ? 


ANTIGONUS. Any thing, my lord, 
That my ability may undergo, 
And nobleness impose : at least, thus much : 164 


I'll pawn the little blood which I have left, 
To save the innocent : any thing possible. 
LEONTES. It shall be possible. Swear by this sword 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 
ANTIGONUS. I will, my lord. 168 
LEONTES. Mark and perform it,—seest thou !—for the 
“fail 
Of any point in ’t shall not only be 
Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongu’d wife, 
Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee, 172 
As thou art liegeman to us, that thou carry 
This female bastard hence ; and that thou bear it 
To some remote and desart place quite out 
Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it, 176 
Without more mercy, to its own protection, 
And favour of the climate. As by strange fortune 
It came to us, I do in justice charge thee, 
On thy soul’s peril and thy body’s torture, 180 
That thou commend it strangely to some place, 
Where chance may nurse or end it. Take it up. 
ANTIGONUS. Iswear to do this, though a present death 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe : 184 
Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurses! Wolves and bears, they say, 
Casting their savageness aside have done 
Like offices of pity. Sir, be prosperous 188 
In more than this deed doth require! And blessing 
Against this cruelty fight on thy side, 
Poor thing, condemn’d to loss ! [Exit with the Child. 
LEONTES. No; Pll not rear 
Another’s issue. 
Enter a Servant. 
SERVANT. Please your highness, posts 192 
From those you sent to the oracle are come 
An hour since: Cleomenes and Dion, 
Being well arriv’d from Delphos, are both landed, 
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FIRST LORD. So please you, sir, their speed 
Hath been beyond account. 
LEONTES. Twenty-three days 197 


They have been absent: *tis good speed ; foretells 

The great Apollo suddenly will have 

The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords ; 200 
Summon a session, that we may arraign 

Our most disloyal lady ; for, as she hath 

Been publicly accus’d, so shall she have 


A just and open trial. While she lives 204 

My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me, 

And think upon my bidding. [Exeunt. 
ACT III. 


Scene I.—A Sea-port in Sicilia, 
Enter CLEOMENES and Dion. 

CLEOMENES. The climate’s delicate, the air most sweet, 
Fertile the isle, the temple much surpassing 
The common praise it bears. 

DION. I shall report, 
For most it caught me, the celestial habits,— 4 
Methinks I so should term them,—and the reverence 
Of the grave wearers. O, the sacrifice ! 
How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly 
It was i’ the offering ! 

CLEOMENES. But of all, the burst 8 
And the ear-deafening voice o’ the oracle, 
Kin to Jove’s thunder, so surpris’d my sense, 
That I was nothing. 

DION. If the event o’ the journey 
Prove as successful to the queen,—O, be ’t so !— 12 
As it hath been to us rare, pleasant, speedy, 
The time is worth the use on ’t. 

CLEOMENES. Great Apollo 
Turn all to the best ! These proclamations, 
So forcing faults upon Hermione, 16 
T little like. 

DION. The violent carriage of it 
Will clear or end the business : when the oracle, 

SH. I Trl 
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Thus by Apollo’s great divine seal’d up, 


Shall the contents discover, something rare 20 
Even then will rush to knowledge.—Go :—fresh horses ! 
And gracious be the issue ! [Exeunt. 


Scene II.—Sicilia. A Court of Justice. 
Lrontes, Lords, and Officers. 
LEONTES. This sessions, to our great grief we pro- 
nounce, 

Even pushes ’gainst our heart : the party tried 
The daughter of a king, our wife, and one 
Of us too much belov’d. Let us be clear’d 4 
Of~being tyrannous, since we so openly 
Proceed in justice, which shall have due course, 
Even to the guilt or the purgation. 
Produce the prisoner. 8 

OFFICER. It is his highness’ pleasure that the queen 
Appear in person here in court. Silence ! 


Enter HERMIONE guarded; PavLina and Ladies attending. 

LEONTES. Read the indictment. 

OFFICER. ‘ Hermione, queen to the worthy Leontes, 
King of Sicilia, thou art here accused and arraigned of 
high treason, In committing adultery with Polixenes, 
King of Bohemia, and conspiring with Camillo to take 
away the life of our sovereign lord the king, thy royal 
husband: the pretence whereof being by circumstances 
partly laid open, thou, Hermione, contrary to the faith 
and allegiance of a true subject, didst counsel and aid 
them, for their better safety, to fly away by night.” —_20 

HERMIONE. Since what I am to say must be but that 
Which contradicts my accusation, and 
The testimony on my part no other 
But what comes from myself, it shall scarce boot’ me 
To say “ Not guilty’ : mine integrity 25 
Being counted falsehood, shall, as I express it, 

Be so receiv’d. But thus: if powers divine 
Behold our human actions, as they do, 28 
I doubt not then but innocence shall make 

False accusation blush, and tyranny 

Tremble at patience. You, my lord, best know,— 

Who least will seem to do so,—my past life 32 
Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true.’ ' 
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As [ am now unhappy ; which is more 

Than history can pattern, though devis’d 

And play’d to take spectators. For behold me, 36 
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe 

A moiety of the throne, a great king’s daughter, 

The mother to a hopeful prince, here standing 

To prate and talk for life and honour ’fore 46 
Who please to come and hear. For life, I prize it 

As I weigh grief, which I would spare : for honour, 

’Tis a derivative from me to’mine, 

And only that I stand for. I appeal 44 
To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes 

Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 

How merited to be so; since he came, 

With what encounter so uncurrent I 48 
Have strain’d, to appear thus: if one jot beyond 

The bound of honour, or in act or will 

That way inclining, harden’d be the hearts 


Of all that hear me, and my near’st of kin 52 
Cry fie upon my grave ! 
LEONTES. I ne’er heard yet 


That any of these bolder vices wanted 
Less impudence to gainsay what they did 
Than to perform it first. 
HERMIONE. That ’s true enough ; 56 
Though ’tis a saying, sir, not due to me. 
LEONTES. You will not own it. 


HERMIONE. More than mistress of 
Which comes to me in name of fault, I must not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes,— 60 


With whom I am accus’d,—I do confess 

I lov’d him as in honour he requir’d, 

With such a kind of love as might become 

A lady like me; witha love even such, 64 
So and no other, as yourself commanded : 

Which not to have done I think had been in me 

Both disobedience and ingratitude 

To you and toward your friend, whose love had spoke, 
Even since it could speak, from an infant, freely 69 
That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy, 

I know not how it tastes, though it be dish’ do 

For me to try how: all I know of it 72 
Is that Camillo was an honest man 5 ' 
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And why he left your court, the gods themselves, 
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 
LEONTES. You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta’en to do in’s absence. 17 
HERMIONE. Sir, 
You speak a language that I understand not : 


My life stands in the level of your dreams, 80 
Which [ll lay down. 
LEONTES. Your actions are my dreams : 


You had a bastard by Polixenes, 

And I but dream’d it. As you were past all shame,— 
Those of your fact are so,—so past all truth : 84 
Which to deny concerns more than avails ; for as 

Thy brat hath been cast out, like to itself, 

No father owning it,—which is, indeed, 

More criminal in thee than it,—so thou 88 
Shalt feel our justice, in whose easiest passage 

Look for no less than death. 


HERMIONE. Sir, spare your threats : 
The bug which you would fright me with I seek. 
To me can life be no commodity : 92 


The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 

I do give lost ; for I do feel it gone, 

But know not how it went. My second joy, 

And first-fruits of my body, from his presence 96 
I am barr’d, like one infectious. My third comfort, 
Starr’d most unluckily, is from my breast, 

The innocent milk in its most innocent mouth, 

Hal’d out to murder: myself on every post 100 
Proclaim’d a strumpet : with immodest hatred 

The child-bed privilege denied, which ’longs 

To women of all fashion : lastly; hurried 

Here to this place, i? the open air, before 104 
I have got strength of limit. Now, my liege, 

Tell me what blessings I have here alive, 

That I should fear to die 2 Therefore proceed. 

But yet hear this; mistake me not; no life, 108 
I prize it not a straw :—but for mine honour, 

Which I would free, if I shall be condemn’d 

Upon surmises, all proofs sleeping else 

But what your jealousies awake, I tell you 112 
’Tis rigour and not law. Your honours all, 

I do refer me to the oracle : 
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Apollo be my judge ! 


FIRST LORD. This your request 
Is altogether just : therefore, bring forth, 116 
And in Apollo’s name, his oracle. [Exeunt certain Officers. 


HERMIONE. The Emperor of Russia was my father : 
O! that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter’s trial ; that he did but see 120 
The flatness of my misery ; yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge ! 

Re-enter Officers, with CLEOMENES and Dion. 
OFFICER. You here shall swear upon this sword of 
justice, 

That you, Cleomenes and Dion, have 124 
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This seal’d-up oracle, by the hand deliver’d 
Of great Apollo’s priest, and that since then 
You have not dar’d to break the holy seal, 
Nor read the secrets in ’t. 


CLEOMENES. } : 
S we swear. 
DION. j ves 
LEONTES. Break up the seals, and read. 130 


OFFICER. ‘ Hermione is chaste ; Polixenes blameless ; 
Camillo a true subject ; Leontes a jealous tyrant ; his 
innocent babe truly begotten; and the king shall live 
without an heir if that which is lost be not found !’ 

LorDS. Now blessed be the great Apollo ! 


HERMIONE. Praised ! 

-LEONTES. Hast thou read truth ? 

OFFICER. Ay, my lord ; even so 
As it is here set down. 137 


LEONTES. ‘There is no truth at alli’ the oracle : 
The sessions shall proceed : this is mere falsehood. 


Enter a Servant. 

SERVANT. My lord the king, the king ! 

LEONTES. What is the business # 

SERVANT. O sir! I shall be hated to report it: 141 
The prince your son, with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen’s speed, is gone. 

LEONTES. How! gone! 

SERVANT. Is dead. 

LEONTES. Apollo’s angry; and the heavens them- 

selves 144 
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Do strike at my injustice, [HERMIONE swoons. 
How now, there ! 
PAULINA. This news is mortal to the queen :—look 


down, 
And see what death is doing. 
LEONTES. Take her hence : 
Her heart is but o’ercharg’d ; she will recover : 148 


I have too much believ’d mine own suspicion : 
Beseech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life.— 
[Exeunt Pavtrna and Ladies, with HERMIONE. 
Apollo, pardon 
My great profaneness ’gainst thine oracle ! 152 
TH reconcile me to Polixenes, 
New woo my queen, recall the good Camillo, 
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy ; 
For, being transported by my jealousies 156 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chose 
Camillo for the minister to poison 
My friend Polixenes: which had been done, 
But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 160 
My swift command ; though I with death and with 
Reward did threaten and encourage him, 
Not doing it, and being done: he, most humane 
And fill’d with honour, to my kingly guest 164 
Unclasp’d my practice, quit his fortunes here, 
Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all incertainties himself commended, 
No richer than his honour : how he glisters 168 
Thorough my rust ! and how his piety 
Does my deeds make the blacker ! 


Re-enter PAULINA. 


PAULINA. Woe the while ! 
O, cut my lace, lest my heart, cracking it, 
Break too ! 
FIRST LORD. What fit is this, good lady ? 172 


PAULINA. What studied torments, tyrant, hast for me? 
What wheels ? racks? fires? What flaying ? or what; 
boiling 
In leads, or oils 2. what old or newer torture 
Must I receive, whose every word deserves 176 
To taste of thy most worst ? Thy tyranny, 
Together working with thy jealousies, 
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Fancies too, weak for boys, too green and idle 

For girls of nine, O ! think what they have done, 180 
And then run mad indeed, stark mad); for all 

Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it. 

That thou betray’dst Polixenes, ‘twas nothing ; 

That did but show thee of a fool, inconstant 184 
And damnable ingrateful ; nor was *t much 

Thou wouldst have poison’d good Camillo’s honour 

To have him kill a king ;. poor trespasses, 

More monstrous standing by : whereof I reckon 188 
The casting forth to erows thy baby daughter 

To be or none or little; though a devil 

Would have shed water out of fire ere done ’t : 

Nor is ’t direetly laid to thee, the death 192 
Of the young prince, whose honourable thoughts,— 
Thoughts high for one so tender,—cleft the heart 

That could conceive a gross and foolish sire 


Blemish’d his gracious dam: this is not, no, 196 
Laid to thy answer: but the last,—O lords! 
When I have said, cry, ‘ woe ! ’—the queen, the queen, 
The sweetest, dearest creature ’s dead, and vengeance 
for ’t 
Not dropp’d down yet. 
FIRST LORD. The higher powers: forbid ! 
PAULINA. I say she ’sdead; I'll swear ’t : if word nor 
oath 201 


Prevail not, go and see: if you can bring 
Tincture or lustre in her lip, her eye, 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll serve you 204 
As I would do the gods. But, O thou tyrant ! 
Do not repent these things, for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir ; therefore betake thee 
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees 208 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting, 
Upon. a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wert. 
LEONTES. Go on, go on ; 212 
Thou canst not speak too much : I have deserv’d 
All tongues to talk their bitterest. 
FIRST LORD. Say no more : 
Howe’er the business goes, you have made fault 
I the boldness of your speech. 
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PAULINA. Iam sorry for’t: 216 
All faults I make, when I shall come to know them, 
I do repent. Alas! I have show’d too much 
The rashness of a woman: he is touch’d 
To the noble heart. What’s gone and what’s past help 
Should be past grief: do not receive affliction 221 
At my petition; I beseech you, rather 
Let me be punish’d, that have minded you 
Of what you should forget. Now, good my liege, 224 
Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman : 
The love I bore your queen,—lo, fool again !— 
T’]l speak of her no more, nor of your children ; 
Tl not remember you of my own lord, 228 
Who is lost too: take your patience to you, 
And [ll say nothing. 

LEONTES. Thou didst speak but well, 
When most the truth, which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Prithee, bring me 232 
To the dead bodies of my queen and son: 
One grave shall be for both : upon them shall 
The causes of their death appear, unto 
Our shame perpetual. Once a day I'll visit 236 
The chapel where they lie, and tears shed there 
Shall be my recreation : so long as nature 
Will bear up with this exercise, so long 
I daily vow to use it. Come and lead me 240 
Unto these sorrows. [Exeunt. 


Scene III.—Bohemia. A desert Country near the Sea. 
Enter ANTIGONUS, with the Child; and a Mariner. 
ANTIGONUS. Thou art perfect, then, our ship hath 
touch’d upon 
The desarts of Bohemia ? 
MARINER. Ay, my lord; and fear 
We have landed in ill time : the skies look grimly 
And threaten present blusters. In my conscience, 4 
The heavens with that we have in hand are angry, 
And frown upon’s. 
ANTIGONUS. Their sacred wills be done! Go, get 
aboard ; 
Look to thy bark: I’ll not be long before 8 
I call upon thee. 
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MARINER. Make your best haste, and go not 
Too far i’ the land: ’tis like to be loud weather ; 
Besides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey that keep upon ’t. 


ANTIGONUS. Go thou away : 12 
Tl follow instantly. 
MARINER. I am glad at heart 
To be so rid of the business. (Exit. 
ANTIGONUS. Come, poor babe : 
I have heard, but not believ’d, the spirits o’ the dead 
May walk again: if such thing be, thy mother 16 


Appear’d to me last night, for ne’er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sometimes her head on one side, some another ; 
I never saw a vessel of like sorrow, 20 
So fill’d, and so becoming : in pure white robes, 
Like very sanctity, she did approach 
My cabin where I lay ; thrice bow’d before me, 
And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 24 
Became two spouts: the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her : ‘Good Antigonus, 
Since fate, against thy better disposition, 
Hath made thy person for the thrower-out 28 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 
There weep and leave it crying ; and, for the babe 
Is counted lost for ever, Perdita, 32 
I prithee, call ’t: for this ungentle business, 
Put on thee by my lord, thou ne’er shalt see 
Thy wife Paulina more’: and so, with shrieks, 
She melted into air. Affrighted much, 36 
I did in time collect myself, and thought 
This was so and no slumber. Dreams are toys ; 
Yet for this once, yea, superstitiously, 
I will be squar’d by this. I do believe 40 
Hermione hath suffer’d death ; and that 
Apollo would, this being indeed the issue 
Of King Polixenes, it should here be laid, 
Hither for life or death, upon the earth 44 
Of its right father. Blossom, speed thee well ! 
[Laying down the Child. 


There lie ; and there thy character : there these ; 
[Laying down a bundle. 
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Whichimay, if fortune please, both breed thee, pretty, 
And still rest thine. ‘The storm begins: poor wretch ! 
That for thy mother’s fault art thus expos’d 49 
To loss and what may follow. Weep IL cannot, 

But my heart bleeds, and most accurs’d am L 

To be by oath enjoin’d to this. Farewell ! 52 
The day frowns more and more: thou art like to have 
A lullaby too rough. I never saw 

The heavens so dim by day. A savage clamour ! 

Well may I get aboard! This is the chase : 56 
Tam gone for ever. (Exit, pursued by a bear. 


Enter a Shepherd. 

SHEPHERD. I would there were no age between sixteen 
and three-and-twenty,; or that youth would sleep out the 
rest; for there is nothing in the between but getting 
wenches with child, wronging the ancientry, stealing, 
fighting. Hark you now! Would any but these boiled 
brains of nineteen and two-and-twenty hunt this weather ? 
They have scared away two of my best sheep ; which 
I fear the wolf will sooner find than the master : if any- 
where I have them, ’tis by the sea-side, browsing of ivy. 
Good luck, an’t be thy will! what have we here ? [Taking 
up the Child] Merey on’s, a barne; a very pretty barne ! 
A boy or a child, I wonder? A pretty one; a very 
pretty one ; sure some scape : though I am not bookish, 
yet I can read waiting-gentlewoman in the scape. This 
has been some stair-work, some trunk-work, some behind- 
door-work ; they were warmer that got this than the 
poor thing is here. I'll take it up for pity ; yet Pll tarry 
till my son come; he hollaed but.even now. Whoa, 
ho, hoa ! 76 

Enter Clown. 

cLowN. Hilloa, loa,! 

SHEPHERD. What! artsonear? If thou’lt seea thing 
to talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. 
What ailest thou, man ? 80 

cLown. I have seen two such sights by sea and by 
land! but I am not to say it is a’sea, for it is now the 
sky : betwixt the firmament and it you cannot thrust a 
bodkin’s point. 84 

SHEPHERD. Why, boy, how is it ? z 

cLown.. I:would you did but see how it. chafes, how 


SCENE 101] THE WINTER'S TALE 1035 


it rages, how it takes up the shore! but that’s not to 
the point. O! the most piteous cry of the poor soulss; 
sometimes to see em, and not to see em; now the ship 
boring the moon with her mainmast, and anon swallowed 
with yest and froth, as you’d thrust a cork into a hogs- 
head. And then for the land-service : to see how the 
bear tore out his shoulderbone ; how he cried to me for 
help and said his name was Antigonus, a nobleman. But 
to make an end of the ship: to see how the sea flap- 
dragoned it: but, first, how the poor souls roared, and 
the sea mocked them; and how the poor gentleman 
roared, and the bear mocked him, both roaring louder 
than the sea or weather. 99 

SHEPHERD. Name of mercy! when was this, boy ? 

CLOWN. Now, now; I have not winked. since I saw 
these sights: the men are not yet cold under water, nor 
the bear half dined on the gentleman: he’s at it now. 

SHEPHERD, Would I had been by, to have helped the 
old man ! 105 

ctown. I would you had been by the ship’s side, to 
have helped her; there your charity would have lacked 
footing. 108 

SHEPHERD. Heavy matters! heavy matters! but 
look thee here, boy. Now bless thyself: thou mettest 
with things dying, I with things new born, Here’s a 
sight for thee; look thee, a bearing-cloth for a squire’s 
child! Look thee here: take up, take up, boy ; open ’t. 
So, let ’s see: it was told me, I should be rich by the 
fairies: this is some changeling.—Open’t. What’s 
within, boy ? 116 

CLOWN. You're a made old man: if the sins of 
your youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold! 
all gold ! 

SHEPHERD. This is fairy gold, boy, and ‘twill prove 
so: up with ’t, keep it close : home, home, the next way. 
We are lucky, boy ; and to be so still, requires nothing 
but secrecy. Let my sheep go. Come, good boy, the 
next way home. : lea 

CLOWN. Go you the next way with your findings. I'll 
go see if the bear be gone from the gentleman, and how 
much he hath eaten: they are never curst but when 
they are hungry., If there be any of him left, Ill 
bury it. 129 
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SHEPHERD. That’sagooddeed. If thou mayst discern 
by that which is left of him what he is, fetch me to the 
sight of him. 132 

CLOWN. Marry, will I; and you shall help to put him 
i the ground. 

SHEPHERD. ‘Tis a lucky day, boy, and we’ll do good 
deeds on ’t. fExeunt. 


ACT IV. 


Enter Time, the Chorus. 

tTimMB. I, that please some, try all, both joy and terror 
Of good and bad, that make and unfold error, 
Now take upon me, in the name of Time, 
To use my wings. Impute it not a crime 4 
To me or my swift passage, that I slide 
O’er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried 
Of that wide gap; since it is in my power 
To o’erthrow law, and in one self-born hour 8 
To plant and o’erwhelm custom. Let me pass 
The same I am, ere ancient’st order was 
Or what is now receiv’d: I witness to 
The times that brought them in; so shall I do 12 
To the freshest things now reigning, and make stale 
The glistering of this present, as my tale 
Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing, 
I turn my glass and give my scene such growing 16 
As you had slept between. Leontes leaving,— 
The effects of his fond jealousies so grieving, 
That he shuts up himself,—imagine me, 
Gentle spectators, that I now may be 20 
In fair Bohemia ; and remember well, 
I mention’d a son 0’ the king’s, which Florizel 
I now name to you; and with speed so pace 
To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace 24 
Equal with wondering : what of her ensues 
I list not prophesy ; but let Time’s news 
Be known when ‘tis brought forth. A shepherd’s 

daughter, 

And what to her adheres, which follows after, 28 
Ts th’ argument of Time. Of this allow, 
If ever you have spent time worse ere now : 
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If never, yet that Time himself doth say 
He wishes earnestly you never may. [Exit. 


Scene I.—Bohemia. A Room in the Palace of PoLixENEs. 
Enter PoLixEnres and CaMILLo. 

POLIXENES. J pray thee, good Camillo, be no more 
importunate: “tis a sickness denying thee anything ; 
a death to grant this. 

CAMILLO. li is fifteen years since I saw my country : 
though I have for the most part been aired abroad, I 
desire to lay my bones there. Besides, the penitent king, 
my master, hath sent for me; to whose feeling sorrows 
I might be some allay, or I o’erween to think so, which is 
another spur to my departure. 9 

POLIXENES. As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not 
out the rest of thy services by leaving me now. The 
need I have of thee thine own goodness hath made : 
better not to have had thee than thus to want thee. 
Thou, having made me businesses which none without 
thee can sufficiently manage, must either stay to 
execute them thyself or take away with thee the very 
services thou hast done; which if 1 have not enough 
considered,—as too much [I cannot,—to be more 
thankful to thee shall be my study, and my profit 
therein, the heaping friendships. Of that fatal country, 
Sicilia, prithee speak no more, whose very naming 
punishes me with the remembrance of that penitent, as 
thou callest him, and reconciled king, my _ brother ; 
whose loss of his most precious queen and children are 
even now to be afresh lamented. Say to me, when 
sawest thou the Prince Florizel, my son? Kings are 
no less unhappy, their issue not being gracious, than 
they are in losing them when they have approved their 
virtues. ep h2? 

CAMILLO. Sir, it is three days since I saw the prince. 
What his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown ; 
but I have missingly noted he is of late much zetired 
from court, and is less frequent to his princely exercises 
than formerly he hath appeared. 34 

POLIXENES. I have considered so much, Camillo, and 
with some care ; so far, that I have eyes under my service 
which look upon his removedness ; from whom I have 
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this intelligence, that he is seldom from the house of 
a most homely shepherd; a man, they say, that from 
very nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neigh- 
bours, is grown into an unspeakable estate. 41 
CAMILLO. I have heard, sir, of such a man, who 
hath a daughter of most rare note: the report of her is 
extended more than can be thought to begin from such 
a cottage. 45 
POLIXENES. That’s likewise part of my intelligence ; 
but, I fear, the angle that plucks our son thither. Thou 
shalt accompany us to the place; where we will, not 
appearing what we are, have some question with the 
shepherd ; from whose simplicity I think it not uneasy 
to get the cause of my son’s resort thither. Prithee, be 
my present partner in this business, and lay aside the 
thoughts of Sicilia. 53 
CAMILLO. I willingly obey your command. 
POLIXENES. My best Camillo!—We must disguise 
ourselves. [Exeunt. 


Scene’ II.—The Same. A Road near the Shepherd’s Cottage. 
Enter AUTOLYCUS, singing. 
When daffodils begin to peer, 
With heigh! the doxy, over the dale, 
Why, then comes in the sweet o’ the year ; 
For the red blood reigns in the winter’s pale. 4 


The white sheet bleaching on the hedge, 

With heigh! the sweet birds, O, how they sing ! 
‘Doth set my pugging tooth on edge ; 

For a quart of ale is a dish for a king. 8 


The lark, that tirra-lirra chants, 

With heigh ! with heigh! the thrush and the jay, 
Are summer songs for me and my aunts, 

While we lie tumbling in the hay. 12 


T have served Prince Florizel, and in my time wore'three- 
pile ; but now I am out of service : 


But shall I go mourn for that, my dear ? 

The pale moon shines by night ; a 16 
And when I wander here and there, 

I then do most go right. 
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If tinkers may have leave to live, 

And bear the sow-skin bowget, 20 
Then my account I well may give, 

And in the stocks avouch it. 


My traffic is sheets; when the kite builds, look to 
lesser linen. My father named me Autolycus; who 
being, as I am, littered under Mercury, was likewise 
a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles. With die and drab 
I purchased this caparison, and my revenue is the silly 
cheat. Gallows and knock are too powerful ‘on the high- 
way: beating and hanging are terrors to me: for the 
life to come, I sleep out the thought of:it. <A prize! 
a prize ! 31 


Enter Clown. 


cLown. Let me see: Every ‘leven wether tods; 
every tod yields pound and odd shilling : fifteen hundred 
shorn, what comes the wool to ? 

AUTOLYOUS. [Aside] If the springe hold, the cock’s 
mine. 36 

cLowN. I cannot do’t without compters. Let me 
see; what am I to buy for our sheep-shearing feast ? 
‘Three pound of sugar; five pound of currants ; rice,’ 
what will this sister of mine do with rice? But my 
father hath made her mistress of the feast, and she lays 
it on. She hath made me four-and-twenty nosegays for 
the shearers, three-man song-men all, and very good 
ones ; but they are most of them means and bases ; but 
one puritan amongst them, and he sings psalms to horn- 
pipes. I must have saffron, to colour the warden pies ; 
mace, dates,—none ; that’s out of my note :—nutmegs 
seven ; a race or two of ginger,—but that 1 may beg ;— 
four pound of prunes, and as many of raisins 0’ the 
sun. 

AuToLycus. ©! that ever I was born! 

[Grovelling on the ground. 

cLown. I’ the name of me !— 52 

AuToLycus. O! help me, help me! pluck but off 
these rags, and then death, death ! 

ctown. Alack, poor soul! thou hast need of more 
rags to lay on thee, rather than have these off. 56 

AutToLyous. O,. sir! the loathsomeness of them 
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offends me more than the’ stripes I have received, which 
are mighty ones and millions. 59 

ctown. Alas, poor man! a million of beating may 
come to a great matter. 

auTotycus. Iam robbed, sir, and beaten ; my money 
and apparel ta’en from me, and these detestable things 
put upon me. 64 

CLOWN. What, by a horseman or a footman 4 

AutoLycus. <A footman, sweet sir, a footman. 

CLowN. Indeed, he should be a footman, by the gar- 
ments he hath left with thee: if this be a horseman’s 
coat, it hath seen very hot service. Lend me thy hand, 
T'll help thee : come, lend me thy hand. _ [Helping him up. 

AuToLycus. O! good sir, tenderly, O ! 

ctown. Alas, poor soul ! 72 

autToLycus. O! good sir; softly, good sir! I fear, 
sir, my shoulder-blade is out. 

cLown. How now! canst stand ? 

auToLycus. Softly, dear sir ; (Picks his pocket.] good sir, 
softly. You ha’ done me a charitable office. 7 

cLtown. Dostlackany money ? I havea little money 
for thee. 

AutoLycous. No, good sweet sir: no, I beseech you, 
sir. I have a kinsman not past three-quarters of a mile 
hence, unto whom I was going : I shall there have money, 
or anything I want: offer me no money, I pray you! 
that kills my heart. 84 

cLowN. What manner of fellow was he that robbed 
you 4 

autroLycous. A fellow, sir, that I have known to go 
about with trol-my-dames: I knew him once a servant 
of the prince. I cannot tell, good sir, for which of his 
virtues it was, but he was certainly whipped out of the 
court. 91 

CLOWN. His vices, you would say: there ’s no virtue 
whipped out of the court: they cherish it, to make it 
stay there, and yet it will no more but abide. 94 

AUTOLYcUS. Vices, I would say, sir. I know this man 
well: he hath been since an ape-bearer; then a process- 
server, a bailiff; then he compassed a motion of the 
Prodigal Son, and married a tinker’s wife within a mile 
where my land and living lies; and having flown over 
many knavish professions, he settled only in rogue : some 
call him Autolycus. 10} 
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CLOWN. Out upon him! Prig, for my life, prig: he 
haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. 

AUTOLYCUS. Very true; sir; he, sir, he: that’s the 
rogue that put me into this apparel. 105 

CLOWN. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia : 
if you had but looked big and spit at him, he’d have run. 

AuToLycus. I must confess to you, sir, I am no 
fighter : 1 am false of heart that way, and that he knew, 
I warrant him. 

cLowN. How do you now ? 111 

AUTOLYCUS. Sweet sir, much better than I was: I can 
stand and walk. I will even take my leave of you, and 
pace softly towards my kinsman’s. 

cLown. Shall I bring thee on the way ? 

AUTOLYCUS. No, good-faced sir; no, sweet sir. | 116 

cLOWN. ‘Then fare thee well : I must go buy spices for 
our sheep-shearing. 

AUTOLYCUS. Prosper you, sweet sir !—{Exit Clown.) Your 
purse is not hot enough to purchase your spice. Tl 
be with you at your: sheep-shearing too. If I make 
not this cheat bring out another, and the shearers prove 
sheep, let me be unrolled, and my name put in the book 
of virtue. 124 

Jog on, jog on, the footpath way, 
And merrily hent the stile-a : 
A merry heart goes all the day, 
Your sad tires in a mile-a. (Exit. 


Scene III.—The Same. A Lawn before the Shepherd’s Cottage. 


Enter FiorizEt and PERDITA. 
FLORIZEL. ‘These your unusual weeds to each part of 
eefqyeu 
Do give a life: no shepherdess, but Flora , 
Peering in April’s front. This your sheep-shearing 


Is as a meeting of the petty gods, 4 
And you the queen on ’t. 
PERDITA. Sir, my gracious lord, 


To chide at your extremes it not becomes me : 

O! pardon, that I name them. Your high self, 

The gracious mark o’ the land, you have obscur’d 8 
With a swain’s wearing, and me, poor lowly maid, 

Most goddess-like prank’d up, But that our feasts 
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In every mess have folly, and the feeders 
Digest it with a custom, I should blush 12 
To see you so attired,—swoon, I think, 

To show myself a glass. 

FLORIZEL. I bless the time 
When my good falcon made her flight across 
Thy father’s ground. 

PERDITA. Now, Jove afford you cause! 16 
To me the difference forges dread ; your greatness 
Hath not been us’d to fear. Even now I tremble 
To think, your father, by some accident, 

Should pass this way'as you did. O, the Fates ! 20 
How would he look, to see his work, so noble, 

Vilély bound up ?) What would he say ?) Or how 
Should I, in these my borrow’d flaunts, behold 

The sternness of his presence ? 

FLORIZEL. Apprehend 24 

Nothing but jollity. The gods themselves, 

Humbling their deities to love, have taken 

The shapes of beasts upon them : Jupiter 

Became a bull, and bellow’d; the green Neptune 28 
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-rob’d god, 

Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain, 

As I seem now. ‘Their transformations 

Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, 32 
Nor in a way so chaste, since my desires 

Run not before mine honour, nor my lusts 

Burn hotter than my faith. 

PERDITA, O! .but, sir, 

Your resolution cannot hold, when ’tis 36 
Oppos’d, as it must be, by the power of the king. 

One of these two must be necessities, 

Which then will speak, that you must change this purpose, 
Or I my life. 

FLORIZEL. Thou dearest Perdita, 40 
With these fore’d thoughts, I prithee, darken not 
The mirth o’ the feast : or I'll be thine, my fair, 

Or not my father’s ; for I cannot be 

Mine own, nor anything to any, if 44 
I be not thine : to this I am most constant, 

Though destiny say no. Be merry, gentle ; 

Strangle such thoughts as'these with any thing 

That you behold the while. | Your guests are coming : 
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Lift up your countenance, as it were the day 49 
Of celebration of that nuptial which 
We two have sworn shall come. 


PERDITA. O lady Fortune, 
Stand you auspicious ! 

FLORIZEL. See, your guests approach : 
Address yourself to entertain them sprightly: 53 


And let’s be red with mirth. 


Enter Shepherd, with Porrxenes and CamiLto disguised ; 
Clown, Mopsa, Dorcas, and Others. 
SHEPHERD. Fie, daughter! when my old wife liv’d, 
upon ; 
This day she was both pantler, butler, cook ; 56 
Both dame and servant ; welcom’d all, serv’d all, 
Would sing her song and dance her turn ; now here, 
At upper end o’ the table, now 7’ the middle ; 
On his shoulder, and his; her face o’ fire 60 
With labour and the thing she took to quench it, 
She would to each one sip. You are retir’d, 
As if you were a feasted one and not 
The hostess of the meeting : pray you, bid 64 
These unknown friends to’s welcome ; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your blushes and present yourself 
That which you are, mistress 0’ the feast : come on, 
And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing, 69 
As your good flock shall prosper. 
PERDITA. [To Potrxenss.} Sir, welcome : 
It is my father’s will I should take on me 
The hostess-ship 0’ the day :—{To Cammzo.] You’re wel- 
come, sir. 72 
Give me those flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend sirs, 
For you there’s rosemary and rue; these keep 
Seeming and savour all the winter long : 
Grace and remembrance be to you both, 76 
And welcome to our shearing ! 
POLIXENES. Shepherdess,— 
A fair one are you,—well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 
PERDITA. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Not yet.on summer’s death, nor on the birth 80 
Of trembling winter, the fairest flowers’o’ the season — 


1044 THE WINTER’S TALE [Act Iv 


Are our carnations, and streak’d gillyvors, 
Which some call nature’s bastards: of that kind 
Our rustic garden’s barren, and I care not 84 
To get slips of them. 
POLIXENES. Wherefore, gentle maiden, 
Do you neglect them ? 
PERDITA, For I have heard it said 
There is an art which in their piedness shares 
With great creating nature. 
POLIXENES. Say there be ; 88 
Yet nature is made better by no mean 
But nature makes that mean: so, over that art, 
Which you say adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we marry 92 
A gentler scion to the wildest stock, 
And make conceive a bark of baser kind 
By bud of nobler race: this is an art 


Which does mend nature, change it rather, but 96 
The art itself is nature. 
PERDITA. So it is. 


POLIXENES. Then make your garden rich in gillyvors, 
And do not call them bastards. 
PERDITA. Pll not put 
The dibble in earth to set one slip of them ; 100 
No more than, were I painted, I would wish 
This youth should say, *twere well, and only therefore 
Desire to breed by me. Here’s flowers for you ; 
Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram ; 104 
The marigold, that goes to bed wi’ the sun, 
And with him rises weeping : these are flowers 
Of middle summer, and I think they are given 
To men of middle age. You're very welcome. 108 
CAMILLO. _ I should leave grazing, were I of your flock, 
And only live by gazing. 
PERDITA. Out, alas ! 
You'd be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. Now, my fair’st 
friend, 112 
I would I had some flower’s o’ the spring that might 
Become your time of day ; and yours, and yours, 
That wear upon your virgin branches yet 
Your maidenheads growing: O Proserpina ! 116 
For the flowers now that frighted thou let’st fall 
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From Dis’s waggon! daffodils, 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 

The winds of March with beauty; violets dim, 120 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes 

Or Cytherea’s breath ; pale prime-roses, 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 

Bright Phcebus in his strength, a malady 124 
Most incident to maids ; bold oxlips and 

The crown imperial ; lilies of all kinds, 

The flower-de-luce being one. O! these I lack 


To make you garlands of, and my sweet friend, 128 
To strew him o’er and o’er ! 
FLORIZEL. What! like a corse ? 


peRDITA. No, like a bank for love to lie and play on ; 
Not like a corse; or if,—not to be buried, 
But quick and in mine arms. Come, take your flowers : 
Methinks I play as I have seen them do 133 
In Whitsun pastorals : sure this robe of mine 
Does change my disposition. 


FLORIZEL. What you do 
Still betters what is done. When you speak, sweet, 
Id have you do it ever: when you sing, 137 


I'd have you buy and sell so; so give alms ; 
Pray so; and, for the ordering your affairs, 
To sing them too: when you do dance, I wish you 140 
A wave o’ the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that ; move still, still so, 
And own no other function : each your doing, 
So singular in each particular, 144 
Crowns what you are doing in the present deed, 
That all your acts are queens. 
PERDITA. O Doricles ! 
Your praises are too large: but that your youth, 
And the true blood which fairly peeps through it, 148 
Do plainly give you out an unstain’d shepherd, 
With wisdom I might fear, my Doricles, 
You woo’d me the false way. 
FLORIZEL. I think you have 

As little skill to fear as I have purpose 152 
To put you to’t. But, come; our dance, I pray. 
Your hand, my Perdita : so turtles pair 
That never mean to part. —__ 

-PERDITA. . - T’'ll swear for ’em. 155 
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POLIXENES. This is the prettiest low-born lass that ever 
Ran on the green-sord : nothing she does or seems 
But smacks of something greater than herself ; 
Too noble for this place. 
CAMILLO. He tells her something 159 
That makes her blood look out. Good sooth, she is 
The queen of curds and cream. 
CLOWN. Come on, strike up. 
porcas. Mopsa must be your mistress: marry, garlic, 
To mend her kissing with. 


MOPSA. Now, in good time ! 
cLtown. Not a word, a word: we stand upon our 
manners. 164 


Come, strike up. [Music. Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesses. 

POLIXENES. Pray, good shepherd, what fair swain is this 
Which dances with your daughter ? 

SHEPHERD. They call him Doricles, and boasts himself 
To have a worthy feeding ; but I have it 169 
Upon his own report and I believe it : , 

He looks like sooth, He says he loves my daughter : 

I think so too; for never gaz’d the moon 172 
Upon the water as he’ll stand and read 

As ’twere my daughter’s eyes ; and, to be plain, 

I think there is not half a kiss to choose 

Who loves another best. 

POLIXENES. She dances featly. 176 

SHEPHERD. So she does any thing, though I report it 
That should be silent. If young Doricles 
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 180 


Enter, a Servant. 

SERVANT. O master! if you did but hear the pedlar 
at the door, you would never dance again after a tabor 
and pipe; no, the bagpipe could not move you. He 
sings several tunes faster than you'll tell money; he 
utters them as he nad eaten ballads and all men’s ears 
grew to his tunes. 186 

CLowN. He coud never come better: he shall come. 
in: I love a ballad but even too well, if it be doleful 
matter merrily set. down, or a very pleasant thing indeed 
and sung lamentably. 190 

SERVANT. He hath songs for man or woman, of all 
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sizes; no milliner can so fit his customers with gloves'» 
he has the prettiest love-songs for maids; so without 
bawdry, which is strange; w ‘ith such delicate burthens 
of dildos and fadings, ‘jump her and thump her’; and 
where some stretch-mouthed rascal would, as it were, 
mean mischief and break a foul gap into the matter, 
he makes the maid to answer, ‘Whoop, do me no harm, 
good man’; puts him off, shghts him with *‘ Whoop, do 
me no harm, good man’ 200 
POLIXENES. This is a brave fellow. 
CLOWN. Believe me, thou talkest of an admirable 
conceited fellow. Has he any unbraided wares ? 208 
SERVANT. He hath ribands of:all the colours i’ the 
rainbow ; points more than all the lawyers in Bohemia 
ean learnedly handle; though they come to him by the 
STOSS ; inkles, eaddisses, cambrics, lawns: why, he sings 
“em over, as they were gods or goddesses. You would 
think a'smock were a she- -angel, he so chants to the sleeve- 
hand and the work about the square on ’t. 
cbhowN.  Prithee, bring him in, and let him aaah 
singing. 212 
PERDITA, Forewarn him that he use no scurrilous 
words in ’s tunes. [Exit Servant: 
oLowNn. You have of these pedlars, that have more 
in them than you’d think, sister. 216 
PERDITA.. Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 


Enter AUTOLYCUS, singing. 
Lawn as white as driven snow ; 
Cyprus black as e’er was crow ; 
Gloves as sweet as damask roses ; 220 
Masks for faces and for noses 5 
Bugle-bracelet, necklace-amber, 
Perfume for a lady’s chamber ; 
Golden quoifs and stomachers, 224 
For my lads to give their dears ; 
Pins and poking-sticks of steel ; 
What maids lack from head to heel ; 
Come buy of me, come ; come buy, come buy; ; 
Buy, lads, or else your lasses ery : i 229 
Come buy. 


ctown. If I were not in’ va with Mopsay thou 
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shouldst take no money of me; but being enthralled as 
T am, it will also be the bondage of certain ribands and 


gloves. ; 
mMopsa. I was promised them against the feast; but 
they come not too late now. 236 


porcas. He hath promised you more than that, or 
there be liars. 

mopsaA. He hath paid you all he promised you: may 
be he has paid you more, which will shame you to give 
him again. 241 

ctown. Is there no manners left: among maids ?! 
will they wear their plackets where they should bear their 
faces? Is there not milking-time, when you are going 
to bed, or kiln-hole, to whistle off these secrets, but you 
must be tittle-tattling before all our guests? “Tis well 
they are whispering : clamour your tongues, and not a 
word more. 248 

mopsA. I have done. Come, you promised me a 
tawdry lace and a pair of sweet gloves. 

cLowN. Have I not told thee how I was cozened by 
the way, and lost all my money ? 252 

AUTOLYcuS. And indeed, sir, there are cozeners 
abroad ; therefore it behoves men to be wary. 

cLowN. Fear not thou, man, thou shalt lose nothing 
here. 256 

AuToLycus. I hope so, sir; for I have about me 
many parcels of charge. 

CLOWN. What hast here ? ballads ? 

mopsa. Pray now, buy some: I love a ballad in 
print, a-life, for then we are sure they are true. 261 

AUTOLYCUS. ° Here’s one to a very doleful tune, how 
a usurer’s wife was brought to bed of twenty money-bags 
at a burden; and how she longed to eat adders’ heads 
and toads carbonadoed. 265 

MopsA. Is it true too, think you ? 

AUTOLYCUS. Very true, and but a month old. 

porcas. Bless me from marrying a usurer ! 268 

AUTOLYCUS. Here’s the midwife’s name to’t, one 
Mistress Taleporter, and five or six honest wives’ that 
were present. Why should I carry lies abroad ? 

MoPsA. Pray you now, buy it 272 

CLOWN. Come on, lay it by: and let’s first see moe 
ballads ; we'll buy the other things anon. 
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AuToLycus. Here’s another ballad of a fish that 
appeared upon the coast on Wednesday the fourscore 
of April, forty thousand fathom above water, and sung 
this ballad against the hard hearts of maids: it was 
thought she was a woman and was turned into a cold 
fish for she would not exchange flesh with one that 
loved her. The ballad is very pitiful and as true. 281 

Dorcas. Is it true too, think you ? 

AUTOLYCUS. Five justices’ hands at it, and witnesses 
more than my pack will hold. 284 

cLowN. Lay it by too: another. 

AuToLycus. This is a merry ballad, but a very 
pretty one. 

mopsA. Let’s have some merry ones. 288 

AUTOLYCUS. Why, this is a passing merry one, and 
goes to the tune of ‘Two maids wooing a man’: there’s 
scarce a maid westward but she sings it: ’tis in request, 
I can tell you. 292 

mopsa. Wecan both sing it: if thou’lt bear a part 
thou shalt hear; ’tis in three parts. 

porcas. We had the tune on’t a month ago. 

auTOLYcUS. Ican bear my part ; you must know ’tis 
my occupation : have at it with you. 297 


AUTOLYcUS. Get you hence, for I must go, 
Where it fits not you to know. 


DORCAS. Whither ? 300 
MOPSA. O! whither ? 
DORCAS, Whither ? 
MOPSA. It becomes thy oath full well, 

Thou to me thy secrets tell. 304 
DORCAS, Me too: let me go thither. 
MOPSA. Or thou go’st to the grange or mill. 
DORCAS, If to either, thou dost ill. 
AUTOLYCUS. Neither. 308 
DORCAS. What, neither ? 
AUTOLYCUS. Neither. 
DORCAS. Thou hast sworn my love to be. 
MOPSA. Thou hast sworn it more to me: 312 


Then whither go’st ? say whither ? 


CLOWN. We'll have this song out anon by ourselves : 
my father and the gentlemen are in sad talk, and we'll 
not trouble them: come, bring away thy pack after me. 
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Wenches, I’ll buy for you both. Pedlar, let ’s have the 
first choice. Follow me, girls. © [Exit with Dorcas and Mopsa. 
aurotycus. And you shall pay well for ’em. 
Will you buy any tape, 320 
Or lace for your cape, 
My dainty duck, my dear-a ? 
Any silk, any thread, 
Any toys for your head, 324 
Of the new’st and fin’st, fin’st wear-a ? 
Come to the pedlar ; 
Money ’s a meddler, 327 
That doth utter all men’s ware-a [Exit. 


Re-enter Servant. 


SERVANT. Master, there is three carters, three shep- 
herds, three neat-herds, three swine-herds, that have 
made themselves all men of hair; they call themselves 
Saltiers ; and they have a dance which the wenches say 
is a gallimaufry of gambols, because they are not in’t ; 
but they themselves are o’ the mind,—if it be not too 
rough for some that know little but bowling,—it will 
please plentifully. 336 

SHEPHERD. Away! we'll none on’t: here has been 
too much homely foolery already. I know, sir, we weary 
you. 

POLIXENES. You weary those that refresh us: pray, 
let ’’s see these four threes of herdsmen. 341 

SERVANT. One three of them, by their own report, 
sir, hath danced before the king; and not the worst 
of the three but jumps twelve foot and a half by the 
squier. 345 

SHEPHERD. Leave your prating: since these good 
men are pleased let them come in: but quickly now. 

SERVANT. Why, they stay at door, sir. [Exit. 

Re-enter Servant, with twelve Rustics habited like 
Satyrs. They dance, and then exeunt. 
POLIXENES, [To Shepherd.] O, father! you’ll know more of 
that hereafter. 349 
[To Camrzxo.] Is it not too far gone? ’Tis time to part them. 
He’s simple and tells much. [To Frorwe:.] How now, 
fair shepherd ! 
Your heart is full of something that does take 352 
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was’ young, 
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And handed love as you do, I was wont 
To load my she with knacks : I would have ransack’d 
The pedlar’s silken treasury and have pour’d it 356 
To her acceptance ; you have let him go 
And nothing marted with him. If your lass 
Interpretation should abuse and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty, you were straited 360 
For a reply, at least if you make a care 
Of happy holding her. 

FLORIZEL, Old sir, I know 
She prizes not such trifles as these are. 
The gifts she looks from me are packed and lock’d 364 
Up in my heart, which I have given already, 
But not deliver’d. O! hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem, 
Hath sometime lov’d: I take thy hand; this hand, 
As soft as dove’s down, and as white as it, 369 
Or Ethiopian’s tooth, or the fann’d snow 
That ’s bolted by the northern blasts twice o’er. 

POLIXENES. What follows this ? 372 
How prettily the young swain seems to wash 
The hand was fair before! I have put you out: 
But to your protestation: let me hear 
What you profess. 


FLORIZEL. Do, and be witness to ’t. 376 
POLIXENES, And this my neighbour too ? 
FLORIZEL, And he, and more 


Than he, and men, the earth, the heavens, and all ; 
That, were I crown’d the most imperial monarch, 
Thereof most worthy, were I the fairest youth 380 
That ever made eye swerve, had force and knowledge 
More than was ever man’s I would not prize them 
Without her love: for her employ them all ; 

Commend them and condemn them to her service 384 
Or to their own perdition. 


POLIXENES. Fairly offer’d. 

CAMILLO. This shows a sound affection. 

SHEPHERD. But, my daughter, 
Say you the like to him ? 

PERDITA. I cannot speak 
So well, nothing so well; no, nor mean better : 388 


By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 


1052 THE WINTER’S TALE [ACT IV 


SHEPHERD. Take hands; a bargain ; 
And, triends unknown, you shall bear witness to ’t : 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 392 
Her portion equal his. 
FLORIZEL. O! that must be 
I’ the virtue of your daughter: one being dead, 
I shall have more than you can dream of yet ; 


Enough then for your wonder. But, come on; 396 
Contract us “fore these witnesses. 

SHEPHERD. Come, your hand ; 
And, daughter, yours. 

POLIXENES. Soft, swain, awhile, beseech you. 
Haye you a father @ 

FLORIZEL. I have; but what of him ? 399 

POLIXENES. Knows he of this ? 

FLORIZEL. He neither does nor shall. 


POLIXENES. Methinks a father 
Is, at the nuptial of his son, a guest 
That best becomes the table. Pray you, once more, 
Is not your father grown incapable 404 
Of reasonable affairs ? is he not stupid 
With age and altering rheums ? can he speak ? hear ? 
Know man from man? dispute his own estate ? 


Lies he not bed-rid ? and again does nothing 408 
But what he did being childish ? 
FLORIZEL. No, good sir: 


He has his health and ampler strength indeed 
Than most have of his age. 
POLIXENES. By my white beard, 
You offer him, if this be so, a wrong 412 
Something unfilial. Reason my son 
Should choose himself a wife, but as good reason 
The father,—all whose joy is nothing else 


But fair posterity,—should hold some counsel 416 
In such a business. 
FLORIZEL. I yield all this ; 


But for some other reasons, my grave sir, 
Which ’tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My father of this business. 


POLIXENES. Let him know ’t. 420 
FLORIZEL. He shall not. 
POLIXENES. Prithee, let him. 


FLORIZEL. No, he must not. 
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SHEPHERD, Let him, my son: he shall not need to 


grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 
FLORIZEL. Come, come, he must not. 
Mark our contract. 
POLIXENES. Mark your divorce, young sir, 
[Discovering himself. 
Whom son I dare not call: thou art too base 425 


To be acknowledged : thou a sceptre’s heir, 

That thus affect’st a sheep-hook! Thou old traitor, 

I am sorry that by hanging thee I can 428 
But shorten thy life one week. And thou, fresh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force must know 

The royal fool thou cop’st with,— 


SHEPHERD. O, my heart ! 
POLIXENES. I'll have thy beauty scratch’d with briers, 
and made 432 


More homely than thy state. For thee, fond boy, 

If I may ever know thou dost but sigh 

That thou no more shalt see this knack,—as never 

IT mean thou shalt,—we’ll bar thee from succession ; 

Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin, 437 

Far than Deucalion off: mark thou my words : 

Follow us to the court. Thou, churl, for this time, 

Though full of our displeasure, yet we free thee 440 

From the dead blow of it. And you, enchantment,— 

Worthy enough a herdsman; yea, him too, 

That makes himself, but for our honour therein, 

Unworthy thee,—if ever henceforth thou 444 

These rural latches to his entrance open, 

Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 

I will devise a death as cruel for thee 

As thou art tender to ’t. (Exit. 
PERDITA. Even here undone ! 448 

I was not much afeard ; for once or twice 

I was about to speak and tell him plainly, 

The self-same sun that shines upon his court 

Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 452 

Looks on alike. Will ’t please you, sir, be gone 4 

I told you what would come of this : beseech you, 

Of your own state take care: this dream of mine— 

Being now awake, I'll queen it no inch farther, 456 

But milk my ewes and weep. 
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CAMILLO. - . Why, how now, father! 
Speak, ere thou diest. 

SHEPHERD. I cannot speak, nor think, 
Nor dare to know that which I know. O sir! 
You have undone a man of fourscore three, 460 


That thought to fill his grave in quiet, yea, 

To die upon the bed my father died, 

To lie close by his honest bones: but now 463 
Some hangman must put on my shroud and lay me 
Where no priest shovels in dust. O cursed wretch ! 
That knew’st this was the prince, and wouldst adventure 
To mingle faith with him. Undone! undone! 


If I might die within this hour, I have liv’d 468 
To die when I desire. [Exit. 
FLORIZEL. Why look you so upon me ? 


I am but sorry, not afeard; delay’d, 
But nothing alter’d. What I was, Iam: 
More straining on for plucking back ; not following 
My leash unwillingly. 
CAMILLO. Gracious my lord, 473 
You know your father’s temper: at this time 
He will allow no speech, which I do guess 
You do not purpose to him; and as hardly 476 
Will he endure your sight as yet, I fear : 
Then, till the fury of his highness settle, 
Come not before him. 


FLORIZEL, I not purpose it. 
I think, Camillo ? 
CAMILLO. Even he, my lord. 480 


PERDITA. How often have I told you ’twould be thus ! 
How often said my dignity would last 
But till *twere known ! 
FLORIZEL. It cannot fail but by 
The violation of my faith ; and then 484 
Let nature crush the sides o’ the earth together 
And mar the seeds within! Litt up thy looks : 
From my succession wipe me, father; I 
Am heir to my affection, 
CAMILLO. Be advis’d. 488 
FLORIZEL. Jam; and by my fancy: if my reason 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reason ; 
If not, my senses, better pleas’d with madness, 
Do bid it welcome. i 
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CAMILLO. This is desperate, sir. 492 
FLORIZEL. So call it ; but it does fulfil my vow, 
I needs must think it honesty. Camillo, 
Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean’d, for all the sun sees or 496 
The close earth wombs or the profound sea hides 
In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath 
To this my fair belov’d. Therefore, I pray you, 
As you have ever been my father’s honour’d friend, 
When he shall miss me,—as, in faith, I mean not 501 
To see him any more,—cast your good counsels 
Upon his passion: let myself and fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know 504 
And so deliver, Iam put to sea 
With her whom here [ cannot hold on shore ; 
And most opportune to our need, I have 
A vessel rides fast by, but not prepar’d 508 
For this design. What course I mean to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 
CAMILLO. O my lord ! 
I would your spirit were easier for advice, ~ 512 
Or stronger for your need. 
FLORIZEL. Hark, Perdita. [Takes her aside. 
[To Cammtxo.] Pll hear you by and by. 
CAMILLO. He’s irremovable, 
Resolv’d for flight. Now were I happy if 
His going I could frame to serve my turn, 516 
Save him from danger, do him love and honour, 
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia 
And that unhappy king, my master, whom 
Iso much thirst to see. 
FLORIZEL. Now, good Camillo, 520 
Tam so fraught with curious business that 
I leave out ceremony. 
CAMILLO. Sir, I think 
You have heard of my poor services, i’ the love 
That I have borne your father ? , 
FLORIZEL. Very nobly 524 
Have you desery’d: it is my father’s music 
To speak your deeds, not little of his care 
To have them rie so ao *d as thought on. 
A°@AMILLO. Well, my’ lord, 
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If you may please to think I love the king 
And through him what ’s nearest to him, which is 
Your gracious self, embrace but my direction, 
If your more ponderous and settled project 
May suffer alteration, on mine honour 
I’ll point you where you shall have such receiving 
As shall become your highness; where you may 
Enjoy your mistress,—from the whom, I see, 
There ’s no disjunction to be made, but by, 
As, heavens forfend ! your ruin,—marry her ; 
And with my best endeavours in your absence 
Your discontenting father strive to qualify, 
And bring him up to liking. 

FLORIZEL. How, Camillo, 
May this, almost a miracle, be done ? 
That I may call thee something more than man, 
And after that trust to thee. 

GAMILLO. Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'll go ? 

FLORIZEL. Not any yet ; 
But as the unthought-on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do, so we profess 
Ourselves to be the slaves of chance and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

CAMILLO. Then list to me: 
This follows; if you will not change your purpose 
But undergo this flight, make for Sicilia, 


And there present yourself and your fair princess,— 


For so, I sce, she must be,—’fore Leontes ; 
She shall be habited as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Methinks I see 
Leontes opening his free arms and weeping 
His welcomes forth ; asks thee, the son, forgiveness 
As ’twere i’ the father’s person ; kisses the hands 
Of your fresh princess ; o’er and o’er divides him 
*Twixt his unkindness and his kindness : the one 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow 
Faster than thought or time. 

FLORIZEL. Worthy Camillo, 
What colour for my visitation shall I 
Hold up before him ? 


528 


532 


536 


544 


548 


552 


555 


560 


CAMILLO. Sent by the king your father 


To greet him and to give him comforts. Sir, 


564 
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The manner of your bearing towards him, with 

What you as from your father shall deliver, 

Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you down : 
The which shall point you forth at every sitting 568 
What you must say ; that he shall not perceive 

But that you have your father’s bosom there 

And speak his very heart. 


FLORIZEL. lam bound to you. 
There is some sap in this. 

CAMILLO. A course more promising 
Than a wild dedication of yourselves 573 


To unpath’d waters, undream’d shores, most certain 
To miseries enough : no hope to help you, 
But as you shake off one to take another ; 576 
Nothing so certain as your anchors, who 
Do their best office, if they can but stay you 
Where you'll be loath to be. Besides, you know 
Prosperity ’s the very bond of love, 580 
Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. 

PERDITA. One of these is true: 
I think affliction may subdue the cheek, 
But not take in the mind. 

CAMILLO. Yea, say you so ? 584 
There shall not at your father’s house these seven years 
Be born another such. 

FLORIZEL. My good Camillo, 

She is as forward of her breeding as 
She is i? the rear o’ her birth. 


CAMILLO. I cannot say ’tis pity 
She lacks instructions, for she seems a mistress 589 
To most that teach. 
PERDITA. Your pardon, sir; for this 
TVll blush you thanks. 
FLORIZEL. My prettiest Perdita ! 
But O! the thorns we stand upon. Camillo, 592 


Preserver of my father, now of me, 
The medicine of our house, how shall we do ? 
We are not furnish’d like Bohemia’s son, 
- Nor shall appear in Sicilia. 
CAMILLO. My lord, 596 
Fear none of this: I think you know my fortunes 
Do all lie there: it shall be so my care 
8H. I Mm 
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To have you royally appointed as if 
The scene you play were mine. For instance, sir, 600 
That you may know you shall not want, one word. 
[They talk aside. 
Enter AUTOLYCUS. 

AUToLycus. Ha, ha! what a fool Honesty is! and 
Trust, his sworn brother, a very simple gentleman ! 
I have sold all my trumpery: not a counterfeit stone, 
not a riband, glass, pomander, brooch, table-book, 
ballad, knife, tape, glove, shoe-tie, bracelet, horn-ring, 
to keep my pack from fasting ; they throng who should 
buy first, as if my trinkets had been hallowed and 
brought a benediction to the buyer: by which means 
I saw whose purse was best in picture; and what I 
saw, to my good use I remembered. My clown,—who 
wants but something to be a reasonable man,—grew 
so in love with the wenches’ song that he would not 
stir his pettitoes till he had both tune and words ; which 
so drew the rest of the herd to me that ali their other 
senses stuck in ears: you might have pinched a placket, 
it was senseless; ‘twas nothing to geld a codpiece of 
a purse; I would have filed keys off that hung in 
chains: no hearing, no feeling, but my sir’s song, and 
admiring the nothing of it; so that, in this time of 
lethargy I picked and cut most of their festival purses ; 
and had not the old man come in with a whoo-bub 
against his daughter and the king’s son, and scared my 
choughs from the chaff, I had not left a purse alive in 


the whole army. [CAMILLO, FLORIZEL, and PERDITA come forward. 
CAMILLO. Nay, but my letters, by this means being 
there 


So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt. 
FLORIZEL. And those that you'll procure from King 


Leontes— 628 
CAMILLO. Shall satisfy your father. 
PERDITA. Happy be you ! 


All that you speak shows fair. 
CAMILLO. [Seeing Aurorycus.| Whom have we here ? 
We'll make an instrument of this : omit 
Nothing may give us aid. 632 
AUTOLYCUS. [Aside.] If they have overheard me now, why, 
hanging.’ ttt To ee 
CAMILLO. How now, good: fellow! Why shakest 
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thou so? Fear not, man; here’s no harm intended to 
thee. 637 

AUTOLycus. I ama poor fellow, sir. 

CAMILLO. Why, be so still; here ’s nobody will steal 
that from thee; yet, for the outside of thy poverty 
We must make an exchange; therefore, discase thee 
instantly,—thou must think, there ’s a necessity in ’t,— 
and change garments with this gentleman: though the 
pennyworth on his side be the worst, yet hold thee, 
there ’s some boot. 645 

AuToLycus. Iam a poor fellow, sir.—{Aside.] I know 
ye well enough. 

CAMILLO. Nay, prithee, dispatch: the gentleman is 
half flayed already. 649 

AUTOLYCUS. Are you in earnest, sir? [Aside.) I smell 
the trick on ’t. 

FLORIZEL. Dispatch, I prithee. 652 

AUTOLYCUS. Indeed, I have had earnest ; but I can- 
not with conscience take it. 

CAMILLO. Unbuckle, unbuckle.— 

{FLorizet and AuToLycus exchange garments. 
Fortunate mistress,—let my prophecy 656 
Come home to ye !—you must retire yourself 
Into some covert : take your sweetheart’s hat 
And pluck it o’er your brows; muffle your face ; 
Dismantle you, and, as you can, disliken 660 
The truth of your own seeming ; that you may,— 
For I do fear eyes over you,—to shipboard 
Get undescried. 


PERDITA. I see the play so lies 
That I must bear a part. 

CAMILLO. No remedy. 664 
Have you done there ? 

FLORIZEL. Should I now meet my father 
He would not call me son. 

CAMILLO. Nay, you shall have no hat. 


[Giving it to PERprTA,. 
Come, lady, come. Farewell, my friend. 


AUTOLYCUS. Adieu, sir. 
FLORIZEL. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot ! 
Pray you, a word. (They converse apart. 


CAMILLO. [Aside] What I donext shall be to tell the king 
Of this escape, and whither they are bound ; 
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Wherein my hope is I shall so prevail 672 
To force him after: in whose company 

I shall review Sicilia, for whose sight 

I have a woman’s longing. 

FLORIZEL. Fortune speed us ! 

Thus we set on, Camillo, to the sea-side. 676 

CAMILLO. The swifter speed the better. 

{Exeunt FrorizeL, Perpira, and CAMILLO. 

AUToLYcusS. I understand the business; I hear it. 
To have an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, 
is necessary for a cut-purse: a good nose is requisite 
also, to smell out work for the other senses. I see this 
is the time that the unjust man doth thrive. What 
an exchange had this been without boot ! what a boot 
is here with this exchange! Sure, the gods do this year 
connive at us, and we may do anything extempore. The 
prince himself is about a piece of iniquity ; stealing away 
from his father with his clog at his heels. If 1 thought 
it were a piece of honesty to acquaint the king withal, 
I would not do’t: I hold it the more knavery to conceal 
it; and therein am I constant to my profession. Aside, 
aside : here is more matter for a hot brain. Every lane’s 
end, every shop, church, session, hanging, yields a care- 
ful man work. 693 

Re-enter Clown and Shepherd. 

CLOWN. See, see, what a man you are now! There 
is no other way but to tell the king she’s a changeling 
and none of your flesh and blood. 696 

SHEPHERD. Nay, but hear me. 

cLown. Nay, but hear me. 

SHEPHERD. Go to, then. 

cLowN. She being none of your flesh and blood, 
your flesh and blood has not offended the king; and so 
your flesh and blood is not to be punished by him. Show 
those things you found about her; those secret things, 
all but what she has with her: this being done, let the 
law go whistle: I warrant you. 705 

SHEPHERD. I will tell the king all, every word, yea, 
and his son’s pranks too; who, I may say, is no honest 
man neither to his father nor to me, to go about to make 
me the king’s brother-in-law. 709 

cLowN. Indeed, brother-in-law was the furthest off 
you could have been to him, and then your blood 
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had been the dearer by I know not how much an 
ounce. 713 

AUTOLYCUS. [Aside] Very wisely, puppies ! 

SHEPHERD. Well, let us to the king: there is that 
in this fardel will make him scratch his beard. 716 

AUTOLYCUS. [Aside] I know not what impediment this 
complaint may be to the flight of my master. 

CLOWN. Pray heartily he be at palace. 

AUTOLYOUS. [Aside] Though I am not naturally 
honest, [ am so sometimes by chance: let me pocket 
up my pedlar’s excrement. [Takes off his false beard.) How 
now, rustics! whither are you bound ? 7123 

SHEPHERD. ‘To the palace, an it like your worship. 

AUTOLYCUS. Your affairs there, what, with whom, 
the condition of that fardel, the place of your dwelling, 
your names, your ages, of what having, breeding, and 
anything that is fitting to be known, discover. 728 

cLowN. Weare but plain fellows, sir. 

AuToLycus. A lie: you are rough and hairy. Let 
me have no lying; it becomes none but tradesmen, and 
they often give us soldiers the lie; but we pay them 
for it with stamped coin, not stabbing steel; therefore 
they do not give us the lie. 734 

cLowNn. Your worship had like to have given us one, 
if you had not taken yourself with the manner. 

SHEPHERD. Are you a courtier, an’t like you, sir ? 

AUTOLYCUS. Whether it like me or no, I am a 
courtier. Seest thou not the air of the court in these 
enfoldings ? hath not my gait in it the measure of the 
court ? receives not thy nose court-odour from me ? 
reflect I not on thy baseness court-contempt ? Think’st 
thou, for that I insinuate, or toaze from thee thy busi- 
ness, 1 am therefore no courtier? I am courtier, cap- 
a-pe, and one that will either push on or pluck back thy 
business there : whereupon I command thee to open thy 
affair. 

SHEPHERD. My business, sir, is to the king. 748 

AutToLycus. What advocate hast thou to him ? 

SHEPHERD. I know not, an’t like you. 

cLOWN. Advocate’s the court-word for a pheasant : 
say you have none. 152 
SHEPHERD. None, sir; I have no pheasant, cock nor 

hen. 
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AUTOLYcUS. How bless’d are we thatarenotsimple men! 

Yet nature might have made me as these are, 

Therefore I'll not disdain. 156 
ctown. This cannot be but a great courtier. 
SHEPHERD. His garments are rich, but he wears them 

not handsomely 
ctown. He seems to be the more noble in being 

fantastical: a great man, I'll warrant; I know by the 
picking on’s teeth. 
auroLtyous. The fardel there? what ’s i’ the fardel ? 

Wherefore that box ? 164 
SHEPHERD. Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel 

and box which none must know but the king ; and which 

he shall know within this hour if I may come to the 

speech of him. 768 
auTotycus. Age, thou hast lost thy labour. 
SHEPHERD. Why, sir ? 
autoLycus. The king is not at the palace; he is 

gone aboard a new ship to purge melancholy and air 

himself . for, if thou be’st capable of things serious, thou 
must know the king is full of grief. 
SHEPHERD. So’tis said, sir, about his son, that should 

have married a shepherd’s daughter. 116 
autoLtycus. If that shepherd be not now in hand- 

fast, let him fly: the curses he shall have, the torture 

he shall feel, will break the back of man, the heart of 

monster. 780 
cLown. Think you so, sir ? 
autotycus. Not he alone shall suffer what wit can 

make heavy and vengeance bitter ; but those that are 

germane to him, though removed fifty times, shall all 
come under the hangman: which though it be great 
pity, yet it is necessary. An old sheep-whistling rogue, 

a ram-tender, to offer to have his daughter come into 

grace! Some say he shall be stoned; but that» death 

is too soft for him, say I: draw our throne into a 

sheep-cote ! all deaths are too few, the sharpest too 

easy. 
CLOWN. Has the old man e’er a son, sir, do you hear, 

an’t like you, sir ? 7193 
AUTOLYcus. He has a son, who shall be flayed alive ; 

then *nointed over with honey, set. on the head of 

a@ wasp’s nest; then stand till he be three quarters 
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and a dram dead; then recovered again with aqua- 
vitze or some other hot infusion; then, raw as he is, 
and in the hottest day prognostication proclaims, shall 
he be set against a brick-wall, the sun looking with a 
southward eye upon him, where he is to behold him 
with flies blown to death. But what talk we of these 
traitorly rascals, whose miseries are to be smiled at, 
their offences being so capital? Tell me,—for you 
seem to be honest plain men,—what you have to the 
king: being something gently considered, I’ll bring 
you where he is aboard, tender your persons to his 
presence, whisper him in your behalfs; and if it be in 
man besides the king to effect your suits, here is a man 
shall do it. 810 
CLOWN. He seems to be of great authority: close 
with him, give him gold; and though authority be 
a stubborn bear, yet he is oft led by the nose with 
gold. Show the inside of your purse to the outside of 
his hand, and no more ado. Remember, ‘ stoned,’ and 
“flayed alive’ ! 816 
SHEPHERD. An’t please you, sir, to undertake the 
business for us, here is that gold I have: I'll make it 
as much more and leave this young man in pawn till 
I bring it you. 820 
autoLycus. After I have done what I promised ? 
SHEPHERD. Ay, sir. 
AUTOLYCUS. Well, give me the moiety. Are you a 
party in this business ? 824 
CLOWN. In some sort, sir: but though my case be 
a pitiful one, I hope I shall not be flayed out of it. 
AUTOLYCUS. O! that’s the case of the shepherd’s son : 
hang him, he’ll be made an example. 828 
cLowN. Comfort, good comfort! we must to the 
king and show our strange sights: he must know ’tis 
none of your daughter nor my sister ; we are gone else. 
Sir, I will give you as much as this old man does when 
the business is performed ; and remain, as he says, your 
pawn till it be brought you. 834 
AuToLycus. I will trust you. Walk before toward 
_ the sea-side ; go on the right hand ; I will but look upon 
the hedge and follow you. 837 
cLowNn. We are blessed in this man, as I may say, 
even blessed. ; 
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SHEPHERD. Let’s before as he bids us. He was pro- 
vided to do us good. [Exeunt Shepherd and Clown. 

autotycus. If I had a mind to be honest I see 
Fortune would not suffer me: she drops booties in my 
mouth. I am courted now with a double occasion, 
gold, and a means to do the prince my master good ; 
which who knows how that may turn back to my ad- 
vancement ? I will bring these two moles, these blind 
ones, aboard him : if he think it fit to shore them again, 
and that the complaint they have to the king concerns 
him nothing, let him call me rogue for being so far officious; 
for I am proof against that title and what shame else 
belongs to’t. To him will I present them: there may be 
matter in it. (Exit. 


ACT V. 
ScENnE I.—Sicilia. A Room in the Palace of Lronrzs. 
Enter Lrontses, CLEOMENES, Dion, PavuLtna, and Others. 
CLEOMENES. Sir, you have done enough, and have 
perform’d, 

A saint-like sorrow: no fault could you make 
Which you have not redeem’d ; indeed, paid down 
More penitence than done trespass. At the last, 4 
Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil ; 
With them forgive yourself. 

LEONTES. Whilst I remember 
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemishes in them, and so still think of 8 
The wrong I did myself ; which was so much, 
That heirless it hath made my kingdom, and 
Destroy’d the sweet’st companion that e’er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

PAULINA. True, too true, my lord ; 12 
If one by one you wedded all the world, 
Or from the all that are took something good, 
To make a perfect woman, she you kill’d 
Would be unparallel’d. 

LEONTES. I think so. Kill’d! 16 
She I kill’d ! I did so; but thou strik’st me 
Sorely to say I did: it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue as in my thought. Now, good now 
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Say so but seldom. 

CLEOMENES. Not at all, good lady : 20 
You might have spoken a thousand things that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac’d 
Your kindness better. 


PAULINA. You are one of those 
Would have him wed again. 
DION. If you would not so, 24 


You pity not the state, nor the remembrance 
Of his most sovereign name ; consider little 
What dangers, by his highness’ fail of issue, 
May drop upon his kingdom and devour 28 
Incertain lookers-on. What were more holy 
Than to rejoice the former queen is well ? 
What holier than for royalty’s repair, 
For present comfort, and for future good, 32 
To bless the bed of majesty again 
With a sweet fellow to’t ? 

PAULINA. There is none worthy, 
Respecting her that’s gone. Besides, the gods 
Will have fulfill’d their secret purposes ; 36 
For has not the divine Apollo said, 
Is’t not the tenour of his oracle, 
That King Leontes shall not have an heir 
Till his lost child be found ? which that it shall, 40 
Is all as monstrous to our human reason 
As my Antigonus to break his grave 
And come again to me; who, on my life, 
Did perish with the infant. ’Tis your counsel 44 
My lord should to the heavens be contrary, 
Oppose against their wills. —{To Lxoytxs.] Care not for issue ; 
The crown will find an heir: great Alexander 


Left his to the worthiest, so his successor 48 
Was like to be the best. 
LEONTES. Good Paulina, 


Who hast the memory of Hermione, 
I know, in honour; O! that ever I 
Had squar’d me to thy counsel! then, even now, 52 
I might have look’d upon my queen’s full eyes, 
Have taken treasure from her lips,— 
PAULINA. And left them 


More rich, for what they yielded. 
LEONTES. Thou speak'st truth. 
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No more such wives; therefore, no wife: one worse, 
And better us’d, would make her sainted spirit 57 
Again possess her corpse and on this stage,— 

Where we’re offenders now,—appear soul-vex’d, 

And begin, ‘ Why to me ?’ 


PAULINA. Had she such power, 60 
She had just cause. 

LEONTES. She had; and would incense me 
To murder her I married. 

PAULINA. I should so: 
Were I the ghost that walk’d, ’'d bid you mark 
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in ’t 64 


You chose her ; then I'd shriek, that even your ears 
Shauld rift to hear me; and the words that follow’d 
Should be ‘ Remember mine ’. 


LEONTES. Stars, stars ! 
And all eyes else dead coals. Fear thou no wife ; 68 
Pll have no wife, Paulina. 

PAULINA. Will you swear 


Never to marry but by my free leave ? 
LEONTES. Never, Paulina: so be bless’d my spirit ! 
PAULINA. Then, good my lords, bear witness to his 


oath. 12 
CLEOMENES. You tempt him over much. 
PAULINA. Unless another, 


As like Hermione as is her picture, 
Affront his eye. 
CLEOMENES. (Good madam,— 
PAULINA. I have done. 
Yet, if my lord will marry,—if you will, sir, 76 
No remedy, but you will,—give me the office 
To choose you a queen, she shall not be so young 
As was your former; but she shall be such 
As, walk’d your first queen’s ghost, it should take joy 
To see her in your arms. 


LEONTES. My true Paulina, 81 
We shall not marry till thou bidd’st us. 

PAULINA. That 
Shall be when your first queen ’s again in breath ; 
Never till then. 84 


Enter a Gentleman. 


GENTLEMAN. One that gives out himself Prince 
Florizel, 


SCENE I] THE WINTER’S TALE 1067 


Son of Polixenes, with his princess,—she 
The fairest I have yet beheld,—desires access 
To your high presence, 

LEONTES, What with him? he comes not 
Like to his father’s greatness ; his approach, 89 
So out of circumstance and sudden, tells us 
*Tis not a visitation fram’d, but fore’d 
By need and accident. What train ? 


GENTLEMAN. But few, 92 
And those but mean. 
LEONTES. His princess, say you, with him ? 
GENTLEMAN. Ay, the most peerless piece of earth, I 
think, 
That e’er the sun shone bright on. 
PAULINA. O Hermione ! 
As every present time doth boast itseli 96 


Above a better gone, so must thy grave 
Give way to what’s seen now. Sir, you yourself 
Have said and writ so,—but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme,—‘ She had not been, 100 
Nor was not to be equall’d’ ; thus your verse 
Flow’d with her beauty once: *tis shrewdly ebb’d 
To say you have seen a better. 
GENTLEMAN. Pardon, madam : 
The one I have almost forgot—your pardon— 104 
The other, when she has obtain’d your eye, 
Will have your tongue too. This is a creature, 
Would she begin a sect, might quench the zeal 


Of all professors else, make proselytes 108 
Of who she but bid follow. 
PAULINA. How ! not women ? 
GENTLEMAN. Women will love her, that she is a 
woman 


More worth than any man; men, that she is 
The rarest of all women. 
LEONTES. Go, Cleomenes ; 112 
Yourself, assisted with your honour’d friends, 
Bring them to our embracement. Still ‘tis strange, 
{Exeunt CLEOMENES, Lords, and Gentleman. 
He thus should steal upon us. 
"PAULINA. Had our prince— 
Jewel of children—seen this hour, he had pair’d . 116 
Well with this lord : there was not full a month 
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Between their births. 

LEONTES. Prithee, no more: cease! thou know’st 
He dies to me again when talk’d of : sure, 120 
When I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches 
Will bring me to consider that which may 
Unfurnish me of reason. They are come. 


Re-enter CLEOMENES, with FiorizeL, Perpira, and Others. 
Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince ; 124 
For she did print your royal father off, 

Conceiving you. Were | but twenty-one, 

Your father’s image is so hit in you, 

His very air, that I should call you brother, 128 
AsI did him ; and speak of something wildly 

By us perform’d before. Most dearly welcome ! 

And you, fair princess,—goddess! 0, alas! 

T lost a couple, that ’twixt heaven and earth 132 
Might thus have stood begetting wonder as 

You, gracious couple, do: and then I lost— 

All mine own folly—the society, 

Amity too, of your brave father, whom, 136 
Though bearing misery, I desire my life 

Once more to look on him. 

FLORIZEL. By his command 
Have I here touch’d Sicilia ; and from him 
Give you all greetings that a king, at friend, 140 
Can send his brother: and, but infirmity,— 

Which waits upon worn times,—hath something seiz’d 
His wish’d ability, he had himself 

The land and waters *twixt your throne and his 144 
Measur’d to look upon you, whom he loves— 

He bade me say so—more than all the sceptres 

And those that bear them living. 

LEONTES. O, my brother !— 
Good gentleman,—the wrongs I have done thee stir 148 
Afresh within me, and these thy offices 
So rarely kind, are as interpreters 
Of my behind-hand slackness! Welcome hither, 

As is the spring to the earth. And hath he too 152 
Expos’d this paragon to the fearful usage— 

At least ungentle—of the dreadful Neptune, 

To greet a man not worth her pains, much less 

Yhe adventure of her person ? 
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FLORIZEL, Good my lord, 156 
She came from Libya. 
LEONTES. Where the war-like Smalus, 


That noble honour’d lord, is fear’d and lov’d 2 
FLORIZEL. Most royal sir, from thence; from him, 
whose daughter 159 
His tears proclaim’d his, parting with her : thence— 
A prosperous south-wind friendly—we have cross’d, 
To execute the charge my father gave me 
For visiting your highness: my best train 
I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss’d ; 164 
Who for Bohemia bend, to signify 
Not only my success in Libya, sir, 
But my arrival and my wife’s, in safety 
Here where we are. 
LEONTES. The blessed gods 168 
Purge all infection from our air whilst you 
Do climate here! You have a holy father, 
A graceful gentleman ; against whose person, 
So sacred as it is, I have done sin : 172 
For which the heavens, taking angry note, 
Have left me issueless ; and your father’s bless’d— 
As he from heaven merits it—with you, 
Worthy his goodness. What might I have been, 176 
Might I a son and daughter now have look’d on, 
Such goodly things as you ! 


Enter a Lord. 
LORD. Most noble sir, 
That which I shall report will bear no credit, 
Were not the proof so nigh. Please you, great sir, | 180 
Bohemia greets you from himself by me ; 
Desires you to attach his son, who has— 
His dignity and duty both cast off— 


Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 184 
A shepherd’s daughter. 
LEONTES. Where ’s Bohemia ? speak. 


LORD. Here in your city ; I now came from him : 
I speak amazedly, and it becomes 
My marvel and my message. To your court 188 
Whiles he was hastening,—in the chase it seems 
Of this fair couple,—meets he on the way 
The father of this seeming lady and. 
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Her brother, having both their country quitted 192 
With this young prince. 
FLORIZEL. Camillo has betray’d me ; 


Whose honour and whose honesty till now 
Endur’d all weathers. 


LORD. Lay ’t so to his charge : 
He’s with the king your father. 
LEONTES, Who? Camillo? 194 


LORD. Camillo, sir: I spake with him, who now 
Has these poor men in question. Never saw I 
Wretches so quake: they kneel, they kiss the earth, 
Forswear themselves as often as they speak : 200 
Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 
PERDITA. O my poor father ! 
The heaven sets spies upon us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 
LEONTES. You are married ? 204 
FLORIZEL. We are not, sir, nor are we like to be; 
The stars, I see, will kiss the valleys first : 
The odds for high and low’s alike. 


LEONTES. My lord, 
Is this the daughter of a king ? 
FLORIZEL. She is, 208 


When once she is my wife. 
LEONTES. That ‘once’, I see, by your good father’s 
speed, 
Will come on very slowly. Iam sorry, 
Most sorry, you have broken from his liking 212 
Where you were tied in duty ; and as sorry 
Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 
FLORIZEL. Dear, look up : 
Though Fortune, visible an enemy, 216 
Should chase us with my father, power no jot 
Hath she to change our loves. Beseech you, sir, 
Remember since you ow’d no more to time 
Than I do now ; with thought of such affections, 220 
Step forth mine advocate ; at your request 
My father will grant precious things as trifles. 
LEONTES. Would he do so, I'd beg your precious 
mistress, a 
Which he counts but a trifle. 
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PAULINA. Sir, my liege, 224 
Your eye hath too much youth in’t : not a month 
’Fore your queen died, she was more worth such gazes 
Than what you look on now. 


LEONTES. I thought of her, 
Even in these looks I made. [To Frorwex.] But your 
petition 228 


Is yet unanswer’d. I will to your father : 

Your honour not o’erthrown by your desires, 

I am friend to them and you ; upon which errand 

I now go toward him. Therefore follow me, 232 
And mark what way I make : come my lord. [Exeunt. 


Scene II.—The Same. Before the Palace. 
Enter AuToLycus and a Gentleman. 

AUTOLYCUS. Beseech you, sir, were you present at 
this relation ? 

GENTLEMAN. I was by at the opening of the fardel, 
heard the old shepherd deliver the manner how he 
found it: whereupon, after a little amazedness, we 
were all commanded out of the chamber ;-. only this 
methought I heard the shepherd say, he found the 
child. 8 

AuToLycus. I would most gladly know the issue 
of it. 

GENTLEMAN. I make a broken delivery of the busi- 
ness; but the changes I perceived in the king and 
Camillo were very notes of admiration: they seemed 
almost, with staring on one another, to tear the cases 
of their eyes; there was speech in their dumbness, 
language in their very gesture; they looked as they 
had heard of a world ransomed, or one destroyed: a 
notable passion of wonder appeared in them; but the 
wisest beholder, that knew no more but seeing, could not 
say if the importance were joy or sorrow; but in the 
extremity of the one it must needs be. 21 


Enter another Gentleman. 
Here comes a gentleman that haply knows more. The 
news, Rogero ? 
SECOND GENTLEMAN. Nothing but bonfires: the 
oracle is fulfilled; the king’s daughter is found: such 


1072 THE WINTER’S TALE [ACT V 


a deal of wonder is broken out within this hour that 
ballad-makers cannot be able to express it. 27 


Enter a third Gentleman. 

Here comes the lady Paulina’s steward: he can deliver 
you more. How goes it now, sir? this news which is 
called true is so like an old tale, that the verity of 
it is in strong suspicion: has the king found his 
heir ? 32 

THIRD GENTLEMAN. Most true, if ever truth were 
pregnant by circumstance: that which you hear you'll 
swear you see, there is such unity in the proofs. The 
mantle of Queen Hermione, her jewel about the neck 
of it, the letters of Antigonus found with it, which 
they know to be his character; the majesty of the 
creature in resemblance of the mother, the affection of 
nobleness which nature shows. above her breeding, and 
many other evidences proclaim her with all certainty 
to be the king’s daughter. Did you see the meeting of 
the two kings ? 

SECOND GENTLEMAN. No. 44 

THIRD GENTLEMAN. Then have you lost a sight, 
which was to be seen, cannot be spoken of. There 
might you have beheld one joy crown another, so, and 
in such manner that, it seemed, sorrow wept to take 
leave of them, for their joy waded in tears. There 
was casting up of eyes, holding up of hands, with 
countenances of such distraction that they were to be 
known by garment, not by favour. Our king, being ready 
to leap out of himself for joy of his found daughter, as 
if that joy were now become a loss, cries, “O, thy mother, 
thy mother!’ then asks Bohemia forgiveness ; then em- 
braces his son-in-law ; then again worries he his daughter 
with clipping her; now he thanks the old shepherd, 
which stands by like a weather-bitten conduit of many 
kings’ reigns. I never heard of such another encounter, 
which lames report to follow it and undoes description 
to do it. 61 

SECOND GENTLEMAN. What, pray you, became of 
Antigonus that carried hence the child ? 

THIRD GENTLEMAN. Like an old tale still, which will 
have matter to rehearse, though credit be asleep and 
not an ear open. He was torn to pieces with a bear: 
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this avouches the shepherd’s son, who has not only his 
innocence—which seems much—to justify him, but a 
handkerchief and rings of his that Paulina knows. 

BIRST GENTLEMAN. What became of his bark and his 
followers ? val 

THIRD GENTLEMAN. Wracked, the same instant of 
their master’s death, and in the view of the shepherd : 
so that all the instruments which aided to expose the 
child were even then lost when it was found. ‘But, 
O! the noble combat that *twixt joy and sorrow was 
fought in Paulina. She had one eye declined for the 
loss of her husband, another elevated that the oracle 
was fulfilled: she lifted the princess from the earth, 
and so locks her in embracing, as if she would pin her 
to her heart that she might no more be in danger of 
losing. 82 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. The dignity of this act was worth 
the audience of kings and princes, for by such was it. 
acted. 85 

THIRD GENTLEMAN. One of the prettiest touches of 
all, and that which angled for mine eyes,—caught the 
water though not the fish,—was when at the relation 
of the queen’s death, with the manner how she came 
to it,—bravely confessed and lamented by the king,— 
how attentiveness wounded his daughter ; till, from one 
sign of dolour to another, she did, with an ‘alas!’ I 
would fain say, bleed tears, for I am sure my heart. wept 
blood. Who was most marble there changed colour ; 
some swounded, all sorrowed: if all the world could 
have seen ’t, the woe had been universal. 96 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Are they returned to the court ¢ 

THIRD GENTLEMAN. No; the princess hearing of her 
mother’s statue, which is in the keeping of Paulina— 
a piece many years in doing, and now newly performed 
by that rare Italian master, Julio Romano; who, had 
he himself eternity and could put breath into his work, 
would beguile Nature of her custom, so perfectly he is 
her ape: he so near to Hermione hath done Hermione 
that they say one would speak to her and stand in 
hope of answer: thither with all greediness of affection 
are they gone, and there they intend to sup. 107 

SECOND GENTLEMAN. I thought she had some great 
matter there in hand, for she hath privately, twice or 
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thrice a day, ever since the death of Hermione, visited 
that removed house. Shall we thither and with our 
company piece the rejoicing # 112 

FIRST GENTLEMAN. Who would be thence that has 
the benefit of access ? every wink of an eye some new 
grace will be born: our absence makes us unthrifty to 
our knowledge. Let’’s along. {Exeunt Gentlemen. 

AuToLycus. Now, had I not the dash of my former 
life in me, would preferment drop on my head. I 
brought the old man and his son aboard the prince ; 
told him I heard them talk of a fardel and I know not 
what; but he at that time, over-fond of the shepherd’s 
daughter,—so he then took her to be,—who began to 
be much sea-sick, and himself little better, extremity of 
weather continuing, this mystery remained undiscovered. 
But ’tis all one to me; for had I been the finder out 
of this secret, it would not have relished among my 
other discredits. Here come those I have done good to 
against my will, and already appearing in the blossoms 
of their fortune. 129 


Enter Shepherd and Clown. 

SHEPHERD. Come, boy; I am past moe children, 
but thy sons and daughters will be all gentlemen born. 

cLowN. You are well met, sir. You denied to fight 
with me this other day, because I was no gentleman 
born : see you these clothes ? say, you see them not and 
think me still no gentleman born: you were best say 
these robes are not gentleman born. Give me the lie, do, 
and try whether I am not now gentleman born. 

AauToLycus. I know you are now, sir, a gentleman 
born. 

cLown. Ay, and have been so any time these four 
hours. 141 

SHEPHERD. And so have I, boy. 

cLowNn. So you have: but I was a gentleman born 
before my father; for the king’s son took me by the 
hand and called me brother; and then the two kings 
called my father brother; and then the prince my 
brother and the princess my sister called my father 
father ; and so we wept: and there was the first gentle- 
man-like tears that ever we shed. 149 
- SHEPHERD. We may live, son, to shed many more. 
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cLown. Ay; or else ’twere hard luck, being in so 
preposterous estate as we are. 152 

auToLycus. I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon 
me all the faults I have committed to your worship, 
and to give me your good report to the prince my 
master. 156 

SHEPHERD. Prithee, son, do; for we must be gentle. 
now we are gentlemen. 

CLOWN. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

AUTOLYCUS. Ay, an it like your good worship. —_160 

CLOWN. Give me thy hand: I will swear to the 
prince thou art as honest a true fellow as any is in 
Bohemia. 

SHEPHERD. You may say it, but not swear it. 164 

cLowN. Not swear it, now I am a gentleman? Let 
‘oors and franklins say it, I'll swear it. 

SHEPHERD. How if it be false, son ? 

CLOWN. lf it be ne’er so false, a true gentleman 
may swear it in-the behalf of his friend: and I’ll swear 
to the prince thou art a tall fellow of thy hands and 
that thou wilt not be drunk; but I know thou art no 
tall fellow of thy hands and that thou wilt be drunk : 
but Vll swear it, and I would thou wouldst be a tall 
fellow of thy hands. 

Aauto.tycus. I will prove so, sir, to my power. 175 

CLOWN. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow: if 
I do not wonder how thou darest venture to be drunk, 
not being a tall fellow, trust me not. Hark! the kings 
and the princes, our kindred, are going to see the 
queen’s picture. Come, follow us: we'll be thy good 
masters. [Exeunt. 


Scenve IJI.—The Same. A Chapel in Pavutina’s House. 


Enter Lronres, PoLIXENES, FLORIZEL, PERDITA, CAMILLO, 
Pavuuina, Lords, and Attendants. 


LEONTES. O grave and good. Paulina, the great 


comfort 
That I have had of thee ! 
PAULINA. What, sovereign sir, 
I did not well, I meant well. All my services 3 


You have paid home ; but that you have vouchsaf’d, 
With your crown’d brother and these your contracted 
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Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to visit, 
It is a surplus of your grace, which never 
My life may last to answer. 

LEONTES. O Paulina ! 8 
We honour you with trouble : but we came 
To see the statue of our queen: your gallery 
Have we pass’d through, not without much content 
In many singularities, but we saw not 12 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 

The statue of her mother. 

PAULINA. As she liv’d peerless, 

So her dead likeness, I do well believe, 

Excels whatever yet you look’d upon 16 

Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it 

Lonely, apart. But here it is: prepare 

To see the life as lively mock’d as ever 

Still sleep mock’d death: behold! and say ’tis well. 
[Pavtina draws back a curtain, and discovers 

HERMIONE as a Statue. 

I like your silence : it the more shows off 21 

Your wonder; but yet speak: first you, my liege. 

Comes it not something near ? 

LEONTES. Her natural posture ! 
Chide me, dear stone, that I may say, indeed 24 
Thou art Hermione ; or rather, thou art she 
In thy not chiding, for she was as tender 
As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina, 


Hermione was not so much wrinkled ; nothing 28 
So aged as this seems. 
POLIXENES. O! not by much. 


PAULINA. So much the more our carver’s excellence ; 
Which lets go by some sixteen years and makes her 
As she liv’d now. 

LEONTES. As now she might have done, 32 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my soul. O! thus she stood, 
Even with such life of majesty,—warm life, 
As now it coldly stands,—when first I woo’d her. 36 
lam asham’d: does not the stone rebuke me 
For being more stone than it ? O royal piece! 
There’s magic in thy majesty, which has 
My evils conjur’d to remembrance, and 40 
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits, 
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PERDITA. And give me leave, 
And do not say ’tis superstition, that 
I kneel and then implore her blessing. Lady, 44 


Dear queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that hand of yours to kiss. 


PAULINA. O, patience ! 
The statue is but newly fix’d, the colour ’s 
Not dry. 48 


CAMILLO. My lord, your sorrow was too sore laid on, 
Which sixteen winters cannot blow away, 
So many summers dry : scarce any joy 


Did ever so long live; no sorrow 52 
But kill’d itself much sooner. 
POLIXENES, Dear my brother, 


Let him that was the cause of this have power 
To take off so much grief from you as he 
Will piece up in himself. 

PAULINA. Indeed, my lord, 56 
If I had thought the sight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you,—for the stone is mine,— 
I'd not have show’d it. 

LEONTES. Do not draw the curtain. 

pauLina. No longer shall you gaze on’t, lest your fancy 
May think anon it moves. 

LEONTES. Let be, let be ! 61 
Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already— 
What was he that did make it ? See, my lord, 

Would you not deem it breath’d, and that those veins 
Did verily bear blood ? 

POLIXENES. Masterly done: 65 
The very life seems warm upon her lip. 

LEONTES. The fixture of her eye has motion in ’t, 

As we are mock’d with art. 

PAULINA. Tl draw the curtain; 68 
My lord ’s almost so far transported that 
He’ll think anon it lives. 

LEONTES. O sweet Paulina ! 

Make me to think so twenty years together : 
No settled senses of the world can match 72 
The pleasure of that madness. Let ’t alone. 

PAULINA. Iam sorry, sir, I have thus far stirr’d you : 

but 
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I could afflict you further. 
LEONTES. Do, Paulina ; 
For this affliction has a taste as sweet 16 
As any cordial comfort. Still, methinks, 
There is an air comes from her: what fine chisel 
Could ever yet cut breath ? Let no man mock me, 
For I will kiss her. 
PAULINA. Good my lord, forbear. 80: 
The ruddiness upon her lip is wet : 
You'll mar it if you kiss it ; stain your own 
With oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain ? 
LEONTES. No, not these twenty years. 


PERDITA. So long could I 
Stand by, a looker-on. 
PAULINA. Hither forbear, 85- 


Quit presently the chapel, or resolve you 

For more amazement. If you can behold it, 

T’ll make the statue move indeed, descend, 88 
And take you by the hand; but then you'll think,— 
Which I protest against,—I am assisted 

By wicked powers. 

LEONTES. What you can make her do, 

IT am content to look on: what to speak, 92 
I am content to hear; for ‘tis as easy 
To make her speak as move. 

PAULINA. It is requir’d 
You do awake your faith. Then, all stand still ; 
Or those that think it is unlawful business 96. 
I am about, let them depart. 

LEONTES. Proceed : 
No foot shall stir. 

PAULINA. Music, awake her: strike! — [Musie. 
Tis time ; descend ; be stone no more: approach ; 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come ; 100: 
Ill fill your grave up: stir; nay, come away ; 

Bequeath to death your numbness, for from him 
Dear life redeems you. You perceive she stirs : 
[HERMIONE comes down. 
Start not ; her actions shall be holy as 104 
You hear my spell is lawful : do not shun her 
Until you see her die again, for then 
You kill her double. Nay, present your hand : 
When she was young you woo’d her ; now in age 108 
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Is she become the suitor ! 

LEONTES, [Embracingher.) O! she’s warm. 
If this be magic, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

POLIXENES. She embraces him. 

CAMILLO. She hangs about his neck : 112 
If she pertain to life let her speak too. 

1 ara Ay; and make ’t manifest where she has 

ived, 
Or how stolen from the dead. 

PAULINA. That she is living, 

Were it but told you, should be hooted at 116 
Like an old tale ; but it appears she lives, 

Though yet she speak not. Mark a little while. 

Please you to interpose, fair madam: kneel 

And pray your mother’s blessing. Turn, good lady ; 
Our Perdita is found. [Presenting Perprra, who kneels to HERMIONE. 

HERMIONE. You gods, look down, 121 
And from your sacred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter’s head! Tell me, mine own, 

Where hast thou been preserved ? where liv’d? how 
found 124 

Thy father’s court ? for thou shalt hear that I, 

Knowing by Paulina that the oracle 

Gave hope thou wast in being, have preserv’d 

Myself to see the issue. 

PAULINA, There ’s time enough for that ; 
Lest they desire upon this push to trouble 129 
Your joys with like relation. Go together, 

You precious winners all: your exultation 

Partake to every one. I, an old turtle, 132 
Will wing me to some wither’d bough, and there 

My mate, that ’s never to be found again, 

Lament till I am lost. 

LEONTES. O! peace, Paulina. 

Thou shouldst a husband take by my consent, 136 
As I by thine a wife: this is a match, 

And made between’s by vows. Thou hast found mine ; 
But how, is to be question’d ; for I saw her, 

_ As I thought, dead, and have in vain said many 140 
A prayer upon her grave. I'll not seek far,— 

For him, I partly know his mind,—to find thee 

An honourable husband. Come, Camillo, 
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And take her by the hand ; whose worth and honesty 
Is richly noted, and here justified 145 
By us, a pair of kings. Let ’s from this place. 

What ! look upon my brother: both your pardons, 
That e’er I put between your holy looks 148 
My ill suspicion. This’ your son-in-law, 

And son unto the king,—whom heavens directing, 

Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 

Lead us from hence, where we may leisurely 152 
Each one demand and answer to his part 

Perform’d in this wide gap of time since first 

We were dissever’d : hastily lead away. [Exeunt. 
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GLOSSARY TO THE COMEDIES 


ASS 52708 =As You Like It. 

A.W. ....=All’s Well that Ends Well. 
C. of E. ..=The Comedy of Errors. 
L.L.L. ..=Love’s Labour’s Lost. 
M.A. ....=Much Ado about Nothing. 


M. for M.=Measure for Measure. 


M.N.D...=A Midsummer-Night’s Dream. 

M. of V. =The Merchant of Venice. 

A Oy Pear =The Merry Wives of Windsor. 

T. of S. ..=The Taming of the Shrew. 
Tp. =The Tempest. 

Tw.N. ..=Twelfth Night, or What You Will. 
Two G, ..=The Two Gentlemen of Verona. 
W.T. ....=The Winter's Tale. 


a’, he. LLL. v. 

abate, omit. L. 7 ae y. 2. 540; dimi- 
nish. M.N.D. iii. 2. 432. 
abatement, depreciation. Tw.N. i. 
1. 13. 

abide, wait before proceeding far- 
ther. W.T. iv. 2. 94. 

aboard him, aboard his ship. W.T. 
iv. 3. 848. 

abode, delay. M. of V. ii. 6. 21. 
about, go not, do a beat about 
the bush, A.W. i. 3.1 

abridgment, pastime, entertain- 
ment. M.N.D. v 

absolute, ainrestioved, indepen- 
dent. Tp. i. 2. 109; positive, de- 
cided. M. ot ry iii. 1.5; perfect. 
M. for M. v. 1. 54 

abstract, Siventonds M.W. iv. 2.60. 
abstract of success, successful 
summary proceeding. A.W. iv. 3. 
86 


abuse, deceive. Tp. v. 1. 112; etc.; 
ill-usage. M.W. v. 3.7; imposture. 
M. for M. v. 1. 198. 

abuses, injurious speech, reviling. 
M. for M. v. 1. 339. 

pia suffer for. M.N.D, iii. 2. 175, 
accommodations, comforts. M. 
for M. iii. 1. 14. 

accord, consent. As. v. 4. 133. 
accordant, agreeable. M.A. i. 2. 13. 
accordingly, correspondingly. 
A.W. ii. 5. 9. 

accountant, ‘aM to give account. 
M. for M. ii. 4. 8 

account of, iicewtas value. Two G. 
ii. 1. 65. 

acquit, rid. M.W. i. 3. 25. 

acre, furlong. W.T. i. 2. 96. 

act, action. A.W. i. 2. 30. 

action, gesture. M. for M. iv. 1. 42. 
adamant, diamond, loadstone. M. 
N.D. ii. it 195; 

addition, title. M.W.ii.2.293; A.W. 
ii. 3. 130. 
address, prepare. M.W. iii. 5, 129, 
&e. 





adjunct, attribute. L.L.L. iv. 3,311. 

rere wonderful. M.N.D. v. 

admiration, object of admiration. 

A.W. ii. 1. 90. 

admire, wonder. Tp.v.1.154; Tw.N. 

iii. 4, 157. 

admired, wonderful, 

Tp. iii. 1. 37. 

Prey ty admissibility. M.W. 
2. 225; acceptance, sanction. 

M. W. iii. 3. 55. 

adoptious christendoms, &c., 

christenings of adopted children 


admirable. 


for whom Cupid stands godfather. 
A.W. i. 1.179. 

pees raise. Tp. i. 2. 405; iv. 1. 
177. 


advantage, benefit. Tp. T2033) 
Tw.N.-iv. 2. 116; rb al, interest, 
M. of V.i. 3. 68. 
adventure, risk. W.T. v. 1. 156. 
adversaries, opposing counsel. T. 
of S. i, 2, 276. 
adversary, joke for 
M.W. ii. 3. 90. 
adverse, hostile. Tw.N. v. 1. 84. 
advertise, inform, admonish. M. 
for M. i. 1. 41. 
advertisement, bag announce- 
ment. M.A. v. 1.32; advice. A.W. 
iv. 3, 215. 
advertising, attending, attentive. 
M. for M. v. 1. 379. 
advice, knowledge, discretion, de- 
liberation. Two G. ii. 4. 208; &c. 
advise, bethink oneself, reflect. 
Tw.N. iv. 2. 99. 
advised, well advised, C. of FE. v. 
1. 214; M.N.D. i. 1.46; wary. M. 
oa i, 1. 142; aware. T. of S.i. 1. 
peicerpen intentionally. M. of V. 


‘advocate ’. 


adiige' of that, art, Do you act 
uped consideration? M. for M. ii. 
2. 132. 

afar off, indirectly,remotely. M.W. 
i.1. 2025 W.T. ii. 1. 103. 
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affect, natural tendency, L.L.L. i. 
1. 148; fancy, like, love. Two G. 
ili. 1. 82; &. 


affecting, affected. M.W. ii. 1. 137. 


affection, passion. M. for M. ii. 4. 
169; iii. 1. 106; affectation. L.L.L. 
vy. 1. 4; instinct. W.T. i. 2.,189; 
disposition. W.T. v.2:39. 

affectioned, affected. Tw.N. ii. 3. 


150. 
affied, betrothed. T. of S. iv. 4. 49. 
affront, confront. W.T. v. 1. 75, 
after, at. M. for M. ii. 1. 246. 
after-supper, time between sup- 
per and bed-time. M.N.D. v. 1. 34. 
oeuinstln preparationfor. M.N.D. 
Veils Os 
gravate, increase, intensify. 
Sew. ii. 2. 281; ? blunderfor ‘modu- 
late’. M.N.D. i. 2. 80. 
aglet-baby, doll decked with tag- 
ged laces. T. of S.i. 2. 78. 1 
agood, in good earnest. Two G. iy. 
4. 16. 


. 163. 

a-hold, close tothe wind. Tp. i. 1.50. 

aim, guess, conjecture. Two G. iii 
1, 28, 45; T. ofS, ii. 1. 231. 

aim at, think of. M.A. iii. 2. 92. 

aim, cry, encourage, a term from 
archery. M.W. ili. 2. 43. 

aim, give, guide the archer’s aim. 
Two G. v. 4.101. 

air, breath. W.T. v. 3778. 

ale, alehouse. Two G. ii. 5. 60, 

ale-wife, woman who keeps an 
alehouse. T. of S. Ind. 2, 21. 

a-life, on my life. W.T. iv. 3. 261. 

allay,abatement,alleviation. VRE. 


ive LS. 

all-building, being the ground 
and foundation of all; or ? all- 
binding. M. for M. ii, 4. 95. 

all hid, game of hide and seek. 
LLL, iv. 3. 78. 

allicholy, allycholly, melan- 
cholas TwoG. iv. 2.28; M.W.i.4. 


alligant, elegant. M.W. ii. 2. 67. 
all one, it does not matter. T.of 8. 
iv. 2. 102. 

allottery, portion. As. i. 1.72. 

allow, approve, commend. M.W. 
Ne 226; 'Tw.N.i. 2. 573; WIP... 25 

Dy 

allowed, licensed. L.L.L. i. 2. 130; 
Tw.N.i. 5.97; allowable. W.T.i. 2. 


263. 

allem ane wind, stand aside. A.W. 
v. 2. 10. 

alone must, must only. A.W-.i.1. 
190. 

alter, exchange. Tw.N. ii. 5. 163. 

amain, at full speed. Tp. iv. 1. 74; 
C. of E.i. 1. 92, 

amaze, confuse. As. i. 2. 108, 

amazedly, with bewilderment. 
M.N.D, iv. 1. 148; W.T. v. 1, 187. 

amazement, anguish. Tp. i. 2, 14. 

ames-ace, bothaces, the lowest pos- 
sible throw in dice. A.W. ii. 3. 82. 
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amort, dejected. T. of S. iv. 3. 36. 
ample, well. A.W. iii. 5. 42. 

an, if..Tp. ii 1. 182; &c. 

anatomize, expose. As. i. 1. 151; 
A.W. iv. 3. 32, 

anatomy, walking skeleton. C. of 
EK. v. 1. 239. 

ancientry, elders. W.T. iii. 3.61; 


| old-fashioned style. M.A. ii. 1.77. 


angel, a gold coin. M.W. i. 3. 54; 
C. of E.iv. 3.40; M.A. ii. 3. 32. 

angel, ancient, ? good old soul. 
T. of S. iv. 2. 61: 

another, the other. W.T. iv. 3.176; 
v. 2. 78. 

answer, thrustafteraparry. Tw.N. 
iii. 4, 285. 

answerable, corresponding. T. of 
S. ii. 1,352. 

anthropophaginian, 
M.W. iv. d. 9. 

antick, buffoon, M.A. iii. 1. 63; 
T. of S. Ind. 1, 101; grotesque pa- 
geant, L.L.L. v. 1. 110, 145. 

antickly, grotesquely. M.A. v.1. 96. 

antique, quaint. Tw.N. ii. 4. 3. 

ape, imitator. W.T. v. 2. 104. 

ape-bearer, one who leads an ape. 


cannibal. 
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apes in hell, to lead, fancied con- 
sequence of dying aspinster. M.A. 
ii. 1. 41,47; T. of S. ii. 1.34. 


| apparent, evident. TwoG. iii. 1.116; 


heir-apparent. W.T. i. 2.177. 
apparently, openly. C.of H.iv.1. 
79. 


id. 

appeached, give accusatory evi- 
dence, A, W. i. 3. 189. 

applaud, approve. TwoG. i. 3. 48. 

apple of her eye, upon the, in obe- 
dienceto herglance, LL. L.v. 2.476. 

BPDUANGCE, subservience. M.forM. 
lil. 1. 87. 

application, attempt at healing. 
A.W, i. 2. 74. 

apply, putin practice. T.ofS.i.1.19. 

appoint, appointment, equip, e- 


quipment. M.for M. iii.1.58; W.T. 
iv. 3. 599, 
apprehension, understanding. 


M.A. iii. 4, 65. 
SEprolee se fantastic. A.W. i. 


approbation, proof. W.T. ii. 1.176. 
approbation, receive, enter upon 
probation. M. for M. i. 2. 181. 
approof, approval. M. for M. ii. 4. 
175; proof. A.W. i, 2.503 ii. 5.3. 
appropriation, special attribute. 
M. of V.i. 2. 41. 

approve, proved by experience, 
Two G. v. 4. 43; prove. M.A. ii. 1. 
372; confirm, corroborate. M.of V. 
iii. 2. 795\ &e. 

apricocks, apricots. M.N.D. iii. 1. 


at, Tend M. for M.v. 1.494; Tw.N. 

Wale ozee 

auniee raise from the dead. A.W. 
Tis LaSe : 
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Eh decision. Tw.N. iii. 
or Pewee vessel. M.of V. 
ee Ot bie dt 
argument subj ant forsatire. M.A. 
1, 2533; M.N.D. iii. 2. 242 ; proof, 

ier M.A. ii, 3. 11, 287 ; 1 Pe 
2.168; Tw.N. iii. 2. 12. 

armado, armada, fleet of ships of 
war. C. of E. iii. 2. 146. 

armigero, esquire. M.W. i. 1.9. 
armipo‘*ent, mighty in arms. L.L.L. 
V.2. 645 3 As Ww. lv. 

ee after another. C. of E. 
Ve Le Deu, 

arras, tapestry placed round the 
walls of apartments, often at such 
a distance from them as to allow 
of people being concealed between. 
M.W. iii. 3.88; M.A.i.3.58; ToofS. 
ii. 1. 344. 

artificial, skilful. M.N.D. iii. 2. 203. 
— Ms medical practitioner. A.W. 
ii. 3.10. 

arts-man, scholar. L.L.L. v. 1. 80. 
as, that as. M.N.D.i. 1. 42. 

aspersion, shower, or spray. Tp. 
iv. i: 18. 

aspicious, blunder for suspicious. 
M.A. iii. 5. 46. 

assay, accost, assail. M.W.ii.1.25; 
M. for M. i. 2.184; test. M. for M. 


ili. 1.161; attempt. As. i; 37ADZS:; 
make trial of. A.W. iii. 7. 44. 
assurance, guarantee, pledge 


T. of S. ii. 1. 380,389; iv. 2.118; rea 
T. of S. wi2..65. 

ae betrothed. C. of E, iii. 2. 
52. 

at a word, briefly. M.A. ii. 1. 113. 

Ates, mischiefs. L.L.L. v. 2.682. 

at friend, asa friend. W.T. v. 1. 140. 

atomy, atom, mote. As. iii. 2. 233; 
iii. 5. 18. 

atone, are at one. As. v. 4. 110. 

attach, seize. Tp. iii.3.5; L.L.L. a 
3. 372; pe C. of E. iv. 1. 6, 
W.T. v. 1. 182. 

attaint, dishonour. C. of E. iii. 2.16. 

attempt, tempt. M. of V.iv. 1. 420. 

attend, listen to. Tp. i. 2.78, 450; M. 
of V. v.1.103; await. M.W.i.1. 263 : 
A.W. ii. 3. 54; Tw.N. iii. 4. 230. 

attorney, duly appointed substi- 
tute. As. iv. 1. 90. 

attorneyed, engaged as an attor- 
ney. M. for M. v. 1.381; performed 
by proxy. W.T.i. st 27. 

aunt, ol “woman, gossip. M.N.D. 
ii. 1.51; loose woman. W.T. iv.2. 11. 

austerely, seriously. C. of E. iv. 2. 


authentic, authoritative. M.W. ii. 
= 225; legally qualified. A.W. ii. 3. 


avail, advantage. A.W. i.3. 182; iii. 
1, 22. 
ave, shout of welcome or farewell. 


M. forM. i. 1.70. 
avised, advised. M.W.i.1. 162. 
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avised, are you, do ‘aor act upon 
consideration? M.W. i 4, 96. 
avoid, begone. Tp. iy. L 142; W.T. 


i, 2. 462. 

awful, | law-abiding. Two G. iv. 1. 
mrigewadn arenas of S..va2. 110. 

backare, stand ack, give place. 
T.of S. it. 1. 73: 

es we? backwards. 
Tw.N.i. 3,1 


badges, tem by household ser- 
vants, engraved with the shield of 
their masters. Tp. v. 1. 267. 

baffle, disgrace a knight with in- 
famy. Tw.N. ii. 5.166; hoodwink. 
Tw.N. v. 1, 371. 

bald, d, destitute of meaning. C. of E. 
ii. 2.117 

balk, let slip, not forthcoming. 
Tw.N. iii. 2. 25. 

bale logic, bandy words. T. of S.i. 


ballast, laden with cargo. C. of E. 
iii. 2. 146. 

baim, anoint. T. of S. Ind. 1. 48. 

Banb cheese, nothing but par- 
ing. M.W.i. 1,126. 

band, bond. C, of E. iv. 2.49; A.W. 
iv. 2. 56. 

bandy, give and take. L.LL.yv.2. 
29 3. AS. V5198! 

bane, death. “M. for M. i. 2. 132. 

baned, destroyed. M. of V.iv.1. 46. 

bare, shave. M. for M. iv. 2. 178; 
A.W. iv. 1:41. 

biti full of hindrances. Tw.N. i. 


bark, peel away. M. for M. iii. 1. 70. 

barm, froth, yeast. M.N.D. ii. 1. 38. 

barn, parne, bairn, child. M.A. iii. 
4.46; A.W.i. 3. 26; W.T. iii. 3. 69. 

barnacle, species of wild goose. Tp. 
iv. 1. 249. 

hace gga: -headed. M.N.D. iii. 

; Tw. 

vale! bid the, psi to a chase 
in the game of prisoners’ base. 
Two G. i. 2. 94. 

baseness, menial work. Tp. iii. 1. 
2,12; base term. W.T. ii. 3. 78; low 
rank. W.T. iv. 3. 742. 

basilisk, fabulous serpent sup- 
posed to kill by its glance. W.T.i. 
9 


2, 338. 
bass, utter with bass voice, Tp. ili. 
3. 99. 


basta, enough. T. of S.i. 1. 199. 

bastard, a vies of sweet wine. M. 
for M. ili. 2.4 

bate, blunt with use. L.L.L.i. 1. 6; 


except. M.N.D.i.1. 190; reduce. 
M. of V. iii. 3. 32; flap the wing. 
T. of S, iv. 1.194. 

bat-fowling, 


patobing birds by 
night, when at roost. Tp. ii. 1. 186. 

batler, probably a heavy wooden 
implement for repens clothes in 
the wash. As. ii. 

bauble, piece of fa T. of S. iv. 
3. 82; jester’s baton. A. W. iv. 5. 30. 


‘ 
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bawhbling, paltry. Tw.N. v. 1. 54. 
baweock, fine fellow. Tw. v! iii. 4. 
119; W.T. i, 2: 122. 


bay, space between two party- 


walls. M. for M. ii. 1. 247. 

beached, covered with beach or 

shingle. M.N.D. ii. 1. 85. 

beads, rosary. C. of E. ii. 2. 197. 

beadsman, one who prays for 

another. Two G.i.1. 18, 

beagle, small ie oe Tw.N. ii. 3. 182. 

beak, prow. Tp. i. 2. 196. 

beard, prickles on the ears of corn. 
M.N.D. ii. i. 95. 

bear-herd, bear-ward, ped Hs of 

a tame bear. M.A. ii. 1. 40; T. of S. 

Ind. 2. 20. 

bearing-cloth, cloth in which a 

child was carried to be chidatesieds 

W.T. iii. 3. 112. 

bear in hand, keep in expecta- 

tion. M. for M.i. 4. 51-2; M.A.iv. 1. 

307; Ty of Ssiv. 2.3% 

bear up, take your course. Tp. iii. 


beating in, puzzling. Tp. i. 2. 176. 
beating on, thinking persistently. 
Tp. v. i. 246. 

become, make becoming. C. of E. 
iii, 2. 11. 

be ag adulteress. W.T. ii. 
1, 92. 

beetle-headed, blockheaded. T. of 
SJiv.i1. 155. 

ya me, a petty oath. Tw.N. ii. 

. 181. 

befortune, befall. Two G. iv. 3. 41. 

beg, apply forthe custody ofaminor 
or an idiot ; hence, to set down as 
a fool. L.L.L. v. 2. 491. 

beholding, under obligation. Two 
G. iv. 4.173; &c. 

being, since. M.A. iv. 1. 251. 

be vtieacspe locked. M. for M. v. 1. 

be-mete, measure. T. of S. iv. 3. 113. 

tenets bemired. T. of S. iv. L 


a roy raised to authority. W.T. 
i. 2. 314. 

bent, inclination. M.A. ii. 3. 226; iv. 
1.188; W.T. i. 2. 179. 

bent, hola the, keep the passion 
fresh. Tw.N. ii. 4. 37. 

ben venuto, welcome. L.L.L. iv. 2. 
159; T. of S. i. 2. 280. 

bepray, pray. L.L.L. v. 2. 689. 
Bergomask, rustic dance from 
Bergamo. M.N.D. v. 1. 352. 
Bermoothes, Bermudas. Tp. i. 2. 


229. 

beshrew, curse, with weakened 
force, as ‘plague on’. Two G.i. 1. 
128; &e. 

bestow, acquit. Two G. iii.1.87; As. 
iv. 3.86; settle or give in marriage. 
AS. VATS T. of S. 1.1.50; iv. 4. 35. 
be=tow of, bestowon. Tw.N. iii. 4.2. 
bestraught, distracted, T. of S. 
Ind. 2. 25. 
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best-regarded, best-looking. M. ot 
Vi: #81, 10 
ecg: accord, grant. M.N.D.i. 1. 


petia, befallen. Tp. i. 2. 31. 

betime, betide. L.L.L. iv. 3. 379. 

better, men in higher grades. A. WE 
iii. 1. 22. 

bias, preponderant tendency. 
LLL. iv. 201325 ST waNew.11262; 

weight on one side of a bowl which 

affects its direction. T,of 5. iv. 5. 29. 

bibble-babble, idle talk. Tw.N. iv. 

2. 101. 

Biddy, a fowl. Tw.N. iii. 4. 7 

bide, endure, suffer. Tw.N. i. 

ii. 4. 94, 124. 

bide upon, repeat. W.T. i. 2. 242. 

big, angrily. T. - S. iii, 2. 2285 

haughty. A.W. i. 3. 95. 

bilbo, a sword noted for the tem- 
er aaa semen aes of its blade. 

ML. Wi. i. iii. 5. 109. 

bill, Miacanlt ave Biss i He 37; halberd. 

M.A. iii.3. 41,175; bonds. M.A. iii. 

3. 175. 

billets, smalllogs. M. for M. iv.3. 55. 

birdbolt,blunt-headed arrow. M.A. 

i.1.40; L.L.Lw iv. 3.22; Tw.N. i.d.96. 

birding, bird-catching, fowling. 

M.W. iii. 3. 227; iv. 2. 7: 

birding-piece, fowling - piece. 
M.W. iv. 2. 55. 

bis coctus, twice cooked. L.L.L. 


iy. 2. 23. 

bite by the nose, treat with con- 
tempt. M. for M. iii. 1. 107. 

black,dark-complexioned. = A. iii. 
1.63; black fabric. W.T. i. 2. 133. 
Biack-Monday, a name for Easter 
Monday. M. of V. ii. 5. 25. 

blank, white spot in the centre of 
the target. W.T. ii. 3.5 

blazon, era a 
M.A. ii. 1. 290; Tw.N 

bleared, Het "eyed. M. of V. TR 
59; dimmed. T. of S. v. 1.117. 

blench, swerve, start aside. M. for 
M. iv. 5.53 W.T. i) 2.333. 

blent, blended. M. of V. iii. 2. 182; 
Tw.N. i. 5..246. 

bless, preserve. W.T. iv. 3. 268. 
bless the mark, phrase used as 
apology after mentioning some- 
thing horrible or indecent. TwoG. 


block, style. M.A. i. 1. 75; block- 
eZ. 225; 

blood, ‘temperament. M.A. i, 3. 26; 
passion. M.A. ii. 1. 179; &c.; full 
vigour. L.L.L. iv. 2.4; social rank. 
M.N.D.i.1. 135; affection. As. ii.3. 


37. 
besa bloodthirsty. Tw.N, iii. 4. 


29, 
blow, fill with eggs. Tp. ete ule 63; 
blossom, bloom. TwoG.i.1. 46; &c. 
Pa isi with vanity, Tw N. oy 5. ee 
own, fly-blown ed with eggs. 
L.L.L, v. 2.410.” ar 


_ (heraldry). 
5. 301. 


GLOSSARY TO THE COMEDIES 


blue eye, a dark circle round the 

eye. Tp. i. 2. 269; As, ili, 2 371. 

board, accost, make eee to, 

woo. M.W. ii. 1. 86; 

bob, a jest, scoff. AS. ii. y, 55. 

pd ie ao body, an oath. 
ii 

i le, take alarm. A.W. v. 3, 232. 

boid, assured. A.W. vy. 1.5. 

bold beating, brow- -beating. M.W. 


void of, confident in. L.L.L. ii. 1. 


bolt or shaft of it, make, risk 
making something or other out 
of it nie ne the venture. M.W. 
iii. 

polted, sifted. W.T. iv. 3. 371. 
bombard, leather bottle or jug for 
liquor. Tp. L221. 

bombast, padding used to stuff out 
garments. L.L.L. v. 2. 776. 

bond, obligation. M. for M.v.1.8; 
A.W. i. 3. 186. 

Ly op hat. M. of V.i. 2.73; As. iii. 
book-man, student. L.L.L. ii. 1.225; 
iv. 2.35. 

book - mates, 
L.L.L. iv. 1. 100. 
boot, profit, avail. Two G.i.1.28; &e. 
ed tong to, God help us. W.T. 
i. 2. 80. 

boot-hose, ov erstocking which 
covered the leg like a jack-boot. 
T. of S. iii. 2. 67. 

bootless, unavailing, useless. Tp. i. 
2.35; M. of V. iii. 3.20; to no pur- 
pose. M.N.D. ii. 1. 37. 

hoots, torture of the boots. Two G. 
TAD 

borne up, devised. M. for M. iv.1.50. 
bosky, bushy. Tp. iv.1. 81. 

bosom, heart’s desire. M. for M. iv. 
3.137; heart. M.N.D. i. 1.27; inmost 
thoughts. W.T. iv. 3. 570. 

bossed, studded. T. of S. ii. 1. 346. 
botcher, cobbler, or tailor who 
does repairs. Tw.N. i. 5. 48. 

both our mee ae mother of us 
both. A.W. i. 3.161. 

bottle, enane ‘M.N.D. iv. 1.35. 
bottom, wind as a skein. Two G. 
iii. 2. 53; extent. M. for M. i.1.78; 
vessel. M. of V. i. 1. 42; Tw.N. v. 
1.57; dell. As. iv. 3.78; ball. T. of S. 
iv. 3. 136. 

vat tad and sold, befooled. C. of E. 
Li} V7 

bouncing, imperious. M.N.D. ii. 1. 
70. 


1/1533 


fellow students. 


bourn, ete ent B Tp. ii. 

W.T. i. 2. 135. 

bow, ae! As. iii. 3.77, 

bowé , bent. T. of S. ii. 1.150. 

bowget, budget, wallet. W.T. iv. 
2. 20. 


bow-hand, left hand. L.L.L. iv. 1. 
133. 
brabble, brawl. Tw.N. v. 1. 65. 
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an al bitch hound. T. of S, Ind. 


braid, deceitful. A.W. iv. 2. 73. 
brake, thicket. M.N.D. ii. 1. 227. 
branched, adorned with needle 
work. Tw.N. ii. 5. 49. 

he marks of infamy. W.T. ii. 


brave, fine, splendid. Tp. i. 2. 6, 408 : 
M.A. v. 4.128; W. T, iv.3, 201; taunt. 
T. of S. iii. 1.153 iv. 3: 126; make 
splendid, adorn. T. of S. iv. 3. 125. 
bravery, finery. M. for M. i. 3.10; 
AS. ii. 7. 80; 'T. of S; iv. 3.57. 
braving, defiant. A.W. i. 2.3. 
tase French dance. L.L.L. iii. 


1. 9 

se of the sea, surf. Tw.N. ii. 
break, fail to keep. TwoG.v. 1. 4 
M. of V. i. 3.161; exchange. C. of B 
iii, 1, 753 disclose, divulge. M.A. i. 
1. 8225 train, tame. T. of 8. ii. 1. 147; 
disband. A.W. iv. 4.11. 

break cross (in tilting), break a 
spear cross-Wise against an adver- 
sary, instead of by the push of the 
point. M,A.v. 1.139; A.W. ii. 1.67-9. 
See As, iii. 4. 41. 

break-neck, dangerous business. 
W.T. i. 2. 363. 

break up, carve. L.L.L. iv. 1. 56; 
open. M. of V. ii. 4. 10. 

break with, broach the aabsoct, 
Two G. iii. 1 59; M.A. i. 

breast, voice. Tw.N. ii. 3; 3. 
breath, voice, notes. M.N.D. ii. 1. 
151; speech. M. of V. ii. 9. 90. 
breathe, exercise. A.W. ii. 3. 261. 
breathed, in good wind. L.L.L. v. 2. 
647; T. of S. Ind. 2.48; in full display 
of strength. As. i, 2. 216. 
breathing, respite. M.A. ii. 1. 356; 
verbal. M. of V. v. 1. 141; exercise. 
A.W. i. 2.17. 

breeching, subject to the birch; 
T. of S. iil. 1. 18. 

breed, educate. W.T. iii. 3. 47. 
breed-bate, mischief-maker. M.W. 
i. 4. 11. 

esac te decoction. M.W. iii. 5. 


bribea buck, stolen deer. M.W. v. 


beiee, list. M.N.D. v. 1. 42; in brief. 
As. iv. 3.150; contract. A.W. ii. 3. 
182; summary. A.W. v. 3. 137. 
brief and the tedious, ae and 
the short of it. A.W. ii. 

bring, accompany. M. for Me Ll. 61; 
M.A. iii. 2. 35 W.'T. iv. 2. 115. 

bri out, *put out, disconcert. 


L.L.L. v. 2.178; As. ili. 2. 253. 
bring ‘to try, lay a ship with her 
side close to the wind. Tp. i. 1. 36. 


brisky, brisk. M.N.D. iii. 1. 92. 
broach, stab. M.N.D. v. 1. iar, 
brock, badger, a term of contempt. 
Tw.N. ii. 5. 107. 

broke, negotiate. A.W. iii. 5. 70. 
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broken, fallen out. Two G. ii. 5. 18; 


with teeth missing. A.W. ii 3. 63. > 


broken music, arranged for differ- 
ent instruments; part or concerted 
music. As. i. 2. 140. * 

broker, go-between. Two G. i. 2. 
39, 


Brownist, Independent(sect found- 


ed by Robert Brown, c.1581). Tw.N. 
iii. 2, 32. 

buck, with reference to the horns. 
M.W. iii. 3. 155. 

buck - basket, 
M.W. iii. 3.2; &e. 

bucking, washing linen with lye. 
M.W. iii. 3. 129. 

peor a shield, defend. T. of S. iii. 
2 


bucklers, give the, own oneself 
beaten. M.A. v. 2.17. 

buck of the first head, buck of the 
fifthyear. L.L.L. iv. 2.10, 
buck-washing, washing linen with 
lye, and afterwards beating it. 


M.W., iii. 3. 153. 

bug, Dug-bean T. of S. i, 2.209; 
Wel dii, 2291s 

bu le black glass bead. As, iii. 5.47; 

~L. IV. 3, 222. 

bully, term of familiarity and 
endearment. M.W. i. 3.6; il. 3.17; 
M.N.D. iii. 1. 8 

bully-rook,boon companion. M.W. 
i. 3.25 ii, 1,190. 

bum-baily, bailiff. Tw.N. iii. 4. 184. 

bunting, a bird akin to the lark. 
A. W. ii. 5,7. 

burden, 'chorus, refrain. Tp. i. 2. 380; 


Ge 

burial, burial-place. M. of V. i. 1.29. 
burst, broken. T. of S. Ind. 1. 8. 

bush, a bush of ivy, used as a vint- 
ner’s sign. As. Epil. 3, 

buskined, wear ing heels with high 
heels. M.N.D. ii. 

but, unless. T. ofS. hk 1261; iv. 4.2. 

butchery, slaughter-house. As, ii. 
3. 27. 

buttery, place for storing liquor or 
provisions. T. of S. Ind. i. 102. 

puttery-bar, board over half-door 
in the buttery, across which pro- 
visions were served. Tw.N. i. 3.71. 

but that, only because. W.T. ii. 1. 


washing - basket. 


104. 

puttonhole lower, a, without cere- 
mony. L.L.L. v. 2. 694, 

buttons, ’tis in his, he is sure to 
succeed. M.W. iii. 2. 68. 

pbutt-shaft, blunt arrow used for 
pone at the butt. LLL. i. 2. 
1 


puz, an interjection to command 
silence. T. of S. ii. 1. 206. 

by with reference to. M.A.v.1.301; 
was 

bos gone day, yesterday. W.T. i. 2. 


by r lakin, by our Lady. Tp. iii. 3 
3; M.N.D. iii 1.13, 
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caddis, worsted tape used for gar- 
ters. W.T. iv. 3. 207. 

caitiff, despicable wretch. M.forM. 
v.1.53; A.W. iii. 2.113. 

cake is don ‘h, » are has failed 
of success. i. 1.108; v. 1.141. 
call, cry ise to attract. birds. 
T. of S. iv. 1. 192. 

callat, scold. W.T. ii. 3. 90. 

calling, appellation. As. i. 2, 232. 

can, can make. Tp. iv. 1. 27. 

canary, light sweet wine from the 
Canary Islands, M.W. iii. 2. 86; 
Tw.N.i.3.81; lively Spanish dance. 
A.W. ii. 1. 76; dance the canary. 
L.L.L. iii. 1 219; blunder for quan- 
dary. M.W-ii. 2. 60, 63. 

candied, covered with hoar-frost. 
Tp. ii. 1. 280. 

candle-waster, one who studies 
late at night. M.A. v.1. 18. 

canker, dog-rose. M.A. i. 3. 25; 
worm. M.N.D. ii. 2. 3. 

canker-blossom, worm that eats 
into a blossom. M.N.D. iii. 2. 282. 
roe eeabetgeie teeteith Tw.N. 
i 

can’t no other, is there no way. 
A, W.i.3. 163. 

canton, song. Tw.N. i. 5. 278. 

5 ripen short song. L.L.L. iv. 2. 

capable, susceptible. As. iii. 5. 23; 
A.W, i. 1. 100, 215. 

i mueierobeh Allie! M.N.D. 
i 

caparison, clothing. W.T. iv. 2. 27. 

capon, type of dullness. C.of E. iii. 
1. 32; love-letter. L.L.L. iv. 1. 56. 

capriccio, whim. A.W. ii. 3. 299. 

capricious, fantastic. As. iii. 3.7. 

captious, capacious. A.W. i. 3. 200. 

carack,largeshipof burden. C.of KE. 
ili. 2. 146. 

carbonado, score across for broil- 
ing. A.W. iv. 5.102; W.T. iv. 3.265. 

cardecu, quart d’écu, old French 
coin, worth about 2s.14d. A.W. iv. 
3.281; v. 2.33. 

cardinaliy, blunder for ‘ carnally’. 
M. for M. ii. 1. 79. 

card-maker, one who makes cards 
fon combing wool. T. of S. Ind. 2. 


card of ten, face it with a, put on 
a bold front. T. of S. ii. 1. 398. 

Carduus Benedictus, holy thistle. 
M.A. iii. 4. 70. 

career, careire, short gallopat full 
speed. M.W.i. 1.174; M.A. v.1.185; 
L.L.L. v. 2. 483. 

esaetal, full of care. ©. of EB. v. 1. 


carkanet, a ee necklace. 
C. of B. iii. 1. 4 

carlot, churl, peasant. As. ili.5, 107. 
carpet, table-cloth. T. of S. iv. 1. 50. 
carpet consideration, for services 
in the Court. Tw.N. iii. 4, 243. 
carpet-monger, one whofrequents 
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ladies’ pound sy em carpeted cham- 
bers. M.A. v. 2. 32. 
carriage, witty Tp. v. 1.8; bear- 
ing. OC. of E, iii. 2.14; M.A. i827; 
management. W.T. iii. 1. 17. 
carry, carry out. M.A. ii. 3. 219. 
at ep a tale-bearer. L.LiL. vy. 
re punishment akin to the duck- 
ing-stool. T. of S. i. 1. 5d. 
carve, ?to use 2 Shoe courtesy and 
era ye M. i. 8.463) LaL.Lev. 


carving, modelling. M.A. ii. 3.17. 
case, condition. Tp. iii. 2.27; tostrip 
off the case or skin. AW. iii. 6. 107; 
skin, hide. T'w.N. v. 1. 165. 

oe rhe mannii hiscash. M.W. 
i. 1. 174. 

aaa amilitary cloak. A.W. iv. 
cast, thrown up; with a play upon 
the sense of assigning parts to act- 
ors. Tp. ii. 1.252; emptied. M.forM. 
iii. 1.91; cast-off. As. iii. 4. 16. 
Castiliano vuigo,nonsense phrase. 
Tw.N. i.3. 43. 

cat, civet cat. As. iii. 2.66. 
Cataian, thief, scoundrel, black- 
pee. M.W. ii. 1.189; Tw:N. ii. 3. 


7. 
cat-a-mountain, cat o’ mountain, 
yeast cat. Tp. iv. 1. 262; M.W. ii. 2. 
ag, Fexb song. Tp. iii. 2. 123; 
Tw.N. 1i. 3. 18. 

catelog; ‘catalogue. Two G. iii. 1. 
27: 

cater-cousins, good friends. M. of 
Vel. 2. Loo: 

cates, dainties. C. of EH. iii. 1. 28. 
caudle, gruel. L.L.L. iv. 3.171. 
Cavaliero, Cavalery, cavalier. 
M.W. ii. 3.71; M.N.D. iv. 1.23, 
censer, fire- -pan for burning per- 
fumes, T, of S. iv. 3. 91. 

censure, egineny “Ast iv. d. 0; 
W.T. ii. 1. 36; judge, estimate. 
M. for M. i. 4. 72;, &e. 

centre, the earth, as supposed cen- 
tre of universe. W.T. ii.1. 101. 
gh pe winding-sheet. M. of V. 
in. Ol. 

ceremony, sacred object. M. of V. 
v. 1.,206. 

’cerns, concerns. T. of S. v. 1. 75. 
cesse, cease. A. W. v. 3.72. 

chafe, vex, fret, make furious. 
Two G. iii. 1. 234; M.W. v. 3.8; 
Trof S..i..2. 201. 

chairs of order, seats of the 
knights of anorder. M.W. v. 5. 64. 
Cham, Great, Emperor of China, 
Be Khan of Tartary.: M.A. tis 1. 
265. 

Shamil Ans open country. Tw. N. ii. 
5. 165. 

Lees far interchange: A.W. iii. 2. 
96 ; Tio 25.68: 


Bag AS et: showing’ different 
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colours in eet aspects; ‘shot’. 
Tw.N. ii. 
chantiobens:? 
As, ii. 7. 30. 
chantry, chapel. Tw.N. iv. 3. 24. 
chape, mounting of a scabbard. 
T. of S. iii. 2.49; A.W. iv. 3. 144, 
chapman, hawker, pedlarn, L.L.bL. 
ii. 1. 16. 

ee mark,stamp. M. for M.yv. 
character, write. Two G. it.7. 4; 
As. iii. 2.6; a M. for Mi. 
1.27; W.P v. 2738 

charactery, expression of thought 
by symbols. M.W. v.45. 76 

charge, put to expense. M.W. ii. 2. 
163; entrust. C. of E. iii. 1.8; cost, 
expense. M. of V. iy. 1. 256; W.T 
iv. 3. 258. 

shancoteds expensive. CO. of E.iv. 


“cock. Tp.) 1,2. 988; 


cliarge-house, school, L.L.L. v. 1. 


chariness, scrupulous integrity. 
M.W. ii. 1. 97. 

charm, love- charm. M.W. ii. 2. 102; 
subdueasif bymagic. M.A. vil. 26; 
control. M.N.D. iv. 1. 85. 
cheapen, bargain for. M.A. ii. 3. 30. 
cheat, trick. . Py iv. 2, 122. 
’cheator, escheator, an officer who 
collected fines due to the Ex- 
chequer. M.W. i. 3.71. 

check, restraint. M.W. iii. 4. 83; 
austere rule. T. of S. i. 1.32; to for- 
sake the ‘quarry’ and fly at any 
chance bird. Tw.N. ii. 5, 117; iii. 1. 
66. 


cheer, countenance. M.N.D. iii. 2. 
96; M. of V. iii. 2. 313. 

cheerly, cheerily. Tp.i.1.5; As. ii. 
6.13. 

cherry -pit, game with cherry- 
stones. Tw.N, iii. 4. 123. 

cheveril, kid- leather, very flexible. 
Tw.N.-iil. 1. 12. 

chiding, brawling, or angry noise. 
M.N.Dviv.1, 117; As. ii. 1.7. 
child, girl. W.T. iil. 3.69. 
childing, fruitful. M.N.D. ii. 1.112. 
childness, childishness. W.T. i. 2. 
170, 

chirurgeonly, surgeon-like. Tp. ii. 
1, 141. 

choice, esteem. A.W. ili. 7. 26. 
chopped, chapped. As. ii. 4. 48. 
choge, choice. pL.vV.1.,92. 
chough, chatterer. Tp.ii.1, 267; bird 
of the crow family. M.N.D. iii. 2. 
DAE 

chough’s language, chattering. 
A.W. iv. 1. 20. 

chuck, term of endearment. L.L.b. 
v.1.109; Tw.N. iii. 4,120, 
churchman, rae ae wat M.W. ii. 
8. 45,538; Tw.N. iil. 

churi, peasant. W. ee iv. 3. 439, 
cicatrice, scar-like mark. As. iii. 5. 
28 ;i.AG W. ii. 1. 482 
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cinque-pace, lively dance. M.A. ii. 
1.74. : 
circle, circuit. As. v. 4. 34. 

circum circa, round and round. 
L.L.L. v. 1. 68. 

circummured, walled round. M. 
for M. iv. 1. 30. 

circumstance, circumstantial de- 
duction. Two G, i. 1. 36, 84; W.T. 
v. 2. 34; circumstances. Two G. i. 
1. 37; details. Two G. iii. 2. 36; 
C. of E. v. 1.16; M.A, iii. 2.98 5 cir- 
cumlocution. M. of V. i. 1. 154; 
ceremony. W.T. v. 1. 90. 

cite, summon. Two G. ii. 4. 86; be- 
speak, prove. A.W. i. 3. 208. 

cittern-head, term of contempt, 
with ref. to the grotesquely carved 
head of a cittern or guitar. L.L.L. 
v. 2. 604. 

civet, perfume made from civet- 
cat. M.A. iii. 2. 47. 

civil, orderly. Two G. v. 4. 156; 
grave. As. ili. 2.128; Tw-N. iii. 4. 
5; courteous. Tw.N. i. 4. 21. 

civil doctor, doctor of civil law. 
M. of V. v..1. 210. 

clack-dish, wooden alms-dish with 
alid, clacked by beggars to attract 
attention. M. for M. iii. 2. 133. 

clamour, silence. W.T. iv. 3. 247. 

clap, strike hands on concluding a 
bargain. W.T. i. 2, 104. 

clap into, enter upon anything 
with alacrity. M. for M. iv. 3. 41; 
As. v. 3. 10. 

clapped up, concluded hastily. 
T. of S. ii. 1. 318, 

clapper-claw, thrash. M. W. ii.3.63. 

claw, flatter. M.A.i.3.17; L.L.L. 
iv. 2. 64. 

hemprcep ok or well-built. L.L.L. 
v. 2. 631. 

cleared, excepted. W.T. i. 2. 74. 

clepe, call. L.L.L. v. 1. 22. 

clerestories, rows of upper win- 
dows in hallsand churches. Tw.N. 
iv. 2. 39. 

clerk-like, scholarly. W.T. i. 2. 392. 

clew, ball of thread. A.W. i. 3. 180. 

climate, sojourn. W.T. vy. 1. 170. 

clipping, embracing. W.T. v. 2. 57. 

plodpole; blockhead. Tw.N. iii. 4. 

cloister, covered walk or arcade. 
Two G.i. 3. 2. 

cloistress, nun. Tw.N. i. 1. 28. 

close, come to terms or agreement. 
Two G. ii. 5.12; M. for M. v. 1. 338; 
W.T. iv. 3.811; silent. M. for M. iv. 
3.121; secret, secretly. M. of V. ii. 
6.47; T. of S. Ind. 1. 127. 

closeness, retirement. Tp. i. 2.90. 

close-stool, chamber utensil en- 
closed in stool or box. A. W. v. 2.18. 

clouded, defamed. W.T. i. 2. 280. 

cloudy, gloomy. Tp. ii. 1. 143. 

geen mark for archers. L.L.L. iv. 

cloyment, satiety. Tw.N. ii. 4. 99. 
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coat, coat of arms, armorial bear- 
ings. M. W.i.1.1/; M.N.D. iii. 2. 213. 

cock, perversion of ‘God’. T. of 5. 
iv.1.116; woodcock(i.e. fool). W.T. 
iv. 2. 35. 

‘cock and pie, by’, an assevera- 
tion, meaning possibly ‘cock’, God, 
and ‘pie’, the ordinal of the R.C. 
Church, M.W.#i. 1. 295. : 

cockatrice, serpent, said to kill by 
its mere glance. Tw.N. iii. 4. 

cockle, weed, tares. L.L.L. iv.3.380; 
cockle-shell. T. of S. iv. 3. 66. 

cockled, furnished with a shell. 
L.L.L. iv. 3. 335. . 

cockney, petted child. Tw.N. iv. 1. 
15. 

cod, peascod. As. ii. 4. 50. 

com ng half-grown apple. Tw.N. 
i. 5. 161. 

cog, deceive, wheedle. M.W. iii. 1. 
116; &e. 

coil, disturbance, confusion, ado. 
Tp. i. 2.207; &c. 

coldly, quietly. C. of E. v. 1. 273; 
M.A. tii. 2. 128. 

collateral, indirect. A.W. i. 1. 93. 

collied, murky. M.N.D. i. 1. 145. 

collop, piece of flesh, W.T. i. 2. 138. 

colour, ensign. M.W. iii. 4. 84; pre- 
texte tIeLeb. iv.2: 152; W.'T. iv. '3. 
562; kind. As. i. 2. 100. 

colourable, specious, plausible. 
L.L.L. ive 2. 152. 

colour, holds not, is not in keep- 
ing. A.W. ii. 5. 61. 

colours, fear no, fear no foe. 
Tw.N.1. 5. 6. 

colt, young or inexperienced per- 
son. M. of V. i. 2.39. 

combinate, betrothed. M. for M. 
iii. 1. 220. 

combine, bind. M. for M. iv. 3. 147; 
As. v. 4. 150. 

come by, acquire. Tp. ii. 1. 293; 
M. of V..1.1533 TwlN.i. 5. 126: 

ae off, pay, disburse. M.W. iv. 3. 

ay 

comes off well, is well told. M. for 
Metinides 

comfect,sugar-plum. M.A. iv.1.320. 

comfortable, of good comfort. As. 
ii. 6.9; comforting. A.W. i. 1.79. 

coming-in, income. M.of V. ii.2.163. 

eta complaisant. As. iv. 1. 

commend, commit, entrust. L.L.L. 
iii. 1.169; W.T. ii. 3. 181; commen- 
dation. M. of V. ii. 9. 90. 

commerce, conversation. Tw.N. 
iii. 4. 181. 

commission, warrant. A.W. ii. 3. 
268; W.T. i. 2. 145. 

commixture, complexion. L.L.L. 
v. 2, 297. 

commodity, advantage, interest. 
M) of Vy iisi8: 273 WT. 1ie2) 92 5 
parcel, quantity of wares. Tw.N. 
iii. 1. 46. : 

commodity of brown paper, a 
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parcel of goods sold on credit by 
a usurer to a needy person, who 
immediately raised some cash by 
reselling them at a lower price, 
enerally to the usurer himself. 
. for M, iv. 3. 5. 
oo playground. C. of E. ii. 2. 
eerie prostitute. A.W. vy. 3. 
common sense, ordinary percep- 
tion. L.L.L. i. 1. 57, 64. 
commonty, blunder for ‘comedy’. 
T. of S. Ind. 2. 138. 
compact, leagued. M.for M.v.1. 235. 
companion, used as term of con- 
tempt. M.W, iii. 1.116; &c. 
company, companion. M.N.D. i.1. 
219; A.W. iv. 3.32, 
compass, accomplish. Two G. iv. 2. 
ae gain possession of. W.T. iv. 2. 
compassed, rounded, curved. T. of 
S. iv. 3. 138. 
competitor, associate. Two G. ii. 
6. 35; companion. L.L.L. ii. 1. 825; 
confederate. Tw.N. iv. 2. 10. 
complements, accomplishments. 
L.L.L. i. 1. 165, 
complexion, temperament, na- 
ture. L.L.L. i. 2. 78; M. of V. iii. i. 


29- 
composition, compact. M. for M. 
v. 1. 213; A.W. iv. 3. 18. 
compvehended, blunder for ‘ap- 
prehended’. M.A. iii. 5. 46. 
compromised, come to terms. M. 
of V. i. 3. 76. 
compt, account. A.W. v.3.47. 
compter, counter. W.T. iv. 2. 37. 
oe sensitive. Tw.N., i. 5. 
180. 
con, learn by heart, study. M.N.D. 
i, 2.98; As. iii92.274; Tw.N. ii. 3. 
151; offer. A.W. iv. 3. 154. 
conceit, estimation, opinion. Two 
G. iii. 2.17; &c.; understanding. 
C. of KE. iii. 2. 34; a fancy article. 
BEND i, L..33; idea. Wd. Tit. 
142. 
conceited, imagined. Tw.N. iii. 4. 
302; witty, clever. W.T. iv. 3. 203. 
conceitless, thoughtless. Two G. 
bVZ099. 
concern, befit. M.N.D. i. 1.60; is of 
importance. W.T. iii. 2. 85. 
concerning, matter that concerns 
one. M. for M. i. 1. 56. 
concerning her observance, 
which it concerns her to observe. 
M. for M. iv. 1. 44. 
conclusions passed the careires, 
%the oe came very swiftly. M.W. 
dy be 174. 


concolinel, a nonsense word. 
Tha Laie dss 
concupiscible, vehemently de- 


sirous. M. for M. v. 1. 99. 
condition, social position, rank. 
- Tp. iii. 1,59; character, behaviour. 


SH. I. 
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M.A, iii. 2.63; M. of V. i. 2. 128; 
A.W. iv. 3.174. 
conditions, soft, gentle qualities. 
T. of S. v. 2. 168. 
conduct, conductor. Tp. v. 1. 244; 
escort. M.of V.iv. 1.148; Tw.N. iii. 
4. 250; leadership. As. v. 4. 157. 
confidence, confidential communi- 
i tee M.W. i. 4.155; M.A. iii. 


eK ia BBG of confinement. Tp. 

iv. 1, 121. 

confirmed, unmoved. M.A. vy. 4.17. 
confixed, fixed tirmly, fastened. M. 
for M. v. 1.225. 

conformable, compliant. T. of S. 
il! BQs 

confound, destroy, ruin. C. of E. i. 
2. 38; M. of V. iii. 2. 277. 
confusion, ruin. C. of E. ii. 2. 188 
M.N.D. i. 1. 149. 

congee, pay one’s respects at leay- 
ing. A.W. iv. 3.87. 
conjecture, suspicion, 
mise. M.A. iv. 1. 107. 

consent, agreement to act in con- 
cert. L.L.L. v. 2. 461. 

consequently, accordingly. ‘I'w. 
N. iii. 4. 78. 

conserve, preserve. M. for M. iii. 1. 
86; T. of S. Ind. 2. 3. 

consider, requite, recompense, M. 
for M. i. 2. 114; W.T. iv. 1. 18; iv. 
3. 806. 

consolate, console. A.W. iii. 2. 127. 
consort, company of musicians. 
Two G. iii. 2. 84; fellowship. Two 
G. iv. 1.64; keep company with. 
C08 1.2. 28 35 LL. Dav Lis 
M.N.D. iii. 2. 387. 

EmnneRs consistency. M.N.D. v. 
constant, steady. Tp. ii. 2. 113; 
self-possessed, M. of V. iii. 2. 248; 
uniform. As. iii. 5. 122; consistent. 
Tw.N. iv. 2. 50. 

constantly, confidently. M. for M. 
iv. 1. 23. 

conster, construe, explain. Tw.N. 
iii. 1, 59. 

contagious, pestilential. M.N.D. 
ii. 1. 90. 

contain, retain, keep in one’s pos- 
session. M. of V.v. 1. 201. 

contemptible, contemptuous, 
M.A. ii. 3. 185. 

contempt of question, beyond 
question. Tw.N. ii. 5. 90. 

contempts, blunder for ‘ contents’. 
L.L.L. 1.1, 186. 

content you, restrain yourselves. 
T. of S. ii. 1. 334. 

continent, that which contains. 
M.N.D. ii. 1. 92; that which com- 
prises. M. of V. iii. 2. 130. : 

continue, let live. M. for M. iv. 3. 
85. 

contract, marriage. W.T. v. 1. 204. 

contracting, mutual agreement. 
M. for M. iii. 2. 289, 


evil sur- 


ND 
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contrarious, self-contradictory. 
M. for M. iv. 1. 63. . 

contrary, wrong. M. of V. i. 2. 94; 
opposite side. -T. i. 2. 372. 

contrive, conspire. M. of V. iv. 1. 
351; pass the time. T. of S. i. 2. 274. 

=e to call to account. Tp. i. 2. 
436, 


oe propriety. A.W. iii. 

i 

convenient, befitting. M. for M. 
iv. 3.105; M. of V. iii. 4. 56. 

“opine: is convenient. Tw.N. v. 
1. 383. 

convented, summoned. M. for M. 
Vv. dr 138. 

conversation, behaviour. M.W. 
Ai. 1.24; intercourse. A.W. i. 3. 232. 

converse of breath, conversation. 
L.L.L. v.:2. 730. 

conversion, change of character. 

As. iv. 3. 136. 

convertite, convert. As. v. 4. 184. 

conveyance, impossibie, incredi- 
ble dexterity. M.A. ii. 1. 242. 

convoy, escort, means of convey- 
ance. A.W. iv. 3. 893 iv. 4. 10. 

cony, rabbit. As. iii. 2. 338. 

cony-catch, cheat, trick. M.W. i. 
1. 122 5). & ce. 

copatain hat, high-crowned hat. 
T. of S. v. 1. 67. 

cope, requite. M. of V. iv 1. 411; 
come into contact with. As. ii. 1. 
67; (W.T. iv: 3. 43h. 

copulatives, persons about to be 
coupled in marriage. As. v. 4. 57. 

copy, subject-matter, theme. C. of 
E. v. 1. 62. 

pele Fr courage. Tp. v. 1. 258; 
A.W. ii. 5, 94. 

coram, blunder for ‘quorum’. 
M.W. i. 1.6. 

coranto, kind of dance. A.W. ii. 3. 
46; Tw.N. i. 3. 133. 

arg 7 pose ravenous. L.L.L. i. 
corner-cap, three-cornered cap, 
biretta. L.L.L. iv. 3. 50. 

cornuto, cuckold. M.W., iii. 5. 71. 
coroliary,surplus,supernumerary. 
TpHive det 

corporal of the field, 
camp. L.L.L. iii. 1. 189. 
“sept inema responsive. Tp. i. 
corrupt, misquote. A.W. i. 3. 80. 
costard, apple of large size, head. 
M.W. iii. 1. 14. 

cote, cottage. As. ii. 4. 81; iii. 2. 422. 

Cotsall, Cotswold. M.W. i. 1. 88. 
could, would. As. i. 2. 246. 
countenance, feigned appearance. 
M. for M. v. 1. 119; patronage. As. 
i. 1.17; honour. T. of S. iv. 1. 96. 
counter, following the scent inthe 
reverse direction. C. of H. iv. 2.39; 
worthless wager. As. ii. 7. 63. 
mprieee ee likeness. M. of V. iii. 
z%. Lio. é 


aide-de- 
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Counter-gate, gate of prison at- 
tached to city court. M.W. iii. 3. 
76. 


countermand, forbid. C. of E. iv. 2. 
37 


counterpoint, quilt, counterpane. 
T. of S. ii. 1. 344. 

count of, reckonon. A.W. iv.3. 231. 

county, count. M.A.iv. 1.319; &e. 

couplement, couple, pair. L.L.L. 
v. 2: 529. 

couplet, couple. Tw.N. iii. 4. 388. 

courses, points of the compass. 
pal. lool. 

coursing, chasing. L.L.L. iv. 3.2. 

courtship, courtliness. L..L. v. 2. 
364; court life. As. ili. 2. 344. 

cousin, nephew. M.A.i. 2. 1; niece. 
As. i. 3, 41; Tw.Nii. 3.5; unele. 
Tw.Nn. i. 5. 126. 

covent, convent. M. for M.iv. 3.131. 

cover, wear hats. M. of V. ii. 9. 44; 
lay the cloth for a meal. M. of “V. 
lilLd..al; AS, 11. 5. 30. 

coverture, shelter. M.A. iii. 1. 30. 

cowardship, cowardice. Tw. N. 
iii. 4, 399. 

cowl-staff, staff thrust eK 
handles of a tub to carry it. M. 
iii. 3. 145. 

coxcomb, cap worn by professional 
fool. M.W. v. 5. 144; T. of S. ii0d. 
223; head. Tw.N. v. 1.190; fool, fop. 
Tw.N. v. 1.207. 

Cox my passion, an oath, ‘God’s 
my passion . A.W. y. 2. 41. 

coy, caress. M.N.D. iv. 1. 2. 
coystril, knave, base 
Tw.N. i. 3y 41. 

cozen, cozener, cheat. M.W. iv. d. 
65, 91, 92: 

cozenage, fraud, deceit. M.W. iv. 
5..62; C.of EB. i. 2: 97. 

cozier, cobbler. Tw.N. ii. 3. 93. 
crab, crab-apple.. Tp. ii. 2. 167; 
L.L.L. v. 2. 920; M.N.D. ii. 1. 48; 
sour person. T. of 8. ii. 1. 227. 
crack, boast. L.L.L. iv. 3. 265; flaw. 
W.-T. i..2./322. 

crack-hemp, gallows’-bird. T. of 
S. v. 1. 46. 

craven, cock that is not ‘game’. 
T. of S. ii. 1, 225, 
crazed, impaired, 
M.N.D. i. 1. 92 
cream, form a scum on the sur- 
face. M. of V.i. 1. 89. 

credence, confidence. A.W. iii. 3, 2. 
credent, creditable, reputable. M. 
for M. iv. 4. 27; credible. W.T. 
i. 2. 143. 

credit, credulity. C. of E. iii. 2. 22; 
honour. T. of S. iv. i. 101; report. 
Tw.N. iv. 3. 6. 
crest, badge 
Dds. iv, 3.258. 
crews, bands. TwoG. iv.1. 74. 
cried upon... loss, gave the cry 
when the scent seemed utterly 
lost. T. of S, Ind, 1, 23. 


fellow. 


unsound. 


(i.e. brightness). 
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a rippled, wrinkled. Tp. iv. 1. 


M. of V. iii. 2. 92 

critic, critical, censor, censorious, 
en 1.178; iv. 3.167; M.N.D. 
Vv 

by 8 withered old woman, W.T. 
ii 

a coin. L.L.L. i. 2. 33 

12 


ae: closely and stiffly curled. 


3) Agaii. 


cross-gartered,cross-gartering, 
having garters gases on legs. 
Tw.N. ii. 5. 159; iii. 

crowner, coroner. Tw. N; oo 137. 
— pack of hounds. M.N.D. iv. 1. 


tay merey, ask forgiveness. M.W. 
ill. 0, 

Shige. bedchamber, Tw.Nvii.i. | 

cuckoo- -buds, buttercup, marsh | 
marigold, cowslip. L.l.L. v. 2. 891. 

ee, part assigned. M.W. iii. 3. 35; 

Dy iiis 1, 73: 
cullion, base fellow. T. of S. iv. 2 


cunning, clever, skill. M.A. v. 1 
227; &c. 

Cupid’s. flower, love-in-idleness, 
heartsease. M.N.D. iv. 1. 74. 
curd, curdle. A.W. i. 3. 147. 
curious, particular, cautious. T. of 
S. iv. 4.36; A.W. i. 2,20; W-.T.iv. 
3. 521. 

curious-knotted, laid out 
elaborate plots. L.L.L. i. 1, 242. 
curiously, carefully. A.W iv.3.34. 
curst, erVverse, seg pores iP 
Two G. iii. 1. 341; 

eurtal, having tail docked. M.W. 
nivit. 108 ; C. of KE, iii. 2. 158. See 
A.W, ii. 3. 62. 
curtle-axe, cutlass. As. i. 3. 116. 
cust-alorum, gor for *custos 
rotulorum ’, M.W.i. 1. 
custard-coffin, crust, of ‘custard,’ 
or open pie. T. of S. iv. 3. 82. 
custom, trade. W.T, v. 2. 103, 


in 





customer, associate. C. of E. iv. 4. 
61; prostitute. A.W. v. 3. 287. 

custom, with a, from habit. W.T. 
Ive dy 12, 

cut, ‘cut-tail horse,’ or gelding; 
term of abuse. Tw.N. ii. 3. 190. 

cut and longtail, all of every sort. 
M.W. iii. 4. 47. 

cuts, draw, cast lots. C. of E. v. 1. 
425. 

cypress, ?coftin of cypress-wood. 

w.N. ii. 4. 52; Cyprus crape. 

ee Pil. 4. 525 iii. 1.125; W.T. iv. 


Gate to thrust aside. M.A. ii. 3.174; 
v. 1. 78. 
bate ve worthy of condemna- 
tion. As, v. 2. 62. 

_ damosella, a young unmarried 
girl. L.L.L. iv. 2. 130; 
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dan, an honourable title=Master, 
Sir. L.L.L. iii, 1, 182. 

danger, mischief. M. of V. iv. 1. 38; 
powertoinjure. M. of V. iv. 1. 178. 
ati ma re threatening. M.A. v. 


Suan damp. C. of E. v. 1. 248. 

po in darkness. M.N.D. ii. 2. 
2) 

darkly, secretly. A.W. iv. 3. 11. 

dash, infusion, tinge. W.T. v. 2.117; 
abash. L.L.L. v. 2. 576. 

oy work of a et LTE coarse 
work. M.W. iv. 2. 175. 

a. bed, couch, lounge. Tw.N. ii. 5. 

ne cine dairy-woman. L.L.L. 
i 

dazzling, dazzled. L. L.L. i. 1. 82. 

dead, deadly. M.N.D. iii. 2.57; W.T. 
iv. 3. 441. 

deadly, deathly. C. of BE. iv. 4. 94; 

mortally, A.W. v. 3. 117; death: 

like. Tw.N. i. 5. 273. 

deaf, deafen. L.L.L. v. 2. 859. 

dear, precious. M.A. i. 1. 127; 

grievous. J..1.L. v. 2. 859: costly. 
M.N.D, i. 1. 2495; devoted. W.T, 
ii. 3. 149, 

npr vegan part. Tp. ii. 1. 136; 
best. L.L.L. ii. 1.1. 

debate, contest. 4 L.L. i. 1. 70; con- 

troversy. M.N.D. ii. 1.116; dispute. 
A.W. i. 2.75. 

debatement, deliberation. M. for 

M. v.1. 100. 

aetiio: weak. A.W. ii. 3. 38. 

deboshed, debauched, seduced. 

Fpl iii, 2:27" A.W. ii, 3.141, 

debted, indebted. C. of K.iv.1. 31. 

deceivable, deceptive. Tw. N. iv. 3. 

21. 

decern, concern. M.A. iii. 5. 4. 

decipher, distinguish. C. of E. v. 
1. 336. 


deck, sprinkled. Tp. i. 2. 155. 
decline, incline,lean. C. of E. iii. 2. 
44, 145. 

declining head, head declining, T. 
of 8. Ind. 1.119. 

ape oon dedicated. M. for M. ii. 


dedication, Tw.N. 
v. 1. 82. 

deep-mouthed, having a deep- 
sounding bark. T. of S. Ind. 1. 18, 
deface, cancel. M. of V. iii. 2. 300. 

default, failure, absence. C. of H.i. 
2. 52. 


1s ODe 
default, in the, at a pinch. A.W. 
ii. 3. 233. 
defeat, cheat. M.N.D. iv. 1. 159. 
defeat, made, brought ned the 
destruction. M.A. iv. 1. 47. 
defeature, marring of features, 
C. of EK, ii. 1. 98; v. 1. 300. 
eet bbeinaertos effect’. M.N.D. 


defense ‘forbid. M.A. ii. 1, 93; iv. 2. 
20. 


devotedness. 
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re ada rejection. M. for M. iii. 1 3 
deaeancons resolved. M. for M. v. 
423. 

bi ger ict a hateful. 
C. of E. v. 
defy, disdain, set at naught. As. 


epil.18; Tw.N. iii. 4. 103. 
degree, step towards. Tw.N. iii. 1. 


misshapen, 
1. 299. 


deign, deign to accept. Two G. i. 1. 


delighted, accustomed to delight. 
M. for M. iii. 1. 119. 

deliver, relate. Tp. v. 1. 313; &c.; 
liberate. Tw.N. v. 1. 317. 

demean, behave. C. of Eviy. 3. 84; 
v. 1. 88. : 
demurely, ets anaffected gravity. 
M. of V. ii. 2. 191. 

denay, refusal. Tw.N. ii. 4. 124. 

denier, a Frenchcoppercoin of very 
small value. T. of S. Ind. 1. 9. 
denunciation, formal announce- 
ment. M. for M. i. 2. 151. 

deny, refuse. Tw.N. iv. 1.58; W.T. 
v. 2. 132. 

depart, departure. TwoG. v. 4. 97; 
part. L.L.L. ii. 1. 146 

depending, dependent, condition- 
ed. M. for M. iii. 2. 2 

at bal decry, disparage. M.A. 

95. 


cecctaciact deputyship. M. for M. 
i. 1. 20. 

derivative, transmission by de- 
scent. W.T. iii. 2. 43 

derived, descended. Two G.v. 2. 23; 
M.N.D.i. 1. 99. 

dekount. accompaniment to a mu- 
sical theme. Two G. i. 2. 91. 
desperate, daring. As. v. 4. 32; 
hopeless. Tw.N. 11. 2. 8; reckless. 
Tw.N. v. 1. 64. 

despite, spite. M.A. ii. 2. 30 
nation. Tw.N. iii. 4. 229. 
detected, accused. M. for M. iii. 2. 


; indig- 


determinate, intended. Tw.N. ii. 
bid WE 

determine, assign. M.forM.i.1.38; 
limit. M. for M. iii. 1. 68. 

detest, blunder for ‘protest’. M.W. 
i. 4. 145; M. for M. ii. 1. 68, 7: 

> conceptions, aims. ‘As. a> dh, 


devote, devoted. T. of S. i. 1. 32. 
dewlap,loose skin aboutthe throat. 
Tp. iii. 3.45; M.N.D. ii. 1. 50;iv.1.124. 
Dian’s bud, ?bud of Agnus Castus, 
or Chaste Tree. M.N.D. iv. 1. 75. 
diaper, napkin. T. of S. Ind. 1.57. 
dibble, pointed instrument tomake 
pele for planting seeds. W.T. iv. 


die, dice, W.T. iv. 2. 26. 

diet, fix. A.W-iv.3.305 limit. A.W. 
Veo. 221, 

diet, takes, observes a regimen. 
TwoG. ii, 1. 25, 
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difference, i. c. in our social status, 

WT. iv. 3. 1% 

diffused, confused. M.W. iv. 4. 55. 

digested, absorbed. A.W.v. 3. 74. 

digress, deviate from my promise. 

T. of S. iii. 2. 107. 

digression, moral deviation. L.L.L. 

1.2. 11s 

Tee den, sive you good even- 
L.L.L. iv. 1, 42. F 

dilate, relate. C. of EF. i, 1. 122. 

dilated, prolonged. A.W. ii. 1. 58. 

dildo, a word used in the refrains 

of ballads. W.T. iv. 3. 195. 

dimension, bodily shape. Tw.N. 

5. 269; v. i. 239. 

disable, disparage, undervalue. 

M. of V. ii. 7,30; As. iv. 1. 32; v. 4. 

77; cripple. M. of V.i. 1. 123. 

discase, unrobe, undress. Tp. v. 1. 

85 WIE tv. '3. 641. 

discharge, performance. Tp, ii. 1. 

255; perform, M.N.D.i.2. 91; iv. 2. 

8; Y. i. 204, 

discipled, educated. A.W. i. 2. 28. 

discontenting,disconten He Ww. yt 

iv. 3. 539, 

SE Let carer ee 
12 

discover, eee reveal, expose. 

M. for M. iii. 1.191; &c.; recognize. 

M. for M. iy. 2. 175. 

discovery, disclosure. W.T.i. 2.441. 

ee ee as ,divest. TwoG,. 

iv 

dishonest, dishonesty, immodest, 

unchastity. M.W. iv. 2.1333 As. v. 


—s express dislike of. As. v. 4. 


disliken, disguise. W.T. iv. 3. 660. 
dismount, unsheathe. Tw.N. iii. 4. 


disorders, misconduct. Tw.N. ii.3 
yy ee with, excuse. M. for M. 
ad . 133; put up with. C. of £. ii. 1. 
dispose, control. Two G. ii. 7. 86; 
C. of E. i. 1. 20. 

disponed; inclined to merriment. 
ere ii. 1. 248; -v. 2. 467; Tw.N. ii. 

fora} 


disputable, disputatious. As. ii. 5. 


dispute, discuss. W.T. iv. 3. 407, 
dissemble, discuise. Tw.N. iv. 2. 4. 
Ree cna blunder for ‘assembly’. 
M.A. iv. 2 
dissolutely, dissolved, blunders 
for‘ resolutely ’, ‘resolv ed’. M.W. 
i. 1. 246. 
distemper, disorder. Tw.N. ii.1. 5. 
distemperature, disorder. C. of E. 
v. 1.82; M.N.D. ii. 1.106. 
distempered, out of humour, Tp. 
iv. 1.145; diseased. Tw.N. i, 5, 94, 
distinctly, separately. Tp. i. 2. 200. 
eT ene distinction. 
li : 
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disvelne, depreciate. M. for M. v. 


disvouch, disown. M. for M.iv. 4. 1. 

ast ring, daily circuit. A.W. 
ii. 1. 164. 

diverted, turned from natural 
course, As. ii. 3. 37, 

diviner, sorceress. CO, of H. iii. 2.151. 

divulge, proclaim. M.W, iii. 2. 41; 
A.W. ii. 1.1733 Tw.N. i. 5. 268. 

do, describe. W.T. v. 2. 61. 

doff, put off. T. of S. iii. 2. 100. 

dog-ape, baboon. As. ii. 5. 26. 

dog-weary, dog-tired. T. of S. iv. 2. 
6 


), 

doit, a small Dutch coin, worth 
about half a farthing. Tp. ii. 2.31; 
M. of V. i. 3. 138, 

dole, sorrow. M.N.D. v. 1. 276; As. i. 
2. 129; share. A.W. ii. 3.172; W.T. 
i. 2. 163. 

dominical, red letter in calendar 
indicating Sunday. L.L.L. v. 2.44. 

ae doting love. M.A. ii. 3. 173, 


double-dealer, unfaithful in love 
or marriage. M.A. v. 4. 114. 

doubt, suspect. M.A. v. 1. 118. 

doubt, made a, expressed a fear. 
L.L.L. v. 2. 101. 

dowle, one of the fibres of a feather. 
Tpsii. 8. 65, 

doxy, rogue’s mistress. W.T. iv.2. 2. 

drab, lewd woman. W.T. iv. 2. 26. 

draff, refuse, swill given to pigs. 
M.W., iv. 2. 104. 

draw, take draught of liquor. Tp. 
ii. 2. 146; draw liquorfor customers. 
M.W.i.3.10; drawinstrumentfrom 
case, or draw bow across fiddle. 
M.A. v. 1.128; draw back, M. of V. 
ii. 9.1; Tw.N.i. 5. 240; receive. M. 
of V. iv. 1. 87. 

draw dryfoot, track game by the 
peed scent of the foot. C. of E. iv. 


drawer, a tapster. M.W. ii. 2. 157. 

drawn, with drawn swords. Tp. ii. 
1, 309; M.N.D. iii. 2. 402; drunk. 
Tp. ii. 2. 146, 

dread, revered. W.T. i. 2. 322. 

dreadfully, with terrors. M.forM. 
iv. 2, 143. 

dribbling, falling short or wide of 
mark. M. for M.i. 3. 2. 

drive, commute. M. of V. iv. 1. 371. 

drollery, comic play. Tp. iii. 3. 21. 

Srowiels dealer in cattle. M.A.ii 1. 
194, 

drumble, dawdle. M.W. iii. 3. 145. 

Drum’s entertainment, John, 
rough reception, turning an un- 
welcome guest out of doors. “A.W. 
iii. 6. 39. } 

- dry, thirsty. Tp. i. 2.112; Tw.N.i. 5. 
45; insipid. Tw.N. i. 5. 42. 

dry-beat, beatsoundly. L.L.L. v. 2. 


264. 
ducat, Italian silver coin, worth 
about 3s.6d. M. of V.i.3.1; &e. 
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dnello, laws of the duel. L.L.L. 
i. 2. 1773 Tw.N. iii. 4. 316. 

dump, plaintive melody or song. 
Two G. iii. 2.85; M.A. ii. 3. 71. 

durance, imprisonment. M. for M. 
iii. 1. 66; Tw.N. v. 1. 278. 

durance, suit of, suit made of stout 
durable cloth (play on same word 
meaning ‘ imprisonment’). C. of E, 


iv. 3. 25. 


Tee, timeof bearing lambs. 
M. of V.i. 3.85. 
eanling, younglamb. M.of V.i.3.77. 
ear, plough. A.W. i. 3. 44. 
earnest, serious, with quibble, 
‘earnest’as pledge, token. Two G. 
ii. 1.158; C. of E. ii. 2.24; part pay- 
ment. M.A. ii.1.40; W.T. iv. 3. 653. 
earthed, buried. Tp. ii. 1. 235. 
ebbing, declining in fortune. Tp. 
ii. 1.227. 
ecstasy, state of being ‘beside one- 
self’; frenzy or stupor caused by 
fear or passion. Tp. 1ii. 3.108; &c, 
effect, accomplishment. Two G. i. 
1. 50; expression. M. for M. iii. 1. 
24; sign, symptom. M.A. ii. 3.113; 
purport, significance. As. iv. 3, 35. 
effigies, likeness. As. ii. 7. 196. 
eggs for money, take, put up with 
an aftront. W.T. i. 2. 162. 
eglantine, sweet-brier. M.N.D. ii. 


1. 252. 
Egypt gipsy. M.N.D.v.1. 11. 
eight aad, six, alternate lines of 
wane and six syllables. M.N.D. iii. 
i: 


eke, also, moreover. M.W. i.3. 97; 
ii. 3.71; M.N.D. iii. 1. 92. 

eld, people of the oldtime. M. W. iv. 

. 36; age. M. for M. iii. 1. 36. 

elder, heart of, weak, faint-heart- 
ed. M.W. ii. 3. 28. 

element, air. Tw.N.i. 1.26; sphere. 
Tw.N. iii. 1. 61. 

elf, fairy. Tp. v. 1.33; M.N.D.v. 2.23. 

else, elsewhere. Two G. iv. 2. 127. 

embassage, embassy, message con- 
fided to an ambassador. M.A. i. 1. 
276. 

embattled, fortified. M.W. ii. 2. 247. 

emboss, drive to extremity. A.W. 
iii. 6. 103. , 

embossed, foaming at mouth with 
exhaustion. T. of S. Ind. 1.17; swoll- 
en. AS. ii. 7. 67. . 

embowelled, exhausted. A, W. i. 3. 
239, h: 

empoison, envenom, 
M.A. iii. 1. 86. 

enchantingly, as though enchant- 
ed. As. i. 1. 162. 

enchantment, love-charm. Tw.N. 
iii, 1. 116. 

encounter, adversary. L.L.L. v. 2. 
82; greeting. T. of S. iv. 5. 54; 3 
toward. Tw.N. iii. 1. 76; befall 
W.T, ii. 1.20; behaviour. W.T. iii. 
2. 48. . 


embitter. 
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ena, ati an, continually. Do G. 
iv 
end, there an, there is an ends 
Two G. i, 3. 65. 
onde Pazmentt remnants. M.A. 
1 
enfolding, garment. W.T. iv. 3. 740. 
enforced, violated. M.N.D. iii. 1.198. 
enforcement, argument. As. ii. 7. 
118. 
enfreedoming, brin 
state of freedom. L. 
engage, pledge. 
As. v. 4. 166. 
engine, instrument of war. Tp. ii. 
1.162; instrument. TwoG. iii. 1. 138. 
enlarge, release. Tw.N. v. 1. 280. 
enlargement,release, L.L. L.iii.1.5. 
eumew, mew up, keep under. 
M. for M. iii. 1. 89. 
enow, enough. M. of V. iii. 5. 20. 
ge hs shelter. M.W. ii. 2. 26; 
i 
enshield, shielded, coneealed. M. 
for M. ii. 4. 81. 
entame, tame. As, iii. 5,48, 
entertain, hire, take into service. 
Two G, ii. 4. 105; &e.; maintain. 
M. of V.i. 1. 90; desire to keep. 
M. for M- iii. 1. 73. 
entertainment, employment, ser- 
vice. A.W. iii. 6.12; iv. 1. 16; treat- 
ment. “Tw.N. i, 5. 221, 
entrenched, cut. A.W. ii. 1. 45. 
envious, malicious, spiteful. M. of 
V. iii. 2. 283. 
envy, malice, spite. Tp. i. 2. 258; 
M. of V. iv. 1. 10. 
Ephesian, Nees companion. M.W. 
1V..o.,dic 
epithet, phrase, expression. M.A. 
v. 2.653 L.L.L. iv. 2. 8 
epitheton, epithet, 
L.L.L..i. 2. 14. 
equal, impartial. L.L.L. iv. 3. 381. 
Ercles, Hercules. M.N.D. i. 2. 29. 
erection, direction. M.W. iii. 5. 39. 
erewhile, some time ago. M.N.D. 
iii. 2. 274; As, ii. 4. 87. 
eringoes, candied root of sea holly, 
used as sweetmeat. M.W. v. 5. 21. 
erring, wandering. As. iii. 2. 130. 
erst, little while since. As, iii. 5. 94. 
escapes, sallies. M. for M. iv. i. 64. 
agghonns avoid, escape. M.W. v. 5. 
oO 
estate, ester, Settle. Tp. iv. 1. 85; 
M.N.D. i. 1 ; As, v. 2: 1h; state. 
M. of V. iii. 2. 237 ; ; rank. ALW. iii. 
7.43; wealth. W.T. iv. 2. 41; affairs. 
W.T. iv. 3. 407. 
estenms high estimation. A.W. v. 
ontimabler valuable. M. of V. i. 3. 


ing into a 
» Le Lit, 1.124. 
M.A. iv. 1. 336; 


appellation. 


estimable wonder, admiring 
judgement. Tw.N. ii. 1. 27. 
estimate, claim to be considered 
in the valuation of. A.W. ii. 1. 182. 
Ethiop, black. As. iv. 3. 35. 
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even, equal, act up to. AW. 1.3.3; 
in exact agreement. Tw.N. v. 1. 
241. 

even, make, grant. A.W. ii. 1. 193; 
full. A.W. v. 3. 327. 

ever, always. M.N.D. i. 1. 150. 
everlasting garment, 2the buff 
jerkin of a sergeant. C. of E. iv. 2 
33. 


evitate, ay oid. M.W. v. d. 241. 
examine, question. A.W. iii. 5. 62. 
example, justify by examples. 
L.L.L.i.2. 115; to exemplify. .L.L. L. 
iii. 1. 84. 

exceed, be pre-eminent. M.A. iii. 4. 
17. 

except before excepted, a seus 
phrase, ‘make objection’. Tw.N 
12F7: 

excess, interest. M. of V. i. 3.60. 
excommunication, blunder for 
‘communication’. M.A. iii. 5. 65. 
excrement,hair, meme beard. 
C.of E. ii. 2.84; 

exempt, Scpecitod “C.of E. ii. 2. 180; 
remote. As. ii.1.15; exclude. A. Ww. 
ii. 1, 1973 

exhibition, allowance, mainten- 
ance. Two G. i. 3. 69. 

exorcist, raiser of spirits. A.W. v. 
3. 305. 

expect, await. = of V. v. 1:49; ‘be- 
lieve. T. of S. iv. 4. 91. 

expedient, expediently, expedi- 
tious, expeditiously. As. iii. 1. 18; 
A.W. ii. 3. 182. 

experimental seal, stamp of ex- 
perience. M.A. iv. 1. 168. 

exploit, action, combat. A.W. i. 2. 
17; iv. 1.39. 

exposition, blunder for ‘disposi- 
tion’. M.N.D. iv. 1. 41. 
expostulate, discuss. Two G. iii. 1. 


express, put thoughts into words. 
Tw.N. ii. 1. 15. 

expressive, open or emphatic in 
expression. A.W. ii. i. 53. 

expressure, expression. Tw.N. ii. 
3. 159; image, picture. M.W. v. 5. 
70. 


premeditation. L.L.L. i. 

extent, seizure. As. iii. ae 17; as- 
sault. Tw.N. iv. 1. 53. 

eee ore mitigate. M.N.D. i. 1. 


evteni pdraiy able to speak Sane TE 


extermined, exterminated. As. iii. 
5. 88. 

extirp, root out. M. for M. iii. 2. 109. 
cee eer ?distracting. Tw.N. v. 
1. ? 

brie oe eh vagrancy. Tw.N. 
li. 1, 12. 

extravagant, irregular, 
tical. L.L.L. iv. 2. 67. 
extremes, rhea measures, ex- 
cess. W.T.iv. 
extremity, ene 
M.W. iv. 2. 72; 


fantas- 


resource. 
. extravagance. 
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M.W. iv. 2. 159; extreme rigour. 
C. of E. v. st 2 
as-musket, young hawk; spright- 
y child. M. Wi iii. ot x 
eye, slight shade, inwea. “Tp. ii. 1.55; 
limits. M. of V. i. 1. 137. 
opnapanes LLL. v.2. 207; M.N.D 
i 
face, brave. C. of EH. iii. 1.6; T. ofS. 
1vii34125; -v. 221: 
face out "of, bully out of, shame- 
joc ogee from. Tw.N. iv. 2. 
Vv. 
face With card of ten, work carry 
Pea by effrontery. T. of S. ii. 


facinorous, infamous. A.W, ii.3.34. 
Hoty crime, deed. M. for M. iv. 2. 
> Wak. 11.2. 84. 
acme power. A.W. i. 3. 224. 
fadge, fit, be suitable. L.L.L. v. 1. 
145; succeed. Tw.N. ii. 2. 33. 
ading, refrain.of popular song 
o Sees character. W.T. iv. 
fail, failure. W. T. ii. 3. 169; v. i. 27. 
fain,wish to. Tp. i. a ries AS. i, 2.159, 
faint, pale. M. 1, 215 
fair, fairness, eis oe of E. ii. 1. 
$s _&e.5 in state, finery. T. of S. ii. 


fair x befall, good luck to. T. of S.v. 
fairest grant is the necessity, 
best gift is that which meets the 
needs of case. M.A. iii. i. 313. 
fairing, present. L.L.L. v. 2. 2. 
faith, vow of friendship. M.A.i.1. 
73; honour, M.A. v. 4.8; religious 
faith, A. W. iv. 1. 79. 

Saath iaeey unbelieving. M. of V. ii. 


» 37. 
fall, let fall. Tp. ii. 1. 297; &c.; be 
allotted. M. of V.i.3.78; give birth 
to. M.of V.i.3.86; happen. M.of V. 
iii. 2. 208; A.W. v. 1. 37; sinking of 
the note, cadence. Tw.N. i. 1.4. 
fallow, of a reddish- -yellow colour. 
M.W.i. 1. 87, 
false, falsehood. M. for M. ii. 4. 171. 
falsing, deceptive. C. of E. ii. 2.102, 
familiar, s Sree: supposed to attend 
at call. L. RO. 
fancy, love. M. ie iii. 2. 30; &c. 
fancy- aK: free from powerof love. 
M.N.D.i x 
Penden tee dealer in love. As. 
iii. 2. 361. 
fancy-sick, love-sick. M.N.D. iii. 2. 


fantastic, fop. M. for M. Dram. 
Per.; foppish. Two G. ii. 7. 47. 
fantastical, fanciful, grotesque. 
M.A. ii, 1.75; imaginative. Tw.N. 
i. 1,15. 

fantasy, fancy. As. ii. 4. 30. 

fap, drunk. .W.i, ere, 

far, farther. W.T. iv. 3. 433. 
ne little pack. W. T. iv. 3. 716 ; 
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farthingale, framework of La 
of whalebone, for extending ski 
of rye shooped petticoat. 
ii. 7. 515 

fartnous, Stantier for ‘virtuous’, 
M.W. ii. 2. 96. 

fabhiouy: sorts. W.T. iii. 2. 103. 
ey foppish. M.A, 


woG. 


fashions, farcy, disease of horses. 
T. of S, iii. 2. 58. 
ac Oe fixedly. M. for M. i. 


fast and loose, cheating game. 
L.L.L. iii. 1. 108. 
fat, make fat. M.N.D. ii. 1.97; cloy- 
ing. Tw.N. voi. 109. « 
fated, fateful. A.W. i: 1. 223. 
fault, defect, misfortune. M.W. i. 
1. 91; iii. 3. 215; as hunting term= 
broken or lost scent. T. of 8. Ind.i. 
20; Tw.N. ii. 5. 133. 
favour, appearance, rg face. 
M. for M. iv. 2..323 present, 
tokenoflove. L.L.L. ¥.2.305 M.N.D. 
ii. 1.125 iv. 151. 
fay, faith. T. of S. Ind. ii. 81. 
fear, frighten. M. for M. ii. 1. 2; 
M. of V.ii.1.9; T. of S. i. 2. 209; peril, 
cause for fear. M.N.D.v. 1.21; fear 
for. M. of V. iii. 5.3; T.of S. v. 2.16. 
fearful, ins shee) awe, reverence, 
or terror. i. 2. 465; Tw.N. i. 5. 
213; timid. M. of V.i. 3.173. 
feater, more ——— Tp. ii, 1.274, 
featly, meet rte ully. Tp. i. 2. 
379; W.T. iv. 
feature, sivebraued face, form. 
TwoG. ii. 4.74; As. iii. 3.3; Tw.N. 
iii. 4. 376. 
federary, accomplice. W.T. ii. 1. 89. 
feed, pasturage. As. ii. 4. 81. 
feeder, servant. As. ii. 4. 97. 
feeding, pasturage. W.T. iv. 3. 169. 
feelingly, exactly. Tw.N. ii. 3. 161. 
fee-simple, cotter en posses- 
sion. A.W. iv. 3. 281. 
aot, _ ed, ncaa M.N.D. ii. 1. 
WN ie! 1, 22; fleece. As. iii. 2. 


fellow, equal, consort. Tp. ii. 1.275; 
&c.; accompany, be a partner. 
W.T. i. 2. 143. 

fellowly, sympathetic. Tp. v. 1. 64. 
fence, swordsmanship. M.W. i. 1. 
277; M.A. v.41. 75; Tw.N, iii. 4.:292. 
feodary, accomplice. M. for M. ii. 
4,. 123; 
gg crit 
L.L.L. iii. 
fetch in, eee confession from, 
M.A. i. 1. 221. 

fetch off, rescue. A.W. iii. 6. 20; 
make an end of. W. 1. i. 2. 334, 
few, yt in short. Tp. i. 2.144; T.ofS. 


i. 2.5 
souicae and truth, in rg words 
and true. M. for M. i. 4. 3! 
fico, fig, expression of contenant, 
M.W.i.3. 31. 


hastily, speedily. 
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field, battle. M. of V. ii. 1. 26. 
fife, wry-necked, fife with upper 
part reserapling the beak of a bird, 
or musician as cor ne from 
his instrument. M. of 
fights, screen used during ul 
engagement to pad ey crew of a 
Reese Ha ie oe ames) 
fii re, ure of speec wo G. ii. 
F130 aie L. i..2. 55; T. of Ssi. 2. 113; 
pee M.W. iv. 2.175; phan- 
tasm. M.W. iv. 2, 214; "typify. 
M.N.D. i. 1. 287. 
file, multitude, M. for M. iii. 2. 143. 
Sous smooth, polished. L.L.L. v. 1. 


fithy-mantled, covered 
scum. Tp. iy. 1. 182. 

find forth, discover. C. of E. i, 2373 
M. of V.i. 1, 148. 

fine, punish, punishment. M. for M. 

li. 2. tO: iii. 1.113; aim, end. M.A.i. 

1.242; - A.W. iv. 4. 35; smart, T. ofS. 

: ie 134; artful. A.W. v. 3. 268. 

fine and recovery, a ed 
oe M.W. iv. 2. 209; C.0 

2.8 

fine’s the crown, end crowns all. 
A.W. iv. 4. 35. 

finger in the eye, to put, to weep 
in a childish way. ©. of E. ii. 2. 213; 
T. of S. i. 1. 79. 

firago, virago. Tw.N. iii. 4. 282. 

fire, will-o’-the-wisp. M.N.D. iii. i. 
106. 


with 


fire-new, brand-new. L.L.L. i. 1. 
175; Tw.N. iii. 2:23, 

fit, suitable. Tw.N. iii. 1. 69. 

fives, a disease in horses. T. of S. 
iii. 2. 54. 

ARLERE, action of fixing. M.W. iii. 


fixure, direction. W.T. v. 3.67. 

flap-dragon, snap-dragon. raisin 
caught out of burning brandy and 
eaten. L.L.L. v. 1. 42. 
flap-dragoned, swallowed. W.T. 
ili. 3. 96. 

flat, unqualified, plain. M. for M.ii. 
2.131; nearly level tract covered by 
shallow water. M. of V.i. 1.26; iii. 
5 a undeniable truth. L.L.L. iii. 
Ras tong) with the flat side. Tp. ii. 
te dain completeness. W.T. iii. 2. 


ee with, deal falsely. Tw.N. i. 

flaunts, finery. W.T. iv. 3. 23. 

pew passiongia outburst. M.forM. 
ii 

flax- de Sto girl who dresses flax. 
W .Tait 252772 

fleer, ‘alice mock. M.A. v. 1. 58; 
L.L.L. v. 2. 109. 

fleet, company. M.A.ii.1.141; fade, 
die away. M. of V. iii. 2.108; pass. 
ival. 135; As. i: 1.116. 

flesh, satiate. A.W. iv. 3.16. 
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Rasthots eager for slaughter. Tw.N. 


flesh-fly, fly which deposits eggs 

in dead flesh. Tp. iii: 1. 63. 

flewed, having erpbellagd M.N.D. 

iv. 1. 122. 

flight, shooting with arrows the 

greatest possible distance. M.A.i. 
1. 38. 


rare floods, waters. M.N.D. ii. 1. 
103; M. of V.i. 1,10; iv. 1. 72. 
flote, wave. Tp. i. 2. 234. 

fiourish, embellish, gloss. over. 
M. for M. iv. 1.76; ee oe ae trum- 
pets. M. of V. iii. 

flout, flouting, sce mocking. 
M.A. is.1. 1825 &c. 

foil, put to, defeat, repulse. Tp. iii. 
1. 46. 


foin, thrust. M.W. ii. 3. 23; M.A. 
v. 1. 84. 

foison, plenty. we ye 1.1643. ivs1. 
110; M. for M. i. 4 


| folded, concealed. C “of E. iii. 2. 36. 


ce er intofolly. Tw.N. 

iii. 1. 70. 

fond, fondly, fondness, foolish, 
foolishly, foolishness. Two G. i. 1. 
52; &c.; valued by fools, trivial. 
M. for M. ii. 2. 149; doting. M. for M. 
1is2. 187; _.&e. ; dote. Tw.N. ii.-2. 34. 

fool, used as a term of endearment 
and pity. As. ii. 1. 22; W.Tvii. 1. 
117; Jester. T. of S. i. 1. 65. 

fool-begged, foolishly demanded. 
C. of E. ii. 1. 41. 

foot, kick, spurn. M. of V.i.3. 116; 
path. M. of V. ii. 4.35. 

foppery, folly. M. W.y.5. ph M. for 
M.i. 2. 136; M. of V. ii. 5. 

for, because. PIN DEQT2 ¢ aaa for 
fear of. Two G. i. 2. 133 ; of. M. of V. 
iii. 4.10; for want of. As. ii. 4. 73. 

force, enforce. M. for M. iii. 1. 108 ; 
scruple. L.L.L. v. 2.441; necessity. 
M:N.D. iii. 2.40; M. of V. iv. 1. 56; 
W.T. iv. 3. 430. 
forced, unnatural, 
W Dii.'3.. 783 iv. 3s41. 
forceful, strong. W.T. ii. 1. 162. 
fordone,wearied out. M.N.D.v. 2.4. 
*forehand, done at some earlier 
time. M.A. iv. 1.50. 

forehorse to a smock, squire of 
dames. A.W. ii. 1. 30. 

fore-past, former. A.W. v. 3.121. 
forfend, forbid. W.T. iv. 3. 537. 
forfeit, liable to or due as penalty. 
M. for M. ii. 2. 71, 73; &e.; trivial 
fine imposed for breach of rules. 
M. for M. v.31: 316. 

forge, create. W.T. iv. 3.17. 
forgery, invention. M.N.D. ii.1. 81. 
forgive, willexcuse. Tw.N. i. 5. 196. 
fork, forked tongue (popularly 
ory osed to be sting) of snake. 

or M. iii. 1.16. 

ree: horned. W.T. i. 2. 186. 
forked heads, forked (not barbed) 
arrow-heads. As. ii. 1. 24. 


constrained. 
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formal, normal, sane. C. of E. y. 1. 
105; Tw.N. ii. 5.121. 
ners just now. M. of V. iv. 1. 


forswore to have, denied having. 
C. of KE. v. 1. 11. 

forted, fortified. M. for M. v. 1. 12. 

forth, away from home. C. of E. ii. 
2.219; M.N.D.i. 1. 164. 

forth-right, straight course or 
path. Tp. iii. 3. 3. 

fortuna de la guerra, fortune of 
war. L.L.L. v. 2. 528. 

fortune, happen, chance Two G. 
v. 4. 169. 

foul, foulness, ugly, ugliness. As. 
iii. 3.37; &c, 

found, established, based. A.W. ii. 
1. an ; found out. A.W. ii. 3. 210; ii. 


4. 33. 
foundered, lame, disabled. Tp. iv. 


frame, form. M. for M. y. 1. 61; 
scheme, order. M.A. iv. 1. 130; 
L.L.L. iii. 1. 193; contrivance. 
M.A. iv. 1.191; devise, plan. M.A. 
Wilk bs SW JFs Wel Ok 

frampold, sour-tempered, disa- 
greeable. M.W, ii. 2. 89. 

franklin, yeoman. W.T. v. 2. 166. 

frankly, unconditionally. M.forM. 
iii. 1. 104. 

fraught, cargo. Tw.N.v.1.61; laden. 
Two G. iii. 2.70; M. of V. ii. 8. 30; 
W.T. iv. 3.521. 

fraughtage, cargo. OC. of E. iv.1. 88. 

cong ntlngs that formacargo. Tp. 
i. 2. 13. 

free, liberal. M. for M. v. i. 384; in- 
nocent. As. ii. 7.85; Tw.N. ii. 4.45; 
W.T. ii. 3.30; noble. Tw.N. i. 5. 268 ; 
W.'T. ii. 2.44; accessible. W.T. ii. 1. 
193; ready. W.T. iv. 3. 555. 

French crown, the baldness pro- 
duced by the ‘French disease’. 
M. for M. i. 2.538; M.N.D. i. 2. 95; 
AL Wi. 2. 22, 

fresh, spring of fresh water. Tp. iii. 
2.72; youthful. W.T. iv. 3. 429, 558. 

fret, chafe. M. of V. iv. 1. 77; ring 
of gut placed on finger-board of 
musical instrument to regulate 
fingering. T. of S. ii, 1. 149; spoil. 
TD OfS:, ak S21. 

friend, befriend, assist. M. for M. 
int. 20113; 

friend, at, as friend. W.T. v. 1. 140. 

friendships, kind services. W.T. 
iv. 1. 20. 

frippery, place where cast-off 
clothes are sold. Tp. iv. 1. 226. 

frize, coarse woollen cloth. M.W. 
v. 5, 144. 

frolic, mirthful, be mirthful. 
M.N.D. v. 2.17; T. of S. iv. 3. 183. 

from, differentto,apart from. M.A. 
iii, 1. 72; Tw.N.i. 5. 193; v..1. 334. 

froth and lime, make a tankard 
froth, and put lime into sack to 
make it sparkle. M,W.i.3. 14. 
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froward, pi natant T. of S. i. 1. 69. 
fruitful, fruitfully, abundant, 
guy: M. for M. iv. 3.157; A.W. ii. 
frustrate, fruitless, vain. Tp. iii. 3. 


frutify, a confusion of ‘notify’ 
with ‘fructify’. M. of V. ii. 2. 183. 

full, exactly. T. of S.i. 1. 199, 

a die loaded atcorner. M.W. 


i. 3. 86. 
full a gee fully laden. Two G. 
iii. 2. 70. 
fulsome, lustful. M. of V. i. 3. 84; 
cloying, wearisome from excess. 
Boag ie SOR M.A. iii. 1 
ress, equip. M.A. iii. 1. 
103; As. Epil. 10; WT. iv. 3. 595. 
furniture, furnishing. T. of S. iv. 
* ate harness of a horse. A.W. ii. 


gaberdine, loose upper garment. 
Tp. ii. 2. 37, 109; M. of V.i.3. 110. 
gaged, bound. M. of V. i. 1. 130. 
hg aufry, gallimaufry, hotch- 
otch, medley. M.W. ii. 1. 113; 
V.T. iv. 3. 333. 
gall, harass, oppress. W.T. i. 2. 316. 
galliard,lively dance intriple time. 
Tw.N. i. 3. 123. 
galliass, heavy low-built vessel, 
etl than a galley. T. of S. ii. 1. 
71 


gallows, gallows-bird. L.L.L. v. 2. 
12. 

gambold, gambol. T. of 8. Ind. 2. 
138. 


gamester, gambler. M.W. iii. 1.36; 
L.L.L. i. 2.423) athlete. As. i. 1.'159 ; 
term of contempt. T. ofS. ii. 1. 393; 
lewd person. A.W. v. 3. 188. 

gaping pig, pig dressed for table, 
with lemon in mouth. M. of V. iv. 
1.47. 

garden-house, summer- house. 
M. for M. v. 1. 205, 222. | 

garner, granary. Tp.iv.1.111. _ 

garvish, outfit, dress. M. of V. ii. 
6. 45. 

gaskins, breeches or hose. Tw.N. 
15426. 

gaud, gawd, trifle, finery. M.N.D. 
dode 3d civ. 1. 169% TofSii. 18, 

gave out split, abandoned (or 
proclaimed) as split. Tp. v. 1. 223. 

gear, matter, purpose. M. of V.i.1. 
110; ii. 2. 166. 

geck, fool, dupe. Tw.N. v. 1. 345. 

geided, gelt, maimed. L.L.L. ii.1. 
148; M.of V.v. 1.144. 

geminy, couple. M.W. ii.2.9. 

general, populace. M. for M. ii. 4. 
28. 


generation, offspring. W.T. ii. 1. 
n 


147. 
generative, having the power of 
generating. M. for M. iii. 2. 118. 
generous, noble, high-born. M. for 
M. iv. 6. 13; L.L.L. v. 1. 90. 
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genius, one of two opposed spirits 
by whom each person was sup* 
posed to be attended; spirit. Tp. 


iv.1.27; C.of E. v. 1.334; Tw.N. iii. 
4, 136, 
cones ww bearing, gentle 


birth. 126; As. i. 1.20. 
gentle, noble, weil: born. Tp.i.2. 465; 
W.T, 1. 2: 394 Ed cy one of 
good birth. M. iii. 2. 88; &c.; 
term of endearment. W.T. iv. 3. 46. 
gently, kindly. W.T. iv. 3. 806. 
gentry, rank by birth. M.W. 
52; W.T. i. 2. 393. 

germane, kin, related. W.T. iv. 3. 
784. 

gest, time allotted for a halt or 
stay. W.T.i. 2. 41. 

gesture, bearing. As. v. 2. 63. 

get the sun, i.e. at one’s back, not 
in one’s eyes. L.L.L. iv. 3, 366. 
get.within him, i.e. within his 
guard. C. of H. v. 1.34. 

giddily, lightly. Tw.N. ii. 4. 84. 
gifts, endowments. T. of S.i. 1. 106. 
sig, pe bapa top. L.L.L. iv.3. 164; 


iil. 


gigiot, lewd woman. M. for M. v. 


gill impart flush to. Tp. v. 1. 280. 
Gillian, Juliana. C. of E. iii. 1.31. 
gillyvors, gillyflowers (a variety 
of wall-flower). W.T. iv. 3. 82, 98. 
gin, snare. Tw.N. ii. 5.85. 

ging, gang. M.W. iv. 2.117. 
gingerly, carefully. Two G.i. 2. 68. 
Ginn, Jenny. C. of E. iii. 1. 31. 
gird, gibe, hit. T. of S.v. 2, 58. 
girdle, turn one’s, ? find harmless 
outlet for anger. M.A. v. i. 142. 


give, display as armorial bearing, 
bear. M.W. i. 1. 16; grant to be. 
W.'T. iii. 2. 94. 


give out, proclaim. W.T. iv. 3. 149. 
give over, leave. T. of S. i. 2. 104. 
once out, reports. M. for M. i. 


gisnbe allude, hint. C. of E. v.1.66; 
M.N.D. ii. 1. 75. 

glances, satirical allusions, side 
hits. As. ii. 7.5 

glass, hour- nee W.T. i. 2. 306. 
glasses, runnings of hour-glass. 
Tp.td. 2. 2403: v. i. 223 

glassy essence, essential nature 
of man. M. for M. ii. 2. 120. 

Swe jest or gibe. M.N.D. iii. 1. 


glib, castrate. W.T. ii. 1. 148. 
eiidey gliding movement. As. iv. 3. 


glozes,protences, disguises. L.L.L. 


phisd 62; 
wiv. 3. 217,708, 
goal, oint at issue. W.T. i. 2. 96. 

od bless the mark, phrase used 

as.apology after mentioning some- 
thing horrible or EEO woG. 

iv. 4.18; M.of V. ii..2. 22. 


glut, swallow greedily. 
go about, intend. W. 
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God dig you den, God ye good 
even, God give you a good even- 
ing. L.L.L. iv. 1.42; As, v. 1. 15. 

Go *ild, God shield. As. iii. 3. 73; 
v. 4.55. 

goes even, agrees. Tw.N. v. 1. 241. 

goes hard, sounds bad. T. of S. iv. 
2. 80. 

Gogs-wouns, God’s wounds, an 
oath. T. of S. iii. 2. 160. 

go in, join in. M.A.i.1. 184. 

golden world, golden age. As. i. 1. 
116. 

good, financially sound. M. of V.i. 
3. 12, 16. 

—e deed, in very deed. W.T. i. 


goad den, good even. M.A. iii. 2. 77. 
good even and twenty, twenty 
good evenings. M.W. ii. 1. 187. 
good-jer, good year, a meanin 
ney expletive. M.W.i.4.117; M. 

i. 3.11. 

good leave, willing permission. AS. 
i. 1.102; Mvof'V. iii. 2. 324. 

good life, lifelike truth, Tp. iii. 3. 
86; good name. M.W. iii. 3. 118. 
good life, song of, moral song. 
Tw. N. ii. 3. 36, 38. 

good shipping, Hie voyage! good 
luck. T. of S. v. i. 4 

gorge, throat, Helen ve W.T. ii. 1. 


pans, gorse. Tp. iv. 1. 180. 

gossip, woman’s female friend, 
invited to be present at a birth. 
Two G. iii. 1. 269; C. of E. v. i. 408; 
to act as sponsor. A.W. i. 1. 180; 
make merry. Cc. of E. v. 1. 410, 422; 
sponsor. W.T. ii. 3.41. 

gossips’ bowl, used at christening 
feasts. M.N.D. ii. 1. 47. 

go through, dealin succession. M. 
for M. ii. 1. 275. 

gounder, passas. A.W. iii. 5. 20. 
See a kind of false dice. M.W. 


government, in, under control. 
M.N.D. v. 1. 123. 

grace, favour granted. M.N.D. ii. 
2.89; T. of S.i. 2. 130; gain honour. 
As.iv 1. ae favour. A.W. v. 2.49; 
~ T. iii. 2. 46; virtue. Tw. N. v. 


1. 33. 
gracefal, full of nobility. W.T. 


gracious, attractive, pleasing, in 
favour. M.A.iv. 1.109; &c.; pros- 
perous. W.T. iii. 1. 22; endowed 
with grace. W.T. iv. 1. 27. 

graff, graft. As. ili. 2.117. 
grafted in my serious trust, 
trusted absolutely. W.T. i. 2. 246. 


ge furrowed. C. of E. v. 1. 
grain, we shee enuine, in the ver 
nature. . did, 25112; Tw. 
i. 5. 244. 
gramercy, thanks. M. of V. ii. 2. 


120; T. of S, i. 1, 41. 
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ig ein grandmother. M. of V. 
li, 2. % 

eae country house. M.for M. 
lil. 1. 263; granary. W.T. iv. 3. 306. 
othe upon, harassed with im- 
portunities. M.W. ii. 2. 7. 
gratify, fee, reward. M. of V.iv. 1. 
405; T. of S. 1,2. 271. 

gratillity, blunder for ‘ gratuity.’ 
Tw. N. ii. 3. 26. 

gratulate, pleasing. M. for M. y. 
I. 525. 

By engrave, cut. M. of V. ii. 
gravel, stony. M. for M. iv. 3. 65. 
graveiled, at astandstill. As. iv. 1. 
70. 


L.L.L. iv. 1. 


Greek, roysterer. Tw. N. iv. 1.18. 

green, ? fresh, or freshly greased. 
Ree ete 2 217. 

oe, grievances. Two G. v. 4. 
42 

grim-looked, hard-featured, ugly. 
M.N.D. v. 1. 170. 

grize, step, stair. Tw. N. iii. 1. 129. 

zie, sprinkling of grey hairs. 

Tw.N. v. 1. 165. 

groat, English coin worth about 
athe I. W. 3.7. 152, 


(U. 
greasily, indecently. 
137. 


gross, palpable. M. for M. i. 2.158: 


A.W. 1.3.170; total. As. iv. 1. 189. 
grossly, awkwardly. M.W. ii. 2. 
rE obviously, palpably. C. of E. 
2.178; A.W.i.3.176; materially. 
M. of V. v. 1.65. 
boron Sg density, M.N.D. iii. 1. 
187; penormity flagrancy. M. of V. 
Lineage Tw. N.ii. 2.73. : 
gro g, accruing of E.iv.1. 8. 
oe to, have atendency. M. of V. 
G27 172 
ee to point, arrive at con- 
clusion. M.N.D. i. 2. 10. 
guard, ‘ornamental trimming. M. 
for M. iii. 1. 95; M.A. i.1. 283; L.L.L. 
iv. 3. ene ornament, trim. M.A. i. 
1. 282; M. of V. ii. 2. 155. 
guard with, stand bob is on guard 
against. M. for M. i. 3. 51. 
guerdon, reward, son of bh M.A. 
v. 3.5; LLL. iii. 1. 170. 
guilder, gold coin Se current i in 
Netherlands. C. of E.i.1.8; iv. 1.4. 
phan treacherous. M. of V. iii. 
guilty to, chargeable for. W.T. 
iv. 3. 545. 
gull, trick, deception. M.A. ii. 3. 
25; dupe, simpleton. Tw. N. iii. 
2. 70: Y. 1. 345. 
sun catcher, trickster. Tw. N. ii. 
5. 191. 
gust, pleasure. ha N.i.3.32; taste, 
relish. W.T. i. 2. 219. 


H, i.e. ache (pron. aitch). M.A. 
iii. 4. 53, 
habit, attire. M. of V. ii. 2.189. 
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hack, become vile and vulgar. 
IVE Wr Tie Ta Sle 

haggard, haggerd, wild female 
hawk. M.A. iii. 1. 36; &c. 

rat oe offspring of witch. Tp. 
at 

Hatt, against the, against the 
grain. M.W. ii. 3.38. 

ence haul, draw, drag. M.A. ii. 3. 


&e. 
half-cheek, side-face. L.L.L. v. 2. 


Ralfpence, small fragments. M.A. 
ii 
halidom, holy relic, anything re- 
Ame om assacred. Two G. iv. 2. 138. 
allowmas, feast of All Saints. 
EY te Gini al 272) MS for*M: 
1% 
Te ee of, pondered on. W.T. 
li 49. 
hand, lay hands on. W.T. ii. 3. 63. 
hand, at orinany, onany account, 
in any case. T. of S. i, 2. 145, 294 : 
A.W. iii. 6. 43. 
handfast, custody. W.T. iv. 3. 777. 
hands, give, fire Spplaued Tp. 
epil. 10; M.N.D. v. ii. 
hands, of ali, in any ed, L.L.L. 
iv. 3. 216. 


li. 1. 


hands, tail man of his, man of 





valour, skill, or practical ability. 
M.W. i. 4.23; W.T. v. 2. 170. 
hangman boys, young rascals. 
TwoG. iv. 4. 56, 

hold together. 


hang together, 

M.W. iii. 2. 12. 

nea fortune. C. of E.i.1. 38; T. of 
1. 2. 267. 


haply, perhaps. Tw.N. i. 2. 52: 


Lappily, ha ge erhaps. M. for 
M. iv. 2.95; iv. 4.54; Tw.N 
iv. 2. 55. 

happiness, aptitude. M.A. ii. 3. 189. 


nappy, apt, dexterous. Two G. iy. 
1, 34, 

‘happy man be his dole,’ happi 
ness be his portion. T.of S.i.1.1 0; 
W.T. i.-2. 163. “ae 

happy time, in, at a propitious 
time. A.W. v. 1.6. 

hard- nite be to be 
kept. L.L.L. i. 

ater, lewd fallow: C. of EH, v. 1. 
205; adulterous. W.T. ii. 3.4. 

harm, misfortunes. As, ili. 2, 75. 

hatch, half-door. C. of E. iii. 1.33. 

ha’ to thee, here’s tothee. T. of S. 
Wo caisthe 

haud credo, 
UAE iV. 2,4. 

haunt, resort. As. ii.1. 15. 

have at, I'll try. W.T. iv. 3. 297. 

have to, we'll goto. T. of S. i. 1. 140. 

have with, I'll go with. L.L. £. iv. 2. 
148; As. i. 2. 255. 

having, possession. As. iii. 2. 374; 
Tw.N. iil. 4. 355 3 W.T. iv. 3. 727. 

hawking, haw k- like, keen. A.W 
i. 1.99. 


hardly I believe. 


1100 


Raw sou yaass dandies. M.W. 
ili. 3. 69 

hay, country dance, L.L.L. v. 1, 153, 
head, behead. M. for M. ii. 1, 243; 
face. M.A. v. 1. 62; MND: dealt 
106; fountain-head. A.W, i. 3. 170. 
headed, grown toa head. As, ii. 7. 


67. 

head, of the first, said of a deer 
at the age when the antlers are 
first developed. L.L.L. iv. 2. 10. 

head-stall, part of bridle that fits 
round head. T. of S. iii. 2. 57. 

heady-rash, headlong, headstrong. 
C. of E. v. 1. 216. 

healthful, saving. C. of E.i. 1, 114. 

hearken after, inquire into. M.A. 
Wels 210, 

heart, affection. As. i. 1. 163. 

heat, run aati af er. W.T. is 2.963 
course. Tw.N 6. 

hepgen ts sake ‘OF ce aed M. of V. 
ii 

heaviness, sadness. Tp. v. 1. 200; 
M. of V. ii. 8. 52. 

heavings, sighs. W.T. ii. 3, 35. 

heavy, drowsy. Top. ii. 1, 195; 
sorrowful. M. for M. iv. 1. 37; 
of Vzv. 1. 130; W.T. iii. 3. 109. 
hedge, shift, dodge. M.W. ii. 2. 25; 
restrict. M. of V. ii. 1. 18. 
hedge-priest, illiterate priest of in- 
ferior status. L.L.L. v. 2. 538. 
peods bak which one heeds. L.L.L. 
il 

heft, heaving. W.T. ii. 1. 44. 

pear toke highest degree. M.A. iv. 1. 


Helen, blunder for ‘ Hero,’ M.N.D. 
Vv 

helm, steer, guide. M. for M. iii. 2. 
159 ; helmet. A.W. iii. 3.7. 
helpless, unavailing. C. of EK. ii. 1. 


eal 


hempen home-spun,one who wears 
homespun cloth made of hemp; 
one of rude manners. M.N.D. iii. 


pe temermeet a of honour. M.N.D. 
ii 

hent, reached, occupied. M. for M. 
iv.6.14; lay hold of. W.T. iv. 2.126. 
herb of grace, rue. A.W. iv. 5. 17. 
vereny as it may happen. L.L.L. 
i 

hereditary, by herediG i.e. origi- 
nal sin). W.T. i. vi . 
here much Orlando, i irony for ‘no 
Orlando here’. As. iv. 3. 2. 

hest, behest, command. Tp.Bie 2: 
274; Til. 1. 37. 

hic jacet (here lies), die in the at- 
tempt. A.W. iii. 6. 64 

hide, suppress. M. for M. v.1. 67. 
Hiems, winter. M.N.D. ii. 1. 109. 
high, highly. Tw.N.i. 1.15. 

high an LON imo kinds of false 
dice. M.W.i 
nigh bent, hieged full. A.W. v.38. 
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high-cross, market-cross. T. of 8. 
i. 1. 133. 

high- day, hey-day, an exclama- 
tion eat ae gaiety. Tp. ii. Bs 
186; youthfu . of V. ii. 9. 98. 
higher, further faite Italy]. A.W. 
iv. 3. 42. 

high-proof, in the highest degree. 
M.A. v. 1. 123. 

high-repented, deeply repented. 
A.W. v. 3.36. 

hight, is called. L.L.l: i. 1. 167, 
250; M.N.D. v. 1.139. 

i ilding, good- -for-nothing. T. of S. 
ii. 1.26; A.W. iii. 6. 3. 

him, by him. W.T. i. 2. 412. 

hind, servant, agricultural labour- 
er. M.W. ii.5.97; L.L.L.1.2. 117: 
As. i. 1.18- female of the deer. As. 
iii. 2. 100. 

hint, occasion, opportunity. 
2.134; ii. 1.3. 

hip, on or upon the, at a dis- 
tp eee M. of: V. i. 3. 443 ivel. 


Tpiciz 


hipped, having the bo injured or 
dislocated. T. of S. iii. 2.49. 

hit of, hit upon. C. of E. iii. 2. 30. 

hobby- -horse, frivolous or foolish 
fellow. M.A, iii. 2. 69; prostitute. 
W..T. i, 20276. 

‘hobby-horse is forgot, the,’ a 
phrase apparently taken from 
some old ballad. L.L.L. iii. 1. 29. 

hob, nob, have or have not, give or 
take. Tw.N. iii. 4. 247 

hodge-pudding, pudding made of 
a medley of ingredients. M.W. v. 
5i 157. 

hold, aE M.A. i. 1.89; -keep 
promise. M.N.D. i. 2. 109; main- 
tain. A.W. i. 1. 82. 

ee consistency. A.W. iv. 2. 
7. 

hold up, sustain, maintain. M.A. 
ii, 3. 128; M.N.D. iii. 2. 239. 

holidame, halidom, q.v.. T. of S. 
v. 2. 100. 

Fehon’ aterm of restraint. As. iii. 2. 


By 
hollowly, insincerely. Tp. iii. 1. 


holp, helped. Tp. i. 2.63; C. of E. iv 
a W.T. v: 1.1703; v. 


home, thoroughly. Tp. v. 1.71; &c.; 
a home-thrust. .L.L. v. 1.38. 
home, and home, effectively, out 
and out. M. for M. iv. 3. 146. 
home-spun, one who serine home- 
aes cloth, a rustic. M.N.D. iii. 1. 
Tae chaste, virtuous. M.W. i. 
honesty, chastity. M.W. ii. 2. 282 ; 
AS. ili.3.29; A.W. iii. 5.61; decencs, 
decorum. Tw.N. ii. 3. 90. 


honeycomb, as thick as honeycomb 
cells. Tp..i. 2. 329. 
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hoodman, blindfolded player in 
blindman’s buff. A.W. iy. 3.119. 

hoodwink, to cover up from sight. 
Tp. iv. 1. 206. 

hornbook, primer. L.L.L. v. 1. 46. 

horn-mad, mad with rage at hay- 
ree been made a cuckold. M.W. i. 

73:O. of Eiji. 1. 573 M.A. i. 1. 266. 

host, lodge, put up. C.of F. i. 2, 9; 
A.W. iii. 5. 98. 

host, lay at, were left at. C. of E. 
v. i. 413. 

hot, active. W.T. iv. 3. 692. 

hot-house, lag Spidaninaig brothel. 
M. for M. ii. 1. 65. 

hovel-post, sup nort of the roof of 
an outhouse. M. of V. ii. 2. 67. 

hovering, wavering. W.T.i. 2. 302. 

how, however. M.A. iii. 1. 60. 

however, inany case. Two G.i.1.34. 

a hamstring, hough. W.T. i. 2. 


sy | he Pahacane ; asloop. C.of E.iv. 


hull, float, anchor. Tw.N. i. 5. 208. 
human, courteous. M.N.D. ii. 2. 57 ; 
living. As. v. 2. 68. 

humorous, capricious. L.L.L. iii. 1. 
177; As. i. 2.265; fanciful. As. iv. 


whim, caprice. 


fancy, 
&c.; melancholy. 


> ka BLS 
ae i, 1. 229, 
thievish, beggarly. 


hungerly, hungry- looking. T. of 
S. iil. 2.179. 
= ari burly. T. of S. iv. 


hurtling, conflict. As. iv, 3. 131. 
husband, housekeeper, steward. 
M. for M. iii2. 735.15 of S. v. 1.69. 
husbandry, management of house- 

hold. M. of V. iii. 4. 25. 
hyen, hyena. As. iv. 1. 149. 


idle, useless. C. of E. ii. 2. 187; ab- 
surd. T. of S. Ind. ii. 13; foolish, 
reckless. A.W. ii. 5.51; iii. 7. 26. 
idle-headed, foolish. Mw. iv, 4.36, 
idleness, pastime. Tw.N. i. 5. 66. 
i’fecks, infaith. W.T.i.2.121. 
ignomy, ignominy. M. for M. ii. 4. 
112. 

ignorant fumes, fumes producing 
unconsciousness. Tp. Vv. i. 67. 
ill-favoured, ill-tavouredly, 
ugly, unpleasing. As. 1, 2. 39 3 iii. 2. 
26 ; v. 4. 59. 

ill-inhabited, badly lodged. As. 
iii. 3.9. 

ill-ta’en, misconceived. W.T. i. 2. 


illustrate, illustrious. L.L.L. iv. i. 
65; v.1. 119 

image, idea. M.W. iv. 6. 17. 

imagined speed, all speed imagin- 
able. M. of V. iii. 4. 52, 

inerye stain with blood. M.N.D. 
vei. 3 
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Goeeae inte si purposely. M.N.D. 
i 
imp, child. L.L.L. i. 2.5; v. 2. 582. 


ees in pledge. W.T. i. 2. 
impeach, charge, impeachment. 


C, of E. v. 1. 270; challenge, dis- 
credit, disparage. "M.N.D. ii. 1. 214; 
M. of V. iii. 2. 279; ii. 3.29, 

cs thm reproach, Two G 
i. 3. 15. 

impeticos, burlesque word for ‘ to 
pocket’, perhaps ae Sa to sug- 
gest * petticoat’. Tw.N. ii. 

pp es importunity. ci N. 
Ns ine import, meaning. W.T. v. 

important, importunate. C. of E. 
v. 1.1883, M.A. ii. 1. 71. 

importing, of much import. A.W. 
y. 3. 136. 

fewer tine: urge. M. for M.i. 1. 


impose, injunction. ahve G. iv. 3 
8; command, M.A. v. 1. 271. 
imposition, i mputation, accusa- 
tion, charge. for M 2. 192’; 
T.i. 2.74; injunction. N. of V. 
i. 2. 103; imposed task. M. of V 
iii. 4. 33; A.W. iv. 4. 29 
impressure, impression. As. iii. 5. 
23; Tw.N. ti. 5..96. 
impugn, find fault with, accuse. 
Mot Vin tive DLT TE: 
7 with. M.A. ii.1.64; on. M.N.D 
1. 85; gather in. ACW. i. 3. 45; 
sites A.W. ¥. 2.48. 
inaidible, helpless. Au VV lie 1 e20e 
incardinate, incarnal, blunders 
for Pg ges 7 NE Of WV ie 226* 
Tw. N. v.1. 
incense, Peres M.A. Vv. 13235) 
W.T. v. 1. 61. 
neteeiane: anger, exasperation. 
Tw. N. iii. 4. 245. 
incertain, vague. M. for M. iii. 1. 
IZ 
ie ee uncharitable. Tp. i. 
1, 42. 
inch-meal, by, by inches, inch by 
inch. Ep: 11/2. 3. 
incidency, incident. W.T. i. 2. 403. 
incision, action of cutting into 
something; esp. in blood-letting. 
L. L.L, iv. 3.94; M.of V.ii. 1. 6; As. 
iii. 2. 70. 
include, bring to a close. 
Vv 


Two 


inclusive, comprehensive, ~all- 
embracing. A.W. i. 3. 224. 
incontinent, immediately. As. v. 
2. 39. 

incony, pretty, ‘nice’. L.L.L. iii. 
Ieioor Lyx lee, 

incorporate, made one _ body. 


M.N.D, iii. 2. 208. 

increase, vegetable produce, crops. 
TpLTV. Le, LUO. 

incredulous, incredible. Tw. N. iii. 
4, 86. 


3102 GLOSSARY TO 


Ind, Inde, India,or the Indies (E. or 
W.). Tp, ii. 2. 58; 
As, iii. 2. 87. 
indifferent, equally. T. of S. i. 2. 
179; of medium quality or dhar- 
acter. T. of S. iv. 1. 89; fairly. 
Tw. N. i. 3. 189; 1. 5. 254. : 
induxitate, undoubted. L.L.L. iv. 
1. 66. 
inducement, instigation. A.W. iii. 
2. 87. 
inequality, variableness. M. for 
M. v. 1. 60. 
inexecrable, inexorable, execra- 
ble. M. of V. iv. 1. 128. ; 
infection, blunder for ‘affection’. 
M.W. ii. 2. 114. 
infest, vex. Tp. v. 1. 246. 
aa boundless range. M.A. ii. 
informal, ? disordered in mind. 
M. for M. v./1. 229. 
ingra‘e, ingrateful, ungrateful, 
unfriendly. T. of S. i. 2. 268; Tw. 
N. Vitte ld, dds 
inherit, win. Two G. iii. 2. 87. 
injury of tongues, scandal. W.T. 
t, 2 3a5. 
inkle, a kind of tape. L.L.L. iii. 1. 
139; W.T. iv. 3. 207. 
inland, in or towards interior of 
country. As. ii. 7. 96; having re- 
finements characteristic of inlying 
parts of country. As. iii. 2. 344. 
inly, te np x v. 1.200; heart- 
felt. Two G. ii 
innocent, idiot. A. W. iv. 3. 188. 
inquisition, inquiry. Tp. i. 2. 35; 
As, ii. 2. 20. 
insanie, madness. L.L.L. v. 1. 25. 
iia ar engraved. M. of V. ii. 


insinuate, convey notion by in- 
direct suggestion. L.L.L. v. 1. 24; 
ingratiate. As. epil. 8; iio 
dle; W divas. ise: 

insociable, unsociable. L.L.L. vy. 
1.183; v. 2. 794. 

insomuch, in as much as, As. v. 2. 
instalment, place wherein some 
one is installed. M.W. v. 5. 66. 
instance, illustrative example. 
Two G. ii. 7. 1G &c.; intimation. 
M. for M. iv. 132: Wee 
i of H. i. 1.64; ced A.W. iv. 
THs elenoe: insufficiency. W.T. 
i 

intellect, purport. L.L.L. iv. 2. 135. 
intelligen acing, sony eying infor- 
mation. W.T. ii. 3. 68. 
intelligent, communicative. Wer! 
i, 2. 378. 

intend, pretend. M.A. ii. 2. 34; 
M.N.D. iii. 2.333; T..of Siive 1201. 
intendment, intention. As. i. a3 


intenible, incapable of melting or 
containing. A.W. i. 3. 200. 


L.L.L, Tvei3.iZ09 ; * 
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intention, intent ea 
M.W., i. 3, 67; W.T. i. 2. 1 
interchained, mutually bound. 
M.N.D. ii. 2. 49. 

inter’gatory, hare Actt & oy 
tion. M. of V. v. 1. 298, 300 

iv. 3, 184, . 
intermission,action to whileaway 
time. M. of V. iii. 2. 200. 
intestine, internal. C. of E.i.1. 11. 
intitled, having a claim. L.L.L. 
v. 2. 807. 
into, upon. A.W. i. 3, 252. 
intolerable, intolerably. T. of 8 

i. 2. 88. 

invectively, with inveighing or 
denunciation. As. ii. 1. 58. 
invention, imagination. M. for M. 
ii. 4.3; intellect. M.A. iv. 1. 196. 
inward, secret, confidential. M.A. 
iVeds 12.3 Tio v. 1.96; familiar 
acquaintance. M. for M. iii. 2. 137 ; 
inwardly. M. of V. iii. 2. 86. 
inwardness, intimacy. M.A. iv. 1. 
247. 

irk, vex, grieve. As. ii. 1. 22. 
irremovabie, immovable. W.T. 
iv. 3. 514: 


issued, born, descended. Tp. i. 2. 
59. 


rpnbiei purposes. M. for M. i. 1. 36. 
t, them. L.L.L. i. 1. 23. 

Tis. certainly, ae M. of V. ii. 

9.68; T. of S. 1.1.6 


Jack, knave. Tp. iv. 1. 198; &c.; a 
leather vessel for liquor. T. of S. 
iv. 1. 49. 

Jack-a-Lent, figure set up to be 
pelted during Lent. M-W. ili. 3. 253 
Ve5. 182, 

jade, worthless nag. ni ofS, bee? (S 
befool. Tw.N. ii. 5.1 

jar, discordant eind | tA ITS fabs 
tiek. WT. 16 2743, 

jay, showy person. M.W. iii. 3, 40. 

jealous, suspicious. T. of S, iv. 5. 76. 

si aig apprehension. Tw. v iii. 
BE 

jerk, short sharp witty speech. 
L.L.L. iv, 2. 127. 

Jeukiny close- et jacket. Tp. iv. 

1, 236; Two G. ii. 4. 19. 

jet, strut, swagger. “TWN. i. 5. 32. 
Jezebel, vague term of reproach. 
Tw.n. ii. 5. 42. 

jig, lively dance. M.A. ii. 1. 73; 
ILdE. Lev iva S160 fe PD wENG ia dn 133.5 
sing or play as a jig. L.L.L. iii. 
1 


jills, drinking vessels made of 
metal. T. of S. iv. 1. 49. 

joinder, conjunction, union. Tw.N. 
v. 1,157. 

joint-stool, a kind of folding chair. 
T. of S. ii. 1. 198. 

jolthead, blockhead. Two G. iii. 1. 
288; T. of S. iv. 1, 164. 

joul, knock, push. A. W.i. 3. 4. 

M. for M. iv. 3. 89. 


GLOSSARY TO THE COMEDIES 


yimmp, agree. M. of V. iy = 32; T. of 
S.1, 1.191; Tw.N., v. 
0 oe sweetmeat. i nt 'S. iii. 2. 


just, justly, wexpatly , precisely. M. 


for M. iii. 
justify, “Rhu Tp. v. 1. 128; A.W. 
confirm. Ww. T.y. 2. 683, x. 


iv. 3. 545 
3. 145. 

juvenal, juvenile. talats i, 2.8 3 iii. 

66; M.N.D. iii. 

keel, cool boiling liquid by stirring, 
skimming, or Spey in some- 
thing cold. L.L.L. v. 2. 915. 

keep, restrain. Two G. iv. 4. 10; 
reside. M. for M. i. 3.10; M. of V. 
lii. 3.19; charge; an article which 
serves for containing something. 
T.of S. i, 2.117. 
keeping, maintenance. <As.i.1. 8. 
oe kaiser, emperor. M.W.i 


kennel, gutter. T. of S. iv. 3: 98. 

keruey, coarse narrow cloth. M. 

for M. i. 2. 34; T. of S. iii. 2.67; 

plain, homely. L.L.L. v. 2. 414. 

M oe: key, tuning-hammer. 
i 


kibe, chilblain, sr be ore heel. 
"Eps Tis 152775 MW. 

Eickchaws, toy, aes wi teh 
Tw.N. i. 3.118. 

Eicky- candi al term for 
wife. A.W. 3. 286. 

kid-fox, fox- at M.A. ii. 3. 41. 
kiln-hoie, fire-hole of kiln. M.W. 
iV. 2. 56; WJ98 iv.id., 245: 

kin, akin. M. for M. ii. 4. 114. 


Kind, kindred. Two G., ii. 3. 2.; 
natural, M.A. i. 1. 26; respect. 
M.N.D. i. 1. 544; nature, As, iv. 3. 


595 ALW. i.:3.:63 0177) 

kind, deed of, sexual function. 
M. of V. i. 3. 83. 

kindie, inflame, excite. As. i, 1,167; 

Fay birth to. As. iii. 2. 339. 

d.ier moved, more moved by 

natural affection. Tp. v. 1. 24. 

kindly, natural. M.A. iv. 1. 75; 
pleasant, genial. As. ii. 3. 53; wel- 
come, T. of S. Ind.1.15; naturally. 
T. of S. Ind. i. 66. 

Kingly-poor, poor for a king. 
L.L.L. V. 2. 270. 

kissing-comfits, perfumed com- 
fits for “eine the breath. 
M.W. v. 

kitchen, iota in the kitchen. 
C. of E. v. 1. 418. 

Enack, knick-knack. M.N.D. i. 1. 
34; T. of S. iv. 3. 67; W.T. iv. 3. 355. 

knap, nibble. M. of V. iii. 1.9. 

knit, texture. T. of S.iv.1. 89. 

knock, blows. W.T. iv. 2. 28. 

Enoll, ring, toll. As, ii.7. “ee 121. 

knot (folded arms). Tp. i. 2. 224. 

knot-grass, infusion of which was 
oa ote tostuntgrowth, M.N.D. 





1J08 

eer from experience. 
AsW. i. 8: 248; 

labras, blunder for ‘ labra’, plural 
of ‘labrum’, a lip. M.W. i. 1. 159. 

—_ mutton, strumpet. Two G. i. 

lack, do without. As. iv. 1. 173. 

lady-smock, another name for the 
euckoo-flower. L.L.L. v. 2. 890, 
lakin, form of Lady; by’ r lakin= 
by our Lady. Tp. ili. 3.1; M.N.D 
lil. 1. 13. 

lampass, lisease of horses, T. of 
S. ili. 2. 52. 

lance, lancer. L.L.L. v. 2. 645. 
land-damn, make a hell on earth 
for.  W..T. iisbsd42: 

languishing, attack of faintness, 
such as — from disease. 
MA Wrisds, 3.22 

lapse, falling from rectitude, 
through weakness or lack of pre- 
caution. A.W. ii. 3. 166. 

oe Seen surprised, apprehended. 
Tw.Nn. iii. 3. 36. 

larded, intermingled. M.W. iv. 6. 
14. 


large, v enpegey gross. M.A. ii. 3. 
202 ; iv. 1. 52. 

lashed, scourged, and ? bound. C. 
of E. ii. 1.15. 

lass-lorn, forsaken by one’s sweet- 
heart. Tp. iv. 1. 68. 

last, last time. A.W. v. 3.79. 

latch, secure. M.N.D. iii. 2. 36. 

latten, mixed metal of yellow 
colour. M.W. i. 1. 158. 

laundry, laundress. M.W. i. 2. 4. 

og Sed wagering on. T. of 5S. 
v. 2 

lays it on, does it in good style. 
W.T. iv. 2. 42. 

leaguer, camp, investing force. 
A W. iii. 6. 27. 

leas, meadows. Tp. iv. 1.60. 

lease, out by, leased out to others. 
Two G. v. 2. 29. 

leasing, tard falsehood. Tw.N. 
i. 5. 100. 

leave, cease. Two G., iii. 1. 182; 
abandon, lay aside. Two G. iv. 4. 
74; M.N.D. ii. 1.197; M. of V. v.1. 
172. 

leavened, tempered, modified. M. 
for M> if 175i: 

led, carried. A.W. iv. 3. 269. 

leer, countenance. As. iv. 1. 63. 

leet, court which lords of certain 
manors were empowered to hold. 
T. of S. Ind. 2. 87. 

left off, abandoned. A.W. i. 3. 
239 


"lege, allege, say. T. of S. i. 2. 28. 
leg, make a, bow, make obeisance. 
A.W. ii. 2. 10. 

leiger, pomeone ambassador. M. 
for M. iii. 

leisure, iy my goods gradually. 
M. for M., iii. 2. 234 


Lic4t 
leman, lover. M.W. iv. 2. 162; 
Tw.N. ii. 3, 25. 


lend it, give love to. A.W. i. 2.68. 
lenten, poor, scanty. Tw.N. ri 5. 9. 
Venvoy, epilogue. L.L.L. iii. 1, 71. 
ee instruct, teach. Two G. ii. 


7.5 
let, hinder, delay. Two G. iii. 1.113; 
e. 
Lethe, a river in Hades, the water 


of which produced forgetfulness. 
Tw.N. iv. 1. 62. 


level, guess. M. of V. i. 2.37; equi- 
poised, steady. Tw.N. ii. 4. 31; 
range of missile. W.T. ii. 3. 6; 


direction, aim. W.T. iii. 2. 80. 

lewd, vile. T. ofS. iv. 3.65, 

lewdster, lewd person. M.W. vy. 3. 
PA 

lewd-tongued, evil-spoken. Wil. 
is dal le 

libbasd, leopard. L.L.L. v. 2. 544. 

liberal, unrestrained, licentious. 
Two G. iii..1. 347; M.A. iv.i.93; M. 
of V. ii. 2. 184. 

liberties, unrestrained expres- 
sions, licences. C. of E. i. 2. 102. 

ten lodge, dwell. Two G. iv. 2. 139; 


lief, willingly. M.W. iv. 2.111; &c. 
lieu, i in, instead. Tp. i. 2.123; M. of 
V.iv.1. 409. 

life, good, lifelike truthfulness. 
Tp. iii. 

light, aes Clot Eeivi3052. 
lighter, inferior. Tw.N. v. 1. 341. 
lightly, easily, readily. C. of E. iv. 


On 
Light o’ Love, name of an old 
dance-tune. Two G. i. 2. 80; M.A. 
iii. 4, 42, 
like, in like manner. Tp. iii. 3. 66; 
C. of E.i.1.82; please. Two G. iv. 


2. 56. 

Pieris probabilities. A.W. 

i 121, 

like, were as, might seem as like- 

ly. M. for M. v.i. 105. 

like of, like. T. of S. ii. 1. 65. 

liking, appearance, condition. 
W. ii. 1.56. 

lily-tincture, colour ofa lily. Two 

G.iv. 4. 155. 

Limander, Leander. M.N.D. v. 1. 

196 


limber, easily bent. W.T. i. 2. 47. 

limbo, prison, confinement. C, of 

BK. iv. 2.32; region on the borcer of 

hell. A.W. v.3. 261. 

1ime, birdlime. Tp.iv.1. 246; Two 

G. iii. 2. 68; put lime into wine. 

M.W. i.3.14; catch as with Rig 

re M.A. iii. 1. 1104; Tw.N. iii. 

4,8 

ark appointed time. M. for M. 

. 213; appoint, fix. M. for M. iv, 

2. 167; prescribed time of repose 
a child- bearing. W.T. iii. 2. 105, 

sasaki, portray. As. ii. 7. 197. 

line, draw, trace. As. iii. 2. 91. 
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line-gzove, grove of lime-trees. 
Eps ¥alh0: 

pho fish, meagre food. A.W. iii. 2. 
13. 


Mink, 5: tomeee lamp-black. T. of S. 
1 


linsey-woolsey, medley,nonsense. 
A.W, iv. 1.12. 
lion-fell, lien’s skin. M.N.D. y. 1. 


223. 

lip, fali a, express qiuee by the 
movement of the lips, hd, 2. 
372. 

liquor, dress boots with oil or 

ease. M.W. iv. 5. 96. 

ist, like, care to. Tp. iii. 2.17; W.T- 
iv. chor. 26; limit,boundary. M. for 
M.i.1.6; A.W. ii. 1. 53; Tw.N. iii. 


1.79. 
little, in, on asmall scale, in minia- 
ture. As. iii. 2.140; Tw.N. iii. 4. 91. 
ae ae activity, vigour. A.W. 


does 
ivelse lifelike. As. v. 4.27; W.T- 
v. 3.19. 
liver, supposed to be the seat_of 
love and ee passion generally. Tp. 
iv.1. 563 
liver- vein, style of men in love. 
L.L.L; iv. 3.71. 
living, at M. of V. iii. 2. 157. 
lob, clown. M.N.D. ii. 1. 16. 
ete love-lock. M.A. iii. 3. 167; v. 
1 


Todersears pole-star. M.N.D. i. 1. 
183 


lodge, watchman’s hut in a rabbit- 
warren, M.A. ii.1. 213. 

lodging, chamber. T. of S. Ind. 1.49. 
long, belong. M. for M. ii. 2. 59. 
‘long of, on account of, through. 
L.L. L.4i. 1.118; M.N.D. tii. 2. 339. 
lonslys for along time. T. of S.i.1. 


look, look for, seek. M.W. iv. 2.79; 
Ais, 11.15/32, 

look out, blush. W.T. iv. 3. 160. 
eat watch. W.T. iv. 1.37; v. 


loose, last moment. L.L.L. v. 2. 737 ; 
shoot, let fly. M.N.D. ii. 1. 159. 

lorded, made master. Tp. i. 2. 97. 

lordings, lordlings. W.T.i. 2. 62. 

lordship, conjugal right and duty. 
A.W.v.3. 156. 

‘Lord’s sake, for the’, supplica- 
tion of imprisoned debtors to pass- 
ers-by. M. for M. iv. 3.18. 

ie udeain ible L.L.L. 
Vv. 

lose, forget. M.N.D. i. 1. 14; cause 
the loss of. Tw.N. ii. 2. 20. 

loss, ruin, abandonment. W.T. ii. 
3.1915 iii..3. 50 

loss of question, in the, for the 
gale of argument. M. for M. ii. 4. 

loud, tempestuous. W.T. iii. 3. 1¢. 

love, here identified with Venus. 
C. of H. iii. 2.52; L.L.L. iv. 3. 377. 
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legeheakert go-between. Tw.N. 
ii 

oa oe the hearts-ease. 
M.N.D. ii. 1. 168, 

lovely, loving. T. of S. iii. 2. 123. 
lover, mistress, As. iii. 4. 42. 
loves, affects. L.L.L.iv. 3. 355. 
loves, of all, phrase of stron 
peer M.W. ii. 2. 1133, M.N. 


or 


love-springs,tender shootsoflove. 

C. of H. iii 

lower chair, easy chair. M. for M. 

ii. 1. 130. 

lower messes, people dining atthe 

lower end of the table; hence, in- 

feriors. W.T. i. 2. 227. 

lowly, mean, base. Tw.N. iii. 1. 102. 

lonely worthless person. W.T, ii. 3. 

1 

luce, pike. M.W.i.1.1 

lumpish, low- Ue on dejected. 

Two G. iii. 2. 62, 

lunes, | fe of frenzy. M.W. iv. 2.21; 

W.T. ii. 

lurch, iain about a place fur- 

tively. M.W. ii. 2. 25. 

lure, ap aratus used to recall 

hawks. P of S. iv. 1. 190. 

lustig, merry, jolly. A.W. ii. 3.44. 

lustihood, vigour of body, robust- 

—— M.A. v.1. ity ae ihe. 

usty, pizorons, ive \ ii. 

T. of S. il. 1. 160; CAAT 2. 27 

Inxurious, oh tha M. A. iv. 1. 
1 


ee Apst, M.W. v. 5. 97; M. for 
M. v. 1. 497. 


= sergeant’s club. C. of E. iv. 


ee spotted, defiled. L.L.L. 
& 
niadding, maddening. A.W. v. 3. 


made, having success in life as- 
sured. M.N.D,iv. 2.17; Tw.N. ii.6. 
Bc shut. C. of E. iii. 1. 93. 
ee ae os magnate of Venice. M. 
ili. 2. 281. 
shaidinsoe imaidenhood,. Tw.N. iii. 


1, 155 

mail, bag. L.L.L. iii. 1. 73. 
main-course, main-sail. Tp. i.1. 36. 
make, become. Tp. ii. 1. 266; make 
mischief. M.W. i. 4. 105; make fast. 
Pet iv. 1.155; regard as. A.W. v 


owe aman, make his fortune. 

Tp. ii. 2. 31. 

make out, start out. Tw.N. ii. 5. 60. 

making, outward form. C. of E.iv. 
2, 22, 


malapert, presumptuous, impu- 
dent. Tw.N. iv. 1. 44. , 
Mall, Mary. Tp. ii. 2.47; Tw.N. i. 
3.1381. 

malmsey, strong sweet wine. 
L, LL, v. 25284. 


malt- Noted heavy horse used by 
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maltsters, term of abuse, C. of E. 
lii, 1.32 ; 'T. of Sviv. 1. 127. 

man, person, being. M.W. v. 2. 12; 
rer: lii. 5,36; totame. T. of S. iv. 

n pee management, Tp. i. 2. 70; 
M. of V. iii. 4.25; paces to which a 
horse is trained. L.L.L. v. 2. 483 ; 
As, i, 1, 12, 

manage, manager, wield, wielder. 
Two G. iii. 1.248; L.L.L. i. 2.179, 

manakin, dwarf. Tw.N. iii. 2. 54. 

mankind, masculine, furious. 
D..Wi TiS. 67, 

mannerly, decently, modestly. M. 
of V. ii.9.100; decent. W.T, ii.1.85. 

manner, taken with the, cau ris 
in the fact. L.L.L. i. 1, 199; 

iv. 3. 736. 

manunish, simulating manliness. 
As. i. 3.120. 

mantle, cloud, become covered 
over. M. of V. i. 1. 89. 

March-chick, earl patehed chick- 
en; precocious. 

margent, margin “with a 
notes. L.L.L. ii. 244; border, 
edge. M.N.D.ii.1. 5, 

mark, thirteen shillings and four- 
ence. M. for M.iv.3.7; pattern. 
NV .T. iv. 3. 8. 

market, in ref. to proverb, ‘Three 
women and a goose make a mar- 
ket.’ L.L.L. iii. 1. 110. 

marl, clay. M.A. ii. 1. 63. 

marmozet, small monkey. Tp. ii. 2. 
170. 

marry, asseverative exclamation. 
Tw. N. iv. 2.106. 

marry trap, an insult of doubtful 
meaning. M.W. i. 1. 163. 

mart, bargain. T. of S. ii. 1. 320; 
W.T. iv. 3. 358. 

masquing, masquerading. T. of S. 
iv. 3. 87. 

mMAsSY, weighty, huge. Tp. iii. 3. 67; 
M.A. iii. 3. 137. 

master, patron. W.T. v. 2. 181. 

master of fence, one great skill 
in fencing. M.W.i. 1.2 

match, bargain. M. of V. iii. 1. 43. 

mated, paereelery stupefied. C. 
of E. iii..2, 54; v..1. 282. 

material, full of pnitere or sense. 
As. iii. 3, 31. 

matter, important matter. Tp. ii. 
1, 231. 

maugre, in spite of. Tw. N. iii. 1. 
156. 

may,can. C. of E. iii. 2.1; &c. 

maze, figure marked on village 
greens for rustic sports. M.N. D. ii. 
1. 99; perplex. M.N.D. ii. 1. 113. 

meacock, effeminate. T. of S. ii. 1. 
306. 

mealed, spotted, stained. M. for 

ghee 2 

mean, tenor or alto. Two ee i. 2.92; 
T.iele Ves 0205 We Lav. 2. 443 
means, method, Two G. tie Te 53 
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Peis ; opportunity. C. of E. i. 2. 
meander, crooked and winding 
path. Tp. iii. 3. 3. 

means, make, iota make in- 
terest. Two G. v. 37: 

measurable, roportionable, suit- 
able. L.L.L. v. 1. 91. 

measure, grave as stately dance. 
Fics 1.76; &c."; Judge. W.T. ii: 
1, 11 

mechanical, vulgar, vile. M.W. 
ii. 2.275; artisan. M.N.D. iii. 2. 9. 
medal, metal disk bearing figure 
or inseription, used as a charm. 
W.T. i: 2: 307. 

meddle, fight. Tw. N. iii. 4, 259. 
medicinabie, healing. M.A. ii. 2. 5. 
medicine, physician. A.W. ii.1.74; 
W.T. iv. 3. 594. 

Mediterraneum, Mediterranean. 
L.L.L. v. 1. 56. 

meed, reward. As. ii.3. 58. 

meet, even, quits. M.A.i. 1 45, 
melancholy bait, bait of melan- 
choly. M. of V. i. 1.101. 

mell, meddle. A.W. iv. 3. 230. 
memory,remembrance. As. ii. 3.3. 
men of hair, dressed in goat-skins. 
W.T. iv. 3. 331. 

mercatante, a merchant. T. of S. 
iv. 2. 63. 

merchant, merchantman. To. ii. 
1. 5. 

mere, absolute, downright. L.L.L. 
i.1. 145; &c.; merely. A.W. iii. 5. 54. 
merely, altogether. Tp. i. 1. 57; 
M.A. ii. 3, 221 

merriness, merriment. L.L.L. i. i. 
197. 

merry passion, merriment. T. of 
S. Ind. 1. 97. 

mess, group of four. L.L.L. iv. 3 
204; v. 2.362; course. T. of S. iv. 4. 
(OS Wik ye ds 

mete, aim. L.L.L. iv. 1. 182. 
mete-yard, measuring rod. T. of S. 
iv. 3: 151. 

metheglin, spiced variety of mead. 
M.W. v. 5.165; L.0.1. v. 2. 234. 
methoughts, it seemed to me. 
W..TeAi. 20155: 

mettle, disposition, temperament. 
Tp. ii. 1. 183. 

mew, mew up, confine, M:N.D. i. 
L771; T. of S.1.1.8 

mewi, whimper, st feebly. As. ii. 
mickle, much. C. of E. iii. 1. 45. 
middle-earth, earth as placed be- 
wes heaven and hell. M.W. v. 
milch-kine, cows giving, milk. 
M.W. iv. 4. 33; T. of S. ii. 1.350. 
militarist,soldier; one whostudies 
military science. A.W. iv. 3. 142. 
milliner, vendor of fanc ney. wares 
end: articles of apparel. er yee 


mill-sixpences, sixpences struck 
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Shae aa -millinstead of hammer. 
1.1, 152, 
mimick, actor. M.N.D. iii. 2.19. 
mince, walk with short steps or 
mo affected preciseness. .W. 
; M. of V:1ii. 4. 67. 
isae irit, seer M. for M, ii. 
4. 180; RE of ii. 8.42; mean, in- 
tend. M. N. en prem 113; 
W.T, iii, 2, 223, ; 
mindless, unintelligent, stupid. 
W .Tsi.2. 301; 
mine, undermine. 
kinsmen. A.W, i, 3. 25 
Sel oe of, my revolt. M.W. 
i. 3. 1 
minimus, small insignificant crea- 
ture. M.N.D. iii. 2. 329. 
minion, favourite, Tp.iv.1.98; &c.; 
spoilt favourite. Two G. i. 2. 85, 89; 
saucy wench. T. ofS. ii. 1.13. 
minstrelsy, c% my, instead of 
music. L.L.L. i. 1. 173. 
miscarry, be ratio aen eorabor- 
tive. L.L.L. iv. 1. 112::* be Jost.’ M. 
of V. ii.8. 29; cometo harm. Tw.N. 
iii. 4. 68. 
misdoubt, have doubts about cha- 
racter of. M.W.ii.1.177; mistrust. 
A.W. i. 3. 123. 
repre sbadly matched. M.N.D 
i. 1.137 
misprise, neste scorn. M.A. iii. 
1, 523> As2i.'1.'1653"'1.-2.. 180; —mis- 
take. MND: iii. 2.74; A.W. iii. 
misprision, mistake, misunder- 
standing. M.A.iv.1.187; &c.; con- 
tempt. A.W. ii. 3.155. 
miss, do without. Tp. i. 2. 311: 
Toe with sense ofloss, W.T. 
iv 2 
misuse, deceive. M.A. ii.2. 27. 
wes] moe, more. M. for M. iii. 1. 40; 
ce. 
modern, ordinary, commonplace. 
‘As. 17.1563 ive. 3 Ac W.i. 3. 2; 
modest, or modish. ACW. v. 3. 216. 
modest, moderately SS 
Abs ii. 1. 130; simple. Tw.N.i 


ah moderation. T. of S. Ind. 


remind. 


ae t inks, ae 
iP 


Tnotety! part, share. A.W. iii. 2.65; 
Wats. a: S-"halt- We Ter gees 
mollification for giant, pacifica- 
tion for gigantic waiting maid. 
Tw.N. i. 5. 209. 

Sere transitory. M.N.D.i. 
monarcho, the title assumed by 
Italian who fancied himself. em- 
peror of the world ; one who is an 
object of ridicule. 1..L.L. iv. 1. 99. 
oy te les upright blow or thrust. 
M.W., ii. 3. 26. 

month’s mind, good mind, inclina- 
tion. Two G. i. 2. 134. 

monument, memory. M. PA Ve oantia 
monumental, servingas memento 
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also as a proof of identity. A.W. 
fv. 3..17. 

mood, pnger. TwoG. iv. 1.51; C. of 
E. ii. 2. 179. 

moon-calf, monstrosity. Tp. ii. 2. 
104, 109. 

ee variable, fickle. As. iii. 2. 

mop, grimace. Tp. iv. 1. 47. 

moral, meaning, signification. 
M.A. iii. 4. 75. 

moralize, moral on, point the 
moral of. As, ii. 1. 44; ii. 7. 29. 
more, greater. C. of E. ii. 2. 181; 
M.N.D. iii. 1. 193. 
morning’s love, 
M.N.D. iii. 2. 389. 
morris, morris-dance. A.W. ii.2.24. 

morris-pike, a pike supposed of 
Moorish origin. C. of E. iv. 3. 27. 

mort, note sounded ona hornat the 
death of the deer. W.T. i. 2. 119. 
mortal, fatal, deadly. C. of E.i.1.11; 
&c.; extreme. As, ti. 4. 53. 
mortal-breathing, living, human. 
M. of V. ii. 7. 40. 

mortality, death. M. for M.i.1. 44; 
iv. 2. 145. 

mort du vinaigre, a meaningless 
oath. A.W. ii. 3. 47. 

mortifying, killing. M.A. i. 3.12. 
mose in the chine, sufter from 
glanders. T. of S. iii. 2. 51. 
mothy, moth-eaten. T. of S. iii. 2.50. 
motion, puppet-show. TwoG. ii. 1. 
98; M. forM. iii. 2. 117; W.T. iv. 2.97; 
proposal. M.W. i. 1. 208; C. of E.i. 
1.59; incitement. M. for M. i. 4. 59; 
emotion, impulse. Tw.N. ii. 4. 18. 
i ah instrument. A.W. iv. 4. 
9 

motiey, parti-coloured, as fool’s 
dress. As. ii. 7. 13,34; Tw.N. 1.5.59; 
fool. As. iii. 3.76. 

motiey - minded, variegated, 
changeable. <As. v. 4. 41. 

mount, raise. Tp. ii. 2. 11. 

mountanto, an upright blow or 
thrust. M.A. i. 1. 29. 

mouse, playful term of endear- 
ment. L.L.L. v. 2.19; Tw.N.i. 5. 65; 
treat as a cat does a mouse, tear, 
bite. M.N.D. v. 1. 267. 

mouth, kiss. M. for M. iii. 2. 189; 
grimace. M.N.D. iii. 2. 238. 

mouth, sweet,sweet tooth. TwoG. 
iii) 1 325, 

move, appeal to. C. of E. ii. 2. 190. 

moved, angry. T. of S. v. 2. 143. 

mow, grimace. Tp. ii. 2.9; iv. 1.47. 

mum, hush! silence! Tp. iii. 2. 55. 

mumbudget, ? originally the name 
of some children’s game which re- 
quired silence. M.W. v. 2.6. 

mural, wall. M.N.D. y. 1. 206. 

murk, murky, darkness. A.W. ii. 1. 
165 


i.e. Cephalus. 


murmur, rumour. Tw.N. i. 2. 30. 
murrain, plague, used as an impre- 
cation. Tp. iii. 2. 85. 
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murrion, having died of disease. 
M.N.D. ii. 1. 97. 

muscadel, strong sweet wine. T. of 
S, iii, 2.172. 

muse, wonder, conjecture. Tp. iii. 
teh Two G, i. 3.64; A.W. ii. 5. 


mute, the rest is, I have no more 
to say. A.W. ii. 3. 80. 

mutual, general. M. of V. v. 1.77. 

mystery, art of a trade guild. 
M. for M. iv. 2. 28; A.W. iii. 6. 66. 


napkin, handkerchief. As. iv. 3. 93; 
T. of S. Ind. 1. 127. 

native, by nature. L.L.L. i. 2. 105; 
closely related. A.W. i. 1. 229. 

natural, half-witted person. Tp. iii. 
2. 34; As. i. 2. 48. 

nature, natural affection. Tp. v.1. 
76; C. of E. i. 1.34; special duty. 
As. iii. 1.16; life. M. for M. ii. 4. 44; 
temperament. A.W. iii.1.17 ; way. 
A.W. iv. 3.155. 

naught, efface oneself, withdraw. 
As. i. 1, 36. 

naughty, morally bad, wayward. 
M. for M. ii. 1.76; M. of V. iii. 2. 18; 
good for nothing. A.W. v. 3. 253. 

nayward, denial, disbelief. W.T. 
ii. 1. 63. 

nay-word, watchword,catch-word. 
M.W., ii. 2. 124;.v. 2. 5; byword. 
Tw.N., ii. 3.136. 

Nazazite, Nazarene. M. of V.i.3.33. 

reaf, fist. M.N.D.iv.1. 19. 

near, like. W.T. v. 2. 104. 

near-legged, knock-kneed in fore- 
legs. T. of S. iii. 2. 56, 

neat, ox, oxen. Tp. ii. 2.69; &c. 

a ata cow-herds. W.T. iv. 3. 
330. 

neb, mouth. W.T.i. 2. 183. 
necessary, inevitable. As. iil. 3. 50. 

necessitied, in need of. A.W. v.3. 
85. 

needful, necessary, urgent. M. for 
M. i. 1. 55. M 

needless, having no want. As. ii. 
1, 46 


neeze, sneeze. M.N.D.ii.1.56. 

neighbour, neighbouring. As. iv. 
3. 78. 

nerve, sinews. Tp. i. 2. 481. 

newly, lately. Tw.N. v. 1. 155. 

next, nearest, shortest. A.W.i.3.59; 
W.T. iii. 3. 124. i 

nice, fastidious. Two G. iii. 1. 82; 
M. of V. ii. 1.14; A.W. v.1.15; mi- 
nutely accurate. M.A.v.1.75; coy. 
I.L.L. v. 2. 220; trifling. As. iv. 1. 
14. 

nicely, subtly, daintily. Tw.N. iii. 

14 


1, 14. 

nicety, delicacy, difficulty. M. for 
M. ii. 4. 163. 

nick, reckoning, account. Two G. 
iy.2.77; indent. C. of E.-v. 1.175. 

night-gown, dressing-gown. M.A. 
iii. 4, 18,_ 
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night-raven, nocturnal bird vari- 

ously identified. M.A. ii. 3. 56. 
ht-rule, night revelry or riot. 
-N.D) ili. 2. 6: 

nill you, will you, whether you 
will it or not. T. ofS. ii. 1. 264. 

nine men’s morris, a game be- 
tween two players, each with nine 
disks of wood, Pea rae ge anes ed 
in the open. M 

ninny, awlatoke fool. TD Si 2. 68. 

nit, gnat, or small fly ; term of con- 
tempt orfun. L.L.L. iv.1. 148; T. of 
S. iv. 3.110. 

noddy, noodle. TwoG. i. 1. 118. 

noise, low or melodious sound. 
Tp. iii, 2. 141) 

Hon-come, blunder for ‘non com- 
pos’ (out of one’s right mind). 
M.A. iii. 5. 68 

non-regardance, failureto regard. 
Tsv.N. v. 1.121. 

nook, bay. Tp. i. 2. 227. 

northern age - north-country 
man. L.L.L. v. 

nose-herbs, rae et smelling at. 
A.W. iv. 5, 19, 

not, not only. M. for M. iv. 1. 68. 

notably, strikingly. M.N.D.v. 1.389. 

note, mark of distinction. A.W. i. 
3. 155; be known. Tw.N. iv. 3. 29; 
notice. W.T. i.1.37; sign. W.T. i. 
2. 287; list. W.T. iv. 2.48. 

noted, respected. W.T. v. 3. 145. 

eeeeys particularly. M. for M. v. 

novum, game at dice, principal 
throws being nineand five. L.L.L, 
Vv. 2. 540. 

nowl, head. M.N.D. iii. 2.17. 

number, metre. T'w.N. ii. 5. 104. 

nuncio, messenger. Tw.N.i. 4. 28. 

nurture, education, breeding. Tp. 
iv. 1.189; As, ii. 7. 97. 

nuthook, beadle, constable. M.W. 
i 


O, anything round; circle, round 
spot, orb. L.L.L, v. 2.45; M.N.D 
ili. 2. 188. 

oe propel as with oars. Tp. ii. 1. 


obliged, pledged. M. of V. ii. 6.7. 
obscenely, blunder for ‘seemly’. 
M.N.D. i. 2. 106. 
observance, dutiful service. M.W. 
ii. 2.194; As. v. 2.95; act performed 
in accordance w ith prescribed 
usage. L.L.L. i. 1.36; M.N.D. i.1. 
167i) Mot V.., 11. 2: 191; attention. 
As. lil. 2. 235. 
observation, observant care, heed. 
Tp. iil. 3. 87; act performed in ac- 
cordance with prescribed usage. 
.D. iv. 1. 106 
obstruction, cessation of the vital 
functions. M. for M. iii. 1. 107. 
occasion, husband’s, o portunity 
for getting. the better o one’s hus- 
band. As, iv. 1. 168. 
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occasion, quarrelling with, use 

Bees Be at every opportunity. of 
iii. 

se tdente western. A.W. ii, 1.165. 

go eid: a of events. 

T Wis, Vel 

Od, minced a of ‘God’. M.W.i. 

¥. 258; foe 

odd, out of the way. Tp. i. 2. 223; 

chance. Tp. v. i. 25a. 

odds, difference in ‘favour of one 

of two contending parties. L.L.L. 

i. 2.174; As. i.2. 158. 

ociilindes, amorous glances. M.W. 

i 

o’erflourished,elaborately carved. 

Tw.N. iii. 4. 380. 


° ses ey ggg Two G. i. 2. 48; 
bewitched. M.W.v. 5.86; M. Orv: 
iii, 2.15, 


o’erparted, with toodifiicult apart, 
or too many parts to play. L.L.L. 
be 2. 579. 

rprized, surpassed. Tp. i. 2. 92. 
oat outwitted, cheated. 
C. of E. i. 2. 96. 
o’erslip, slips by without notice. 
Two G. ii. 2. 9. 
o’erweigh, outweigh, overbalance. 
M. for M. ii. 4. 171. 
of, in. Tp. v. 1. 230; of the want of. 
As. iii. 2.50; on. A.W. iii. 5. 99; 
Tw.N. iii. 4, 2. 
offenceful, sinful. M.for M. ii. 3. 26, 
offer, essay, try, endeavour. As. iii. 
2.78; contribute. As.v.4.167; make 
an attempt. W.T. iv. 3. 787. 
Office, service. M. for M. v. 1. 360; 
perform by way of service. A. WwW. 
qiiy2. 125, 
officed, functioned W.T. i. 2. 172. 
of them, some of that kind. A.W. 
ii. 
old, great, plentiful, excessive. 
M.W.i. 4.5; &c. 
omit, neglect: Tp. i. 2. 1833 ii.1.195; 
Two G. ii. 4. 66. 
omittance, omission. As. iii. 5. 132. 
on, Moe nee iv. 1.157; &c.; at. C.of E. 
V. 
one, os one time or other, some- 
time. M.W. iii. 4. 101; once for all. 
C. of E. iii. 1. 89 ; M.A.i.1, 314. 
open, (of hounds) to begin to er 
when in pursuit of a scent. M. 
iv. 2.196; clear, easy to understand. 
M. for M. ii. 1. 21 ;-'Tw.N, ii. 5, 1653 
openly. Tw.N. iii, 3: 37. 
opinion, self-conceit. L.L.L. v. 1.5; 
ae estimation. M. of V. iz 


opinioned, blunder for ‘ pinioned’. 
.A, iv. 2. 68. 

opposite, adversary. M. for M. iii. 
2.172; Tw.N. iii. 2.65; disputatious. 
Tw.N. ii. 5. 154, 

or, before, Tp.i. 2.11; v.1.103;. &c. 
orange-tawny, dark yellow 
M.N.D. i. 2. ; 

orb, Ses M.A, iv. 1. 57 ; circles. 
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rings. M.N.D. ii.1.9; star. M. of V. 
v.1.60; the earth, the world. Tw.N. 
iii. 1. 40. 

ores circular, spherical. Tw.N.y. 


ordinary, public meal at eating- 
house or tavern. A.W. ii. 3. 205. 

or ere, before. T. of S.iv.5. 8 

agi, source, cause. M. N. Pe it. 

orthographer, user of fine words. 
M.A. 11. 3.19. 

ostent, ostentation, display, ap- 
Berrence, exhibition. M.A. iy. 1. 
O75 & 

othergates, pier wing, in another 
way. Tw.N. v. 1. 194. 

otherwhere, elsewhere. C. of E. ii. 

other where, some, somewhere 
else. C, of E, ii. 1. 30. 

ounce, lynx. M.N.D. ii. 2. 30. 

euph, goblin child. M.W. iv. 4. 50; 


onsel, blackbird, merle. M.N.D. iii. 
Tak 


ott, ‘completely, quite. Tp. i-2. 41; 
1.101; M.A. iil. 2. 105; exhaust- 

a, Tp. WivZ 2s out of practice. 
L.L.L.iv.1.135; ‘at a loss from fail- 
ure of memory or self-possession. 
FAL. Low..2. 152A. i¥.de 725inte 
confusion or perplexity. L.L.L. v. 
2. 173; As. iii. 2. 253; at variance. 
M. of FV. iii. 5. 30; over. A.W.i. 2. 
58; in error, mistaken. Tw.N. ii. 3. 
188; W.T.ii.1.71; dislocated. W.T. 
iv. 2. 74. 

outbrave, out-doin bravery. M. of 
V. ii. 1. 28. 

outface, face matter out with bold 
looks, put to silence. M.A. v. 1.94; 
M. of V. iv. 2. 17. 

out of, do without. L.L.L. iii. 1. 142; 
W.T. v.1 90. 

outvied, out-done. T. of S. ii. 1. 378. 
outward,uninitiated. A.W. iii.1.11. 
over-eye, observe, watch. L.L.L. 
jv. 3.77; T. of S, Ind. 1. 95. ‘ 
over-name, name in succession. 
M. of V. i. 2. 35. 

overpeer, tower over, to look down 
upon. M. of V.i. 1. 12. 

overshot, overreached. L.L.L. i. 1. 
139. 

over -swear, 
Tw.N. v.1. 271 

over-topping, being top-heavy. 
TD pei,.2. Sus 

overture, opening of negotiations 
or proceedings. A. W. iv. 3. 39; 
Tw.N.i. 5. 216; disclosure. W.T. ii. 
PLT, 

over-weathered, weather-beaten. 
M. of V. ii. 6. 18. 

owe, own, possess. Tp. i. 2.404; &c. 
own, was ‘his, was in full controlof 
his faculties. Tp. v. 1. 213. 

oyes, call or exclamation of ‘Oyez’, 
“Hear ye!’ M.W.v. 5, 44. 


swear over again. 
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pace, train, exercise. M. for M. iv. 
oy 135; prescribed walk. A.W. iv. 5. 


pack, compact, plot. M.W. iv. 2.117; 
C. of E. iv. 4.103; T. of S. v. 1.118. 

packed, aeenaed! C. of E. v. 1. 219; 
MCA vid 2o7. 

paddlin ego 
hands. Vek. oe 

pain, PoM for M eu M. ii. 4. 87; 
troub or M.v.1. 382; toil. T. 
of S. iil. 1.12. 


pes , irksome, toilsome. Tp. iii. 


toying with 


ae painstakingly. L.L.L. i. 


Eiated cloth, hanging for room 
“painted or worked with fi ures, 
mottoes, or texts; tapestry. L.L.L. 
v.2. 571; As. iii. 2. 276. 

palabras, i.e. pocas Belelras (Sp.), 
few words. M.A. iii. 
betes aaa region. Wak iv. 2. 4, 
Pp og patienrg palpably gross. 
M.N.D. v. 1. 365. 
pandar, go- between. W.T. ii. 1, 45. 
panderly, base. M.W. iv. 2. 116. 
pantaloon, dotard, old fool. As. ii. 
7.158; T. of S. iii. 1. 36. 

pantler, officer incharge of pantry. 
Was LY,.5.,506 

parcel, part. M. W.i. 1. 223; C. of HE. 
v.1. 106; in part, aman M. for M. 
ii. 1. 62; company, collection, as- 
semblage. L.L.L. v. 2.160; M.of V. 
i. 2.106; A.W. ii. 3, 55; detail. As. 
ili. 5, 124, 
para, leopard, or panther. Tp. iv. 1. 
262; M.N.D. ii. 2.31; As. ii. 7. 150. 

pardon you, oro your absence. 
Two G. iii. 2. 98. 
parfect, blunder for 
LL. Le vs 2. 501. 
parish-top, top kent fo for the use of 
villagers. Tw. 

’paritor (apparitor), summoning 
officer of ecclesiastical court. 
L.L.L, iii. 1. 188. 

rari conversation. Two G. i. 2.53 
speak . LLL. v. 2.122; parly. T. of 
$. i, 1. 115. ry 

p2rlous, perilous. M.N.D. iii. 1.13; 
As, tii, 2. 43. 

ph depart. o ot ili. 1. 67; part- 

tw N, iii. W.T. i. 2. 10: 

a ride. W.T. i 3 ote action, task. 
W.T. i: 2. 400: 

partake, impart, share. W.T.v. 3. 


‘ present’. 


partial in, with partiality. M. for 
M, di; 1. 31. 
Pp wrti-coated, having 
ed coat. L.L.L. v. 2. 
particular, part. <A. Ww. Yi 5. 63. 
parting, departure. A. W. ii. 5. 58. 
part in him, oes delegated to 
him. M. for M. i. 1. 4 
partlet, hen. W.T. ii. ty 7d. 
pash, head. W.T. 1. 2. 129. 
pass, indulge in as ‘a jest. M.W. 


pena -colour- 
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i. 1.162; pass description. M.W. i, 
1. 289; iv, 2.121; thrust in fencing. 
M.W. ii. 1. 214; ii. 3.25; Tw.N. ili. 
Wiad pean verdict. M. for 
M. i 19, 23; course of action. 
M. for M. rviik 366 ; pass for. emis 
vy. 1. 126; transfer to. 'T. of S. iv. 
45; transact. T. of S. iv. 4.57; ari 
pose. Tw.N.v.1.354; surpass. W.T. 
li. 2. 20. 
rae thrust in fencing. L.L.L. 
17 
passage, passing of people. C. of E. 
iii. 1.99; occurrence. A.W. i.1. 20; 
act,transaction,proceeding.’ “Tw.N. 
iii. 2. 73; course, process. W.T. iii. 
89. 


2: 
passant (of a tio in heraldry), 
walking. M.W. :. 1. 20. 
passing, surpassing, pre-eminent. 
ie © Gris 2.17; As ilivd. I8t3°W..T: 
. 288; Vv ery, surpassingly. Two 
G. iv. 4. 148; &c. 
passion, passionate speech or out- 
burst. M.N.D.v.1. 314 i feel deeply. 
Tp. v. 1. 24; L.L.L. i. 1. 254; griev- 
ing. Two G. iv. 4. 167. 
pass of pate, sally of wit. Tp. iv. 
1, 244. 
passy-measures pavin, 
dance. Tw.N. v. 1. 201. 
pat, exactly. M.N.D. iii. 1. 2. 
patch, fool, clown. Tp. iii. 2.68; &c. 
patched, motley. M.N.D. iv. 1. 211. 


slow 


pathetical, moving, affecting. 
mee i. 2.97; iv. 1.148; Asviv.1 
187. 


patience, ours be your, give usa 
patient hearing. A.W. Epil. 5. 
eer es eee plate of metal. 
M. of V. Tog: 

pattern, math, W.T. iii. 2. 35. 
pauca, pauca verba, paucas pal- 
labris, few words. ee i, 1. 118, 
18 L.L.L. iv. 2. 167; T. of S. Ind. 
paunch, stab or wound in the 
stomach. Tp. iii. 2. 95. 

ee stately dance. Tw.N. v. 1. 


pay, repay. Tp. v. 1. 70; visit with 
retribution, inflict chastisement. 
Tw.N. iii. 4. 285. 

payment, punishment. As. i. 1.155. 
peach, impeach, betray. M. for M. 
iv, 3. 11. 

peaking, sneaking. M.W. iii. 5. 70. 
peasant, servant. C. of E. v. 1. 231. 


peascod, pea-pod. M.N.D. iii. 1.184; 
As. ii. 4.49; Tw.N. i. 5. 160. 
peat, pet, spoilt girl. T. of S.i.1. 78. 


rena ar, private. M. for M. i. 2. 

pedant, pedascule, schoolmaster. 

ort ili. 1.179; T. of S. iii. 1. 49; 

CG 

eee & pear. W.T.iv. 2.1; iv. 3.3. 
foolish. M.W.i.4.12; C. of 

E. iv. a 94; Tw.N. i. 5. 308; way- 

ward, saucy. As. iii. 5. 109. 
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Peg-a-Ramsey,name of old ballad. 
Tw.N. ii. 3. 78. ae 
yeee weigh down. M. of V. iii. 2. 


peiting, tye M. for M. ii. 2.112; 
- 1.91. 
pencils, ‘truths, L.L.L. v. 2. 43. 
hemor doing penance. C. of E. 
i, 22 52, 
pensioner, gentleman-at-arms, 
peat: Mea M.W., ii. 2.76; M.N.D. 
Tid. 10: 
Penthesilea, queen of the Ama- 
zons. Tw.N. ii. 3. 180. 
pent-house, shelter, porch, shed, 
outhouse. M.A. iii. 3.102; L.L.L. 
iii. 1.17.5 M. of¥.di.6.4. 
perdurably, everlastingly. M. for 
Beings i, ir. 
perdy, Par Dieu, an oe C: of Ex 
iv. 4.72; Tw.N. iv. 2. 79. 
peregrinate, havi ae air of a tra- 
veller. L.L.L. v. 1. 14. 
perfect, ere or inform com- 
pletely. Tp. i. 2.79; M. for M. iv. 
3. 144; sure. W.T. iii. 3. 1. 
perforce, compulsorily. Tp. v. 1. 
133; by force. C. of E. iv. 3. 96. 
perform, complete. W.T. v. 2. a 
Here’ go on, proceed. L.L.L. iv. 


period, end. M.W. iv. 2. 219; full- 
M.N.D. v. 1. 96. 
was ure, a perjurer. L.L.L. iv. 3. 45. 
perpend, ponder, consider. M.W. 
te 113; As, iii. 2.65; T'w.N. v. 1. 
persever, persevere. AS. Vv. 2. 4. 
personage, personal appearance. 
M.N.D. iii. 2. 292; Tw.N. i. 5. 158. 
ete describe. Tw. N. ii. 3. 
perspective, magnifying glass, 
telescope. A.W. v. 3.48; picture 
or figure constructed so as to 
produce a fantastic effect. Tw.N. 
v..1, 219. 
persuade, use persuasion. M. for 
M. v. 1.94; expostulate. M. of V. 
iii. 2. 282. 
persuaded, best, having the best 
opinion. Tw. N- ii. 3. 152. 
pert, lively, es J Lit ov (2. 
273 ; N.D.i 


pertly, ne ee Tp. iv. 


perttaunt-like, a word not yet ex- 
plained. L.L.L. v. 2. 67. 

eek survey, inspect. C. of E. 
1. 2 

petitionary,suppliant, entreating. 
As. iii. 2. 190. 

ve ace pigs’ trotters ; W.T. iv. 


phantasime, fantastic 
L.L.L. iv..1. 99; v. 1.18. 
EMTS pheeze’ below. M.W. 


pheese, beat, pay you out. T. of S. 
Indy1s13 


being. 
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Phibbus, Phoebus. M.N.D. i. 2. 35. 
Philip and Jacob, St. Philip’s and 
2 James's Day. M. for M. iii. 2. 


physics, heals, cures. W.T. i. 1.39. 
pia mater, brain. L.L.L. iv. 2.70; 
Tw.N., i. 5.118, 

picked, finical, particular. I.L.L. 
arance. W.T. iy. 3. 


v. 1. 13, 
picture, ap 

610; painted statue. W.T. v. 2.180. 
piece, exemplification. Tp. i. 2. 56; 
work of art. W.T. A 2. 100; $V.3.38: 
complete. W.T. vy. 2. 112. 
ne up in, receive for. W.T8. 


pied, piedness, variegated, betas 
parti-coloured. Tp. iii. 2. 68; 
a for ‘impiety’. "M. A 
iv 

pig-nuts, earth-nuts. Tp. ii. 2. 168. 
pikes, central omy screwed into 


shields. M.A. vy. 2. 21. 

piled, having a pile or Ay nap, 
as velvet. M. for M. i. 

pilot’s giass, Reutfidea re W. ii. 


1. 167. 

pin, mere nothing. M.W, i. 1.112; 
stud fixed in centre of target. 
L.L.L. iv. 1. 136. 

pin and web, gine of the eye; 
? cataract. W.T. i. 2. 291. 
pin-buitock, narrow or sharp but- 
tock. A.W. ii. 2.17. 
pinched, made ridiculous. W.T. 
li. 1. 50 

pinfold, Beat for ot a stray 
cattle. wo G.i. 

pioned, ?dug, Siedler trenched ; 
? covered with marsh - marigolds. 
Tp. iv. 1. 64. 

pip, each of the spots on playing- 
cards. T. of S. i. 2. 33 (allusion to 
card-game called * one-and-thirty’). 
pipe, voice. Tw.N. i. 4. 32. 
pipe-wine, wine daeewil directly 
from cask or ‘wood’ (with play 
upon musical ‘ lant >and ‘canary’ 
thedance). M. iii. 2. 87. 

pitch, to Sorat elevation, status. 
Tw.N. i 

pitched Pi ‘toil, set a net. L.L.L. 
iv. 3 

place, house, dwelling. As. ii. 3. 
27; precedence. A.W.1i. 1.108; posi- 
tion, station. W.T. i. 2. 448. 
placket, pocket, especially in wo- 
man’sskirt. L.L.L. iii. 1.186; W.T. 
iv. 3. 616, 

plain, mere, absolute. Tp. v. 1. 266. 
Plaines, lamentations. C. of E. 
5 Fag ht 

plain-song, singingsimplemelody. 
M.N.D. iii..1. 129. 

planched, planked, boarded. M. for 
M, iv. 1582. 

plantain, plantain leaf used to stop 
bleeding. L.L.L. iii. 1. 73. 

plantat: on, eolouisetton; 
ment. Tp. ii. 1.144. 


settle- 
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plash, pool, puddle. T. of S. i. 1.23. 
piausive, Beusible, pleasine, spe- 
cious, A. P1V21/ 27. 
pleached, formed by iabeene: jolie 
of Mie bi and twigs. M.A. i. 2.83 
iii. 

pleasant, merry. M.A. i. 1. 35. 
please, pay. C. of E. iv. 4. 50. 
please-man, man-pleaser. L,L.L. 
v. 2. 464, 

plenty, ape are plentiful. Tp. 
iv. 

SY ty ont draw out. M. for M. ii. 
4.148; excite. Tw.N. v. 1. 368. 
pluck up, rouse thyself. M.A. v. 1 
plummet, ‘Ignorance itself is a 
plummet o’er me ’=‘ J am a plum- 
met’s depth below ignorance 
itself’, M.W. v. 5. 169. 

naesy, posy (a. W.).) | MG. of Vive: 


point, smallest detail. Tp. i. 2. 194; 
suggest. L.L.L. ii.1.243; tagged lace 


forattaching hose to doublet. T. of 
Se ik w.N. i. 5. 243 W.TViv. 


point- -device, -devise, extremely 
neat, precise, scrupulous. L.L.L. 
y. 1, 18; As. iii. 2. 379; exactly. 
Tw.N. ii, 5. 168. 

points, stand upon,be Ee 
mind one’s stops. M.N.D. v. 1. 118. 
poising us, adding = wolghe (of 
patronage). A.W. ii.3. 157. 

poke, pocket. As. ii. 7. 20. \ 
poking-sticks, rods used for stif- 
toning. plaits of ruffs. W.T. iv. 3. 


pole, quarter-staff. L.L.L. v. 2. 688. 
pole-clipt, hedged in by poles. Tp. 
iv. 1. 68. . 
politic, Wr Fn Tw.N. ii. 5. 166. 
politician, shrewd  schemer. 
Tw.N. iii. 2. 33. 
poilusion, blunder for ‘allusion ’. 
L.L.L. iv. 2. 46. 
pomander, ball of perfume. W.T. 
v. 3. 605. 
pomewater, 
L.L.L. iv. 2. 4. 
i pe forcible. W.T. iy. 3. 531. 
Poor-John, hake (or ?other fish) 
salted and dried for food. Tp. ii. 2. 
27. 
porpentine, porcupine. C. of E. iii. 
1. 116. 


large juicy apple. 


Soneinen small basin. T. of 8. iv. 
3. 64. 


port, gate. A.W. iii. 5. 36; deport- 
ment, style of a importance. 
M. of V.i. 1. 124; iii. 2. 282; T. of S 
i, 1, 204. 

possess, inform. M. for M. iv. 1. 46; 
&e. 


possessed, well, eeecence of great 
wealth. M.N.D. i. 1. 100. 
possession, eacak endowment. 
Two G. v. 2.25; i.e. by the devil. 
C. of E. v. 1. 44. 
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possitable, blunder for ‘ positive- 
ly’. M.W.i. 1. 231. ; 

post, letter-carrier. TPs ii. 1, 249; 
&c. ; post-haste. C. of EH. i, 2.63; iil. 
2.159; W.T. ii. 1. 181; tavern door- 
post on which reckonings were 
scored. C. of E. i. 2. 64. ve 

postern, any door or gate distinct 
from main entrance. Two G. v. 1. 
9; W.T. i. 2. 438. } 

posy (i.e. poesy), short motto, line 
of poetry, inscribed on a knife or 
in aring. M. of V. v. 1. 151. 

pottle, two quarts. M.W. ii. 1. 204; 
iii. 5, 28. 

powdered, salted and pickled. M. 
for M. iii. 2. 61. 

power, my, the best of my power. 
W.T. v. 2. 175. ; 

practice, scheming, machination, 
trickery. M. for M. v. 1. 108; &c. 

practise, intrigue. TwoG. iv. 1.48; 
‘As. i, 1. 146; play a trick. T. of S. 
Ind. i. 36. 3 

page liseny practitioner. A.W. ii.1. 
187. 


cael appraise, value. Tw.N.1i.5. 
3 


prank, dress. Tw.N. ii. 4.86; W.T. 
iye3.10. 
HrecepHels instructive. M.A. vy. 1. 


precious winners, winners of pre- 
cious things. W.T. v. 3. 131. 

predominant, in the ascendant. 
A.W. i.1. 202; W.T. i. 2. 202. 

preeches, breeched for flogging. 
M.W. iv. 1. 80. 

prefer, promote. Two G. ii. 4. 158; 
recommend. M. of V. ii. 2. 146; T. 
of S.i.1.97; press forward. M. for 
M.i.1.54; submitted for approval. 
M.N.D. iv. 2. 38. 

pregnant, clear, obvious. M. for 
M. ii. 1.23; W.T. v.2. 34; inventive, 
resourceful. M. for M. i. 1. 11; 
Tw.N. ii. 2. 28; receptive, disposed, 
ready. Tw.N. iii. 1. 92. 

Boat ca ter, prejudices. A.W. i. 


premises, previous circumstances. 
Tp. 51.12.1283: 

prenzie, doubtful word, prob. an 
error. M. for M. iii. 1. 92, 95. 

preposterous, blunder for ‘prosper- 
ous’. W.T. v. 2. 152. 

present, present occasion, affair in 
hand. Tp. i. 1. 23; act the part of. 
M.W. iv. 6.20; LLL. v. 1. 1155 av. 
2.531; immediate. M. for M. iv. 2. 
210; &c.; represent. M.A. iii. 3. 74; 
document presented., L.L.L, iv. 3. 
186; present store. Tw.N. iii, 4. 356. 

presentation, display. As. v. 4.107. 

presently, immediately. Tp. i. 2. 
1255 &e: 

reel constrained. M. of V. i. 1. 


Prester John, a legendary Chris- 
tian king and priest ruling in the 
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extreme East, or in Abyssinia. 
M.A. ii. 1. 264. 

presupposed, required as a neces- 
sary preceding condition. Tw.N. 
v..1. 352. 

pretence, intention, purpose. Two 
G. iii. 1. 47; W.T, iii. 2.17. 

pretend, intend. Two G. ii. 6. 37. 

prevailment, influence, ascen- 
dancy. M.N.D. i. 1. 35. 

prevent, anticipate, forestall. M. 
of V.i. 1, 61; As. iv.1, 58; Tw.N: 
iii. 1. 86. re 

prey, act of preying. M.N.D. ii. 2. 
150. 


preyful, killing much prey or 


quarry. L.L.L. iv. 2. 57. 

pribbles and prabbles, petty 
wranglings. M.W. i. 1. 53, 

prick, the spine. a ii. 2.12; spot 
in centre of target. L.L.L. iv. 1. 132; 
sting. As. iii. 2.111; stick. T. of 
S. iil. 2. 69; incite. T. of S. iii. 2. 


12. 
pricket, buck in its second year. 
LLL. iv. 2. 12 
prig, thief. W.T. iv. 2. 102. 
prime, chief. Tp. i. 2. 72, 422; flower 
of life. A.W. ii. 1. 184. 
primero, gambling 
M.W. iv. 5. 99. 
aes paragon. M.N.D. iii. 2. 


card-game. 


principality, one of the nine 
orders of angels. Two G. ii. 4. 153. 

print, in, with exactness or pre- 
ciseness. Two G. ii. 1. 170; L.L.L. 
Hi. 1.173; Avst v. 4. 90% 

Deinsless, leaving no trace. Tp. v. 
1. 34, 

priser, prize-fighter. As. ii. 3. 8. 

private, privacy. Tw.N. iii. 4. 96. 

privilege, extend right of sanc- 
tuary to. C. of E. v. 1. 95; protec- 
tion. M.N.D. ii. 1. 220. 

prize, contest. M. of V. iii. 2. 141; 
estimate. M.A. ili. 1. 90. 

probable need, apparently neces- 
sary. A.W. ii. 4. 51. 

probation, proof. M. for M. v. 1. 
157; trial. Tw.N. i. 136. 
DEogess, course, story. M. of V.iv. 
- 2lo. 

Procrus, blunder for 
M.N.D. v..1. 198. 
procure, obtain women for grati- 
fication of lust. M. for M, iii. 2.57. 
Be ostetaus, abnormal, monstrous. 
M.N.D. v. 2. 42. 

profess, make it one’s business. 
Tpsiijl. 237. 

Sie apa i.e. of ability. A.W. ii. 
. 85. 


‘Procris’. 


profit, proficiency. As.i.1.6. 

prolixious, long in duration. M. 
for M. ii. 4. 163. 

Prologue, speaker of the prologue. 
M.N.D. v.1. 106. 

prologues, the only, only the pro- 
logues. As. v.3.12. _ 4 
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Bealong ads postponed. M.A. iv. 1. 


prompture, instigation, M. for M. 
il 79 

proof, vulgar, common experi- 
ence, Tw.N, iii. 1.129, 

proof, your own, making trial 
yourself. M.A, iv. 1, 45. 
propagation, mepenns in amount. 
M. for M. i. 2. 15 

proper, hahaneee ere a Tp. ii. 
2.59; 8&c.; OWn. All. cs GO" Seo. s 
inherently. M. tor M. i. 1.30; fine, 
likely. M.A. iv. 1. 314; of good 
character, Beet & AW. iy. 3.215. 
properer, handsomer. As. iii. 5. 51. 
proper-false, handsome and de- 
ceitful. Tw.N. ii. 2. 29, 

peonerly, peculiarly. Vcr 


properties, portable articles used 
in acting a play. M.W. iv. 4. 79; 
M.N.D. i. 2. 103. 

proper to, ‘belonging to. M. for M. 
V, 2e.t1). 

property, mere means to an end. 


M.W. iii. 4.10; fulfilment. A.W. 
ii. 1.189; make a tool of; exploit. 
Tw.N. iv. 


propostions, fortune. M. for M. vy. 

21% 

propose, converse, conversation. 

MLA, iio}? 3.22, 

propriety, individuality. Tw.N. 
1. 7 

Pilot’ declare, vow. M.A. v. 1. 

148; M.N.D, i. 1. 89. 

provincial, belonging to an eccle- 


siastical province. M. for M. v. 1. 
Shi. 

provision, foresight, preparation. 
Eps t,.2¢28. 


provoke, invoke. M. for M. iii. 1.18, 
pruning, adorning. L.L.L. iv. 3. 
180. 
puddings, M.W. 
He Ll. 

pugging, ?* pri igging ’, thievish, or 
ohne -tooth’, eye- tooth. W.T. iv. 


bowels, entrails. 


wriys puny, insignificant. As. 

lii. 4. 
puke, Fane As. ii. 7. 144. 

puling, whining. Two G, ii. 4. 26, 
puipiter, preacher. As. lil. 2: Tia. 
pumpion, pumpkin. M.W. iii. 3. 39. 
pumps, low shoes. M.N.D. iv. 2. 36. 
punk, prostitute. M.W. ii. 2. 133; 
M. for M. v. 1. 174, 518. 

punto, stroke or thrust with sword- 
point. M.W. ii. 3. 25. 

purgation, vindication, proof. As. 
lo. O25, Vad. 44> VV. Tin. 2: 7. 
purlieus, ground on the borders. 
As. iv. 3. 76. 

purple- is oS dyed deep red. 
M.N.D. 2. 

push, pion! r ‘make a push, at=treat 
with disdain. M.A. v. 1. 38; im- 
pulse, impetus. W.T.y. 3. 129, 
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Ppsh pine child’s game. L L.Lviv. 


ES ai conspelled called upon. M. 
for M. i. 

put in, biter intercede. M. for 
M, i. 2. 103. 

put on, urge onward. M.forM. iv. 
2.117; ?to layonasa blow. L.L.L. 
iv. 1. 116; communicate, impart. 
AS. i, 2:93; Tw.N. v..1. 67. 
chee instigator. W.T. ii. 1. 
140. 

putter-out, one who lends money 
at interest. Tp. iii. 3.48. 


quail, overpower. M.N.D. v. 1. 285; 
fail. As. ii. 2. 20. 
again’ ieenone ul be oy 403 by Raped Natt 
S. iii. 2. 147; beautiful, elegant. 
M.W. be 6. 41; T, of S. iv. 3. 102; 
strange. M.N-D. ii. 1. 99; ii. 2.7. 
quaintly, skilfully, gracefully. 
Two G, ii. 1. 127; iii. 1. 117; grace- 
fully. M. of V. ii.4. 6. 
Sede moderate. control. M.for 
1.1.65 
quality, skill, “Tp. i. 2. 193; profes- 
sion. Two G. iv. 1. 58, 
arg a size, Ereatners, M.N. D. 
a ote ; fragment. T. of S. iv. 
11% 
quarter, to add another’s coat to 
one’s hereditary coat-of-arms. 
M.W. i. 1. 24; conduct, relations. 
C. of EB. ii-1. 108: 
quatch-buttock, 
A Well, 2a lhe 
quean, gupenavred woman. M.W. 
iv. 2. 170. 
queasy, nice, delicate. M.A. ii. 1. 
376. 


squat buttock. 


atcha! act or have eminence as 
queen. W.T. iv. 3. 156. 
quell, kill. M.N.D. v. 1. 285. 
quern, handmill. MND. i. 1.°36. 
quest, phe pursuit, search. 
M. for M. iv. 1.63; M. of V.i. 1. 172. 
questant, Obiver AJ Well: 1. 16. 
question, consideration. M. for M. 
i. 1. 46; that’s the question. M.A. 
v. 2. 80°; talk, discourse. M.N.D. ii. 
A th &e. 
question, in, under examination 
(or likely to be a put). M.A. iii. 
8. 176; WaT. we 198. 
questionless, Seon DEeAe M. of 
Vio aL iG. 
question, loss of, for the sake of 
argument, M. for M. ii. 4. 91. 
autels priate TP, iii, 2, 72; living. 
M.W. iii. Soe. pregnant. 
L.G.L. v2: 610. J 
guicken, restore or give life to. 
Tp. iii. 1.6; M. of V. ii. 8.52; rouse, 
brighten. "A.W. ii. 1. 76. 
guillets, casuistries. L.L.L. iv. 
285. 
quintain, stout post, used as mark 
in tilting. As, i. 2. 250. 
quip, sarcasm, witty remark. 
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@ Deeakts M.A. ii. 3. 2425 As. y.4. 


quire! company. M.N.D. ii. 1. 55; 
sing in concert. M. ory, vy. 1. 62. 
quirk, witty turn, conceit. M.A. 
1i. 3. 238 ; fit, sudden stroke. A.W. 
iii. 2.48; trick of behaviour, Tw.Nn. 
iii. 4, 253, 

quit, leave. Tp. i. 2. ea ee for M. 
ii. 4.29; remit. C. of E 22; M. 
of V. iv. 1.380; acquit. rab iii. 1. 1h 
A.W, v. 3. 300 ; renounce, dismiss. 
Tw.N. v. 1. 323. 

quit of, revenge upon. M.A. iv. 1. 
202. 

quittance, receipt. M.W. i. 1. 10. 
quoif, cap. W.T. iv. 3. 224. 

quote, regard, mention. L.L.L.iv.3. 
Shietvin Ze T8l e \CALNY «Vin SetlDy 
quotidian, intermittent fever. As. 
lii. 2. 363. 


rabato; kind of stiff collar. M.A. 
iii. 4. 6. 

race, natural or inherited disposi- 
tion. Tp. i. 2. 358; M. for M. ‘ii. i 
161; aherd of horses. M. of V. v. 
72; root. W.T. iv, 2. 48. 

rack, driving mist. Tp. iv. 1. 156; 
stretch or raise beyond the normal 
degree. M.A. iv. 1.222; M.of V.i. 
1. 181. 

rag, contemptuous ne M.W. iv. 
2.183; T. of S. iv. 3. 112; particle. 
C. of E. iv. 4. 87. 

a fe harsh, discordant. As. ii. 


wine! abundantly. M.W. iv. 6. 22; 
lustful. M. of V.i. 3. 78; position. 
As. i. 2: 1063 movement in line or 
file. As. iii. 2.97; row. As. iv. 3. 79. 
rte 3 pride, rebellion. As, i. 
1. 85. 

rapt, deeply engaged. Tp. i. 2. 77. 
rascal, inferior deer of aherd. As. 
Tilsoyoo, 

rash, hasty, quick, sudden. M. for 
M. v. i. 388; W.T. i. 2. 319. 

rate, estimation, consideration. 
Tiley O25, ie Le dl Oar alte: elves 
for M. ii. 2. 150; M. of V. ii. 7. 26; 
mode of living. M. of V.i. 1. 127; 
scold. T. of S.i.1.161; price. A.W. 
Vee ands 
rato- pos as 
lorum’. M.W. 
raught, Sen chad. “Dh. Jor ivisgsaty 
ravel, become entangled. Two G. 
iii, 27.52. 

ravin, ravenously devour. M. for 
ie i. 2. 132; ravenous. A.W. iii. 2. 
TAN, Menorant, inexperienced, As. 
HITS, eon. 

rayed, befouled, soiled. T. of S. iii. 
2053 sls lees 

razure, effacement. M.for M.y. 1. 
rear, Bae up, raise. Tp. ii. 1. 296; 
W..T.1 2. ate. 


ABACK for ‘rotu- 


GLOSSARY TO: 
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reason, anything reasonable. Tp. 


iii. 2. 126; possibility of action. 
Two G. ii. 4. 213; T. ae ii. 1. 400; 
discourse, Tate y ope As. ke 
2 5o0 angue, 'M. of Vii. & 27; 

is just’. JTS 1v,.2. 412. 
reasonable shores, shores of rea- 
son. Tp. v. 1. 81. 


reave, deprive. A.W. v. 3. 86. 
rebate, make blunt. M. for M. i. 


4. 60. 

rebused, blunder for’ abused’. T.of 
Stara 

receive, accept, believe. TwoG. y 
4.78; M. for M. i. 3. 16; Tw.N. iii. 
4. 200. 

rece.ved, understood. M. for M. 
li. 4.83. 

receiving, understanding. Tw.N. 
iii. 1. 124. 

recheat, notes sounded on a horn 
to call together the hounds in a 
hunt. M.A. i. 1. 238. 

reclusive, secluded. M.A.iv.1. 244. 


record, render in song. Two G.y. 
4.6; memory. Tw.N.v. 1. 248. 
recorder, wind instrument, 
MLN: D? vy. 12°123. 

recountment, relation, recital. 
‘As. iv. 3. 140. 


recover, restore to consciousness 
or health. Tp.'ih. 2.to;. Oh. Lye 
150; A.W, iii. 2.20; Tw. N. ii. 1,38; 
reach, attain to. Tp. Tn 2-14 Two 
G. y-92 > Tw Negi. “200? win. 
Tw.N. ii. 3. 187. 
red, applied toa disease marked by 
evacuation of blood. Tp. i. 2. 364. 
Sepa ae deliverance, release. 
M. for M. 4. 114; blunder for 
‘perdition’. “M. 'A. iv. 2. 58. 
red- -lattice, lattice painted red as 
the mark of an inn, hence an 
alehouse or inn. M.W. ii. 2. 27. 
ted-lookea. red-looking. W.T.ii. 2. 
mpeonys smoky, dirty. M.A. iii. 3. 


cps pao or squeaking. M. of V. 
lll 

reek, smoke. M.W. iii. 3. 77. 
reeling-ripe, dyn to the point 
of reeling. Tp..v. i. 279: 


zetein perigee feet M. for M. v. 
refer, have recourse. M. for M. iii. 
reformed, Plnnder for ‘informed’. 
M.A. v.,1,.252: 

reft, robbed. M.A. iv. 1. 198: 
Tepnse, reject, disown. M.A. iv 1. 


Be look. M. for M. v. 1. 20; 


reheat’ greeting. M.of V. ii. 9. et 
earse, sing over. M.N.D. v 


ret submit to the rein. Tw.N. 
lii. 4. 386. 
relation, narrative. Tp. v. 1. 164. 
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en — you release them. 


solin tobe faithful. A.W. ii. 3. 186. 
relique, memorial, sight. Tw.N. 
iii. 3. 19. 

relish, realize. W.T. ii. 1. 166. 
remain, dwell, abide. Tp. i. 2.-420; 
As. iii. 2. 224. 

remainder, remaining. As. ii. 7. 
39; the residual or further interest 
remaining over froma part estate, 
coming into effect when this has 
determined, and created by the 
same conveyance by which the 
monn itself was granted. A.W.iv. 


remember, commemorate. Tp. i. 
2. 402; remind, W.T. iii. 2. 228. 
remembered, be, remember. M. 
for M. ii. 1. 108. 

remember thy Parte put on thy 
hat, 1 inv. 1. 

remembrance, 1. ee BE hn og 


63. 

remit, resign. L.L.L. v. 2. 460. 

remorstrance,demonstration. M. 
for M. vy. i. 388. 

ne? dae compassion. Tp. v. 1. 76, 

cc 

Pepys compassionate. Two 
GPT Sr 

aa absence. M. for M. i. 
43; post-stage. A.W. vy. 3. 131. 

removed, removedness, secluded, 
seclusion. M. for M. i. 3.8, &c.; dis- 
tant in relationship. As. v. 4. 69; 
separated by time. Tw.N.v. 1. 89. 

render, describe as. As. iv. 3. 122; 
pay, exhibit. M.A. v. 3. 33; to 
make. M. of V. iii. 2. 88. 

renegado, apostate. Tw.N. iii. 2. 
71. 

renouncement, i.e. of the world. 
M. for M. i. 4. 35. 

pvt make famous. Tw.N. iii. 
ers 

rent, rend. M.N.D. iii. 2. 215. 

repair, come back. L.L.L. v. 2. 293; 
restores, revives. A.W. i. 2. 30; 
restoration. W.T. vy. 1. 31. 

repasture, repast. L.L.L. iv. 1. 93. 

repeal, recall. Two G. v. 4. 143; 


A.W. ii. 3. 52. 

eh ae remembrance. A.W.yv. 
wee ea full, perfect. W.T. 
ams 

replete, full. A.W. ii. 3. 179. 
report, reputation. M. for M. ii. 3. 
12; M.A. iii. 1. 97; testimony. 
Lets Poi, Te 


reporting ys a report or hearsay. 
M.A. iii. 1. 116. 

reprehepes misused for ‘represent’. 
L.L.L. i. 

reproach, bh blunder for ‘approach’. 
M. o 

reprove, ee. M.A. ii. 3. 235. 

require, deserve. W.T. ii. 3. 189; 
iii. 2. 62. : 
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Tp. iii. 3. 


rere-mice, bats. M.N.D. ii. 2. 4. 
resemblance, likelihood, proba- 
bility. M. for M. iv. 2. 191. 
resolve, bring to a clear under- 
a ee Tp. v. 1. 2485 M. for M. 
. 2.212; inform. M. for M. phe ey 
18 answer. L.L.L, ii. 1. 110; 
of S. iv. 2.7; solve. As. iii, 2. 233, 
resolvedly, definitely. A.W. v. 3. 
resolve don repare yourselves. 
W.T. v. 3. 86. res * 
respect, value. Two G. i. 2. 131; 
regard, care for. Two G. iii. 1. 89; 
&c.; consideration, estimation. 
LLL. ¥.,2.0410 3; MN. Da it9: 924: 
regard to circumstances. M. of V. 
v. 1. 993 reason. A.W. ii. 5. 68. 
respected, blunder for ‘suspected’. 
M. for M. ii. 1. 166. 
respecting, in comparison with. 
W.. Poy. 1:35. 
respective, 
TwoG. iv. 
v. 1. 156. 
Topnect of Comperiepn with. M.A. 
lll. 4. le 
=eeees upon, regard for. M. of V. 
BAL a4: 


a repay, requite. 
di. 


worthy of regard. 
4.195; careful. M. of V. 


rest, remain. T. of S.i. 1. 245. 
‘rest, arrest. C. of E. iv. 2.42; &c. 
restrained, forbidden. M. forM. ii. 
Pid drawntightly. T. of S. iii. 2. 


rest, set up one’s, resolve. deter- 
mine. C, of E. iv. 3.26; M. of V. ii. 
2.103: A.W. ii. 1. 137. 

retention, power to retain. 
ii. 4. 96. 

sero refer back. M. for M. v. 1. 


Tw.N 


reverberate,reyerberating. Tw.N 
Ls 

reverence, age. M.A. v. 1. 64; re 
spect due to him. As. i. 1. dl. 
reverend, respectful. T. of S.iv.1. 


202. 

“eet »back-handed stroke. M.W. 
ii Be 

review, see again. W.T.iy. 3. 674. 

rheum, cold or catarrh. M. for M. 
iii. 1.31; C. of E. iii. 2, 136; W.T. 
ives: 406 ; saliva. M. of V.i.3. 115; 
tears. M/A. y. 2. 81. 

rheumatic, inducing catarrhal 
affections. M.W. iii. 1. 44; pape 
terized by rheum. M. N.D. ii. 1. 


Rialto, quarter of Venicein which 
the Exchange was situated. M. of 
Vzar3e1d, 

rib, enclose as with ribs. M. of V. 
Trt dE, 

eri, most experienced. A.W. 


Hokies with riches. M. of Y..i. 1. 
161; v. 1. 277. 
rid, "destroy. Ds 4: 2. 364. 


JA16 
ka cleft. ee i. ag 217. Splits Ep.F 
1 Us Vv. 
Stee: aes M N.D. iv. 2.31. 
right, dome, give me satisfaction. 
M.A. v. 1.147; true. As. iii. 2. 97, 
120. 

ring-carrier, go-between. cAL Vy 
iii, O91. 


ring, get the, carry off the prize. 
T..0f Se 1, 15141, 

ringlet, ee ing., ¢ RDi Mop dansdds 
M.N.D. ii. 1. 86. 


Seite. tia time of giving or ex- 

changing rings. As. vy. 3. 18. 

Ripe wood name of a dog. M.W. 

i bt 

riot, eae revel, tumult. M.N.D. 

v.l4 

nite: grow ripe. M.N.D. ii. 2. 118; 

As. ii. 7. 26; urgent. M. of V. i. us 

61; W.T. i. 2. 332; ready. M.N.D. 

v. 142; grown-up. As. iy. 3, 87. 

siping, po point of becoming ripe. 
of 

road, port, “harbour. M. of V.i. 1. 

19; 

songon abusive term applied toa 

woman. M.W. iv. 2. 184. 

rope- -tricks, 2 blunder ie joan for 

‘rhetoric’. T. of S. i. 2 

round, bring to coaebrontes Tp. 

Aven. 158; plain spoken. C, of E. ii 

1.82; Tw.N. ii.3.98; circle. M.N.D 

ii. 1.140; encircle. M.N.D. iv. 1. 53; 

whisper. W.T. i. 2.217; develop to 

a full round form. W.T. ii. 1. 16. 

xoondah, round dance. M.N.D. ii. 
1 


round hose, trunk hose made very 
full. M. of V.i. 2.7 
PEAS So prompily. A&, V. 3. 10; 
T, of ro 2521; bluntly.,.T.of S. 
lil. 2. Sit without needless cere- 
mony. T. of S. iv. 4. 107. 
rout, rabble. C. of E. iii. 1, 101. 
voynish, coarse, base. -As, ii, 2. 8. 
rub, encounter (in playing bowls) 
some impediment which diverts 
the bowl from its proper course. 
L.L.L. iv. 1.139, 
eco ruby-coloured. Tw.N. i. 
rudesby, insolent fellow. T. of S. 
iii. 2.10; Tw.N. iv. 1. 51; ruffling, 
rising in ruffles. T. of S. iv, 3. 60. 
rule, procedure. M. of V. iv. 1.176; 
Tw.Nn. ii, 3. 125. 
rushling, blunder for ‘rustling’. 
M.W. ii. 2. 66. 
russet, homespun. LLU. v. 2. 414. 
russet-pated,s1ey-hcaded.M.N.D 
iii,.2, 21. 
rutiish, lustful. A.W. iv. 3. 218. 
sack,white wine. Tp.ii.2.119; T. of 
S.)Ind. 2.2; Tw.N. ii, 3. 193. 
Sackerson, name of a famous bear. 
M.W, i. 1. 287. 
Jacrament, i.e.asan oath. A.W. 
iv. 3. 127. 
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sad, sadness, serious, seriousness. 
Two G.i. 3.1; &c. 

sad brow, serious face. As. iii. 2. 
216. 

sadly, seriously. M.A. ii. 3. 224. 
sain, said. L.L.L. iii. 1. 83. 
sale-work, ready-made goods. As. 
iii. 5. 43. 

salt, salt-cellar. Two G. iii. 1. 359; 
lustful. M. for M. y. 1. 397. 
saltiers, blunder for ‘satyrs’. W.T. 
iv. 3. 332. 

salve, pedlias es M.A. i. 1. 311; oint- 
ment. L.L.L. iii. 1.72. 
sanctimonious, holy, consecrated. 
hy: iv. 116. 

sanctimony, sanctity. A.W. iv. 3. 


50. 

gand- blind, half-blind, dim-sight- 

ed, purblind. M, of V. ii. 2, 34. 

sanded, ofa sandy colour. M.N.D. 

Lys i. 122. 

sans, without. Tp. i. 2 as L.L.L. 
O25 4165 AS. Dell. So. o 

cored life, hope. W.T. iv. oa 572. 

satisfaction, heavy, sad acqul- 

escence. A.W. vy. 3. 100. 

satisfy, sustain. M. for M. iii. 1. 166. 

oe wanton, lascivious. M. for 

M. ii. 4. 46; A.W. iv. 4. 23 

ti sem smell, taste, have some of 

the characteristics. M.N.D. ii. 1 

13; Tw.N, v. 1. 120, 316; W.T. i. 2. 

421; iv. 3.7. 

saw, maxim. L.L.L. v. 2. 917; As. 

ii. 7. 156. 

scale, weigh as in scales, estimate. 

M. for M. iii. 1. 254. 

scall, scabby. M.W. iii. 1. 116. 

hope ana scrambling. M.A. y.1. 

ee meaning uncertain. Tp. 
kT 

scandaled, scandalous. Tp. iv. 1.90. 

scant, nits moderate. M. of V. ii. 

i Uy ee a 

scape, transgression. W.T, iii. 3.71, 

scarfed, beflagged. M.of V. ii.6. 15. 

scarfs and bannerets, silken orna- 

ments worn on various parts of 

theattire. A.W. ii. 3. 207. 

Sepeh fal, hurtful, harmful. Tw.N, 


= 
schools, i.e. of medicine. A.W. i. 
sconce, head. C. of E.i. 2. 79; ii. 2. 
34; defence. C. of F. ii. 2. 37. 
Scope, liberty to act, free play. M. 
for M.i. 1. 64; &c. 

scour, to depart i in haste, runaway, 
decamp. W.T. ii. 1.3 

scout ice for him, be on the look 
out for hin on my behalf. Tw.N. 
iii. 4. 183. 

serip, written list. M.N.D. i. 2.3; 
small bag. As. iii, 2. 162. 
scrippage, contents of ascrip. As. 
iii. 2, 162. 

scrivener, writer of contracts. 
T. of S. iv. 4. 59, 
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po Pk stunted. M. of V. v.1 


scruple, quantity. - — LST. 
scut, tail. M.W., v. i 

seal, pledge. M. ND, “it 2.144; put 
an end to. W.T. i. 2. 337. 

sealed, stamped with the official 
seal. T. of S. Ind. 2. 88. 

sea-maid, mermaid. M.N.D, ii. 1. 
154; M. for M. iii. 2. 114. 
Sea-marge, seashore. Tp. iv. 1. 69. 
sear, brand. W.T. ii. 1. 72. 
search, probe. As. ii. 4. 42. 
season, influence. M. for M. ii. 2. 
168; opportunity. C. of E.iv. 2. 58; 
that which preserves. M.A.iv. 1. 
144; preserve. A.W.i.1.50; Tw.N. 
il. 30. 

season, day of, seasonable day. 
ALW iv. 3.32, 

geugnd, helpful. W.T. ii. 3. 27. 
secondary, subordinate. M.forM. 


i. 1. 46. 
awe confidential. T. of S. i. 1. 


ted section of society. M. for M. 

li. ¢ 

secure, careless. M.W. ii.-1. 222. 

erg ype of the seed. M. 
for M. i. 

“ri alpen hy amo 
M. for M. ii. 4. 151; M.A. iv. 
seemingly, becomingly. As. a 4) 
70; freshness. W.T. iv. 3. 75. 

shee well, well-skilled. T. of S. i. 
2. 133. 

seething, heated, excited. M.N.D. 
wv. 1. 4, 

seize, overpower. W.T. v. 1. 142. 

seize thee that list, let them take 
thee that will. T. of S. iii. 1. 90. 

seldom when, rarely. M. for M. iv. 

86. 


self, same. M. of V.i.1.148; Tw.N. 
i. 1.39. 
self-affairs,privateaffairs. M.N.D. 
teal, 413. 


self-sovereignty (a wife’s), self- 
same ie! as a husband. 
L.U.L. iv. 1. 

dcikbantivd Ad “resembling, like. 
Tw.N. i. 4.34. 


semi-circied farthingale, petti- 
coat, the hoop of which did not 
come round in front. M.W. iii. 3. 
61. 

se’nnight, a week. As. di. 2. 316. 
Senoys, Sienese. A.W.i. 2.1. 
sense, feelings. Tp. ii. 1. 108; sen- 
sual passions. M. for M. i. 459; ii 
2. 169; reason. M. of V. v. 1. 136; 
WiWite L. 230. 

sensibie, sensitive. Dpyaii. L1755 
C. ‘of EL iv: 4/275 (Mv of Veil. 8.485 
capable of feeling. M.N.D. v. 1. 182; 
substantial. M. of V. ii. 9. 89. 
sentences, sententious sayings. 
M.A. ii. 3. 242. 
sequent, following. M. for M. v. 1. 
369; follower. L.L.L. iv. 2. 140. 
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ene dry, withered. C. of KE. iv. 2. 


serpent’s iy pk ie pe Ae (of the 
audience) ‘ 

serpigo, skin eion, M for M. 
iii. 1.31. 

serviceable, offering service. Two 
G. iii. 2. 70. 

sessa, exclamat ion urging tospeed, 
T. of S. Ind. 1.6. 

set, set to music, value. Two G.i. 
2.78; seated. Two G. ii. 1. 89; a set 
at tennis. L.L.L. v. 2. 29. 

seven-night, week. M.A. ii. 1. 353; 
WT. 2017. 

several, belonging to private 
owner. “9 = L. ii. 1. 221; individual. 
W.. Bike 

SeastGerk waar place. As. iv. 1. 212. 

shadowed, dark. M. of V. A - 2. 

shadowy, shady. TwoG.v. 
Shafalus, i.e. Cephalus. MIND. v. 
1. 198. 

shallow, in, superficial in judging. 
A.W. i. 3, 42. 
shapeless, purposeless. Two G. i. 
1.8; unshapely. L.L.L. v. 2. 304. 
sheaf, , gather into sheaves, As. iii. 

1 


sheen, shine, brightness, M.N.D. 

ii. 1. 29. 

sheep-biter, sheep-biting, thief, 

thieving. Tw.N. ii. 5.5; M. for M. 

v. 1.350. 

sheepcote, shepherd’s hut. As. ii. 

4, 82. 

sheep-whistling, sheep-tending. 

W.T. iv. 3. 786. 

sheer, mere, nothing but. T. of S. 

Ind, 2. 23. 

shent, rated, reviled. M. W.i. 4.34; 

Tw.N. iv. 2.1 

shepherd’s note, noted by shep- 

herd. W.T. i. 

sheriff’s Sani aes to which pro- 

Pumasions were affixed. Tw.N.i. 
151. 

shield, defend, grant. M. for M. iii. 

1,139 

ship-tire, headdress. M.W. iii. 3. 

54. 

shore, shorn. M.N.D. v. 1.339; set 

ashore. W.T. iv. 8. 848. 

shot, reckoning. Two G. iii. 5. 6, 9. 

shoulder- shotten, with dislocated 

shoulder, T. of S. iii. 2. 56. 

shovel-board, shilling used in 

game of that name. M.W. i. 1. 153. 

shows, outward appearances. M. 

of V. ii. 7. 20. 

’shrew, beshrew, plague. W.T.i.2. 

281. 

shrewd, mischievous, bad. M.W. 

ji, 2. 222; &c.; shrewish. M.A. ii. 1. 

19. 

vay Fee in high-pitched voice. 

Twi N. i 5) 

shrieve, pepe A.W. iv. 3, 188. 

shrift, absolution. ips for M. iv. 4. 

210. 
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shrive, absolve after confession. 
C. of KE. ii. 2. 217; M. of V. i. 2. 180. 
shroud, take shelter. TR ii. 2. 40. 
shrow, shrew. L.L.L. v. 2. 46. 
sick, longing. A.W. i. 2, 16. 
sicies, shekels. M. for M. ii. 2. 149. 
side sleeves, long hanging sleeves. 
M.A. iii. 4. 20. 
siege, stool, excrement. Tp. ii. 2. 
104; seat. M. for M. iv. 2. 98. 
significant, something to express 
meaning. L.L.L. iii. 1. 180. 
signory, lordship, domain, terri- 
tory. Eps i.i2. U. 
silly, defenceless, Two G. iv. 1. 72; 
homely. Tw.Nn, ii. 4. 46. 
silly cheat, petty thieving. W.T. 
LV. 2s 2 
simple, herb used in medicine. 
M.W. i. 4.60; iii. 3.71; As.iv. 1. 16; 
foolish. T. of S. v. 2. 162. 
simplicity, folly. L.L.L. iv. 2. 23; 
v. 2. 48. 
since once, that once upon a time. 
M.N.D. ii. 1. 149; T. of S. Ind. 1. 84; 
when. W.T. v. 1. 219. 
single bond, bond with borrower's 
signature only,and without names 
of sureties. M. of V. i. 3. 143. 
singled, separated. L.L.L. vy. 1. 80. 
singuiar, unique. W.T. iy. 3. 144. 
aingdlaratiens rarities. W.T. v. 3. 
12. 
sinister, left. M.N.D. v.1.163; A. W. 
ii. 1. 44, 
sink, make fall. Tp. ii. 1. 202. 
sinking-ripe, ready to sink. C. of 
Leo Air 
sir, gentleman. Tp. v. 1.69; Tw.N. 
iii. 4. 80; title given to priests with 
bachelor’sdegree. M.W.i.1.1; &c. 
sirrah, familiar style of address. 
Tp. v. 1. 287. 
sir-reverence, corruptionof ‘save- 
reverence’, an apologetic expres- 
sion. C. of E. iii. 2. 94. 
Sisters Three, the Fates. M.N.D. 
v. 1, 335. 
sith, since. M. for M. i. 3. 35; &c. 
sithence, since. A.W.i.3. 118. 
sitting, interview. W.T. iv. 3. 568. 
skill, matter. T. of S. iii. 2. 132; 
Tw.N. v. 1.290; cunning. W.T. ii. 
1.165; reason. W.T. iv. 3. 152. 
skill-less, skilless, ignorant. Tp. 
iii. 1.53; Tw.N. i's 8 
skipper, eR kas fellow. T. of 


S. ii. 
pes oe frivolous, L.L.L. v. 
756; wild, mad. Tw.N. i. 5. 205. 


slack, neglect. M.W. iii. 4. 112. 

ps negligence. W.T. v.1. 
ol. 

slander, reproach, disgrace. C. of 
K, iv. 4.68; As. iv. 1.58; blunder 
for ‘slanderer’. M.A. y. 1.216. 

sleeve-hand, a wristband. W.T. 
iv. 3. 210. 

*slid, God’s lid, an Paths M.W. iii. 
4, 24’; Tw.N. iii. 4. 4 
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’slight, God's light,an oath. Tw.N. 

11. 5.34; iii. 2. 14. 

slighted, chucked, threw con- 

temptuously. M.W. iii. 4. 9. 

slip, started, letslip. T. of S. v.2. 52. 

slop, siops, loose breeches. M.A. 

iii. 2.34; L.L.L. iv. 3. 56. 

iter cast off snake-skin. Tw.N. 
5. 154. 

either, slur over. M. of V. ii. 8. 39. 

sluggardized, made indolent. Two 

G11. 42 

anianne savour. M. for M. ii.2. 5; 

M. of V. ii. 2.16: the small of the 

leg. L.L.L. v. 2. 634; smattering. 

A.W. iv. 1. 17. 

small, boy’s_ or woman's treble 

voice; shrill-voiced. M.N.D. i. 2. 

50; Tw.N. i. 4. 32. 

smirch, soil, smear. M.A. iii. 3. 136; 

iv. 1.185; As,i. 3. 111. 

smoked, ‘scented, found out. A.W. 

iii. 6. 107. 

smoking, fumigating. M.A. i. 3.56. 

smother, suffocating smoke. As. i. 

2. 286. 

smug, trim, spruce. M. of V. iii. 1. 

46, 


smutch, smudged. W.T.i. 2. 122. 

snatches, repartees. M. for M. iv. 

2. 6. 

sneap, check. nip. L.L.L. i. 1. 100; 

W.T. i. 

aeons up, ‘expression of contempt 
Soy 

snipt- tastota, dressed in silks and 

ribbons. A.W. iv. 5. 2. 

snuff, object of loathing. A.W. i.2. 

59. 


snuff, in, gine; BL. La Vv e2:i223 
M.N.D. v. 1. 248. 
soaking, absorbent. W.T. i. 2.224. 
sod, sodden. L.L.L. iv. 2. 23. 
& sits gently, slowly. W.T.iv.2 
73, 11 
soft you, hold, stop. M.A. v. 1. 202. 
solely, absolutely. A.W. i. 1. 106; 
alone. W.T. ii. 3. 17. 

A.W. iv. 3. 


solemn, ceremonious. 
die 
sic tained somewhat. M.of V.i. 
1. 124. 
sonties, ? corruption of ‘sante’, 
Cea ROLY, *,or ‘saints’. M. of V. ii. 
4 


sooth, truth. M.N.D. ii. 2.129; &c. 
Sophy, Shah of Persia. Tw.N. ii. 5. 
185; iii. 4. 287. 

nore melptehe tourko year. L.L.L. 
iv 

Poaee page ofthethird year. L.L.L. 
iv 

sorry, sorrowful. C. of E. y. 1.121. 

sort, manner. Tp. iv. 1. 146; M. of 
V. i. 2.102; pick out. Two G. iii. 
2.92; rank. M. for M. iv.4.17; M.A. 
i.1.7, 32; fall out, happen. M.A. 
iv. 1. 242; v. 4.7; M.N.D. iii. 2. 352; 
company. M.N.D. iii. 2.18, 21; befit. 

D. v. 1. 55. 
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sorted, associated. L.L.L- i. 1. 252. 
sorted to no proof, proved to be to 
no purpose. T. of S. iv. 3. 43;  dis- 
pose. MM. of V. v.31. 182. 
sot, fool Tp. iii. 2.98; C.of E. ii, 2. 
203; Tw.N. i. 5. 124 
T. of Suiv. 


sound. a sigh of faiigue. 

soul, liking. M.for M.i.1. 17. 

sound, clear. Tw.N. i. 4. 33. 

7 eeameae efficacy. A.W. i. 3. 

Sowter, name of a hound. Tw.N. 
ii. 5. 128, 

pete rare to offend. M. for M. 
11. 3.¢ 

spark, fashionable young man. 
A.W. ii.1. 25. 

specialties, articles of a contract. 
L.L.L. ii. 1.164; T. of S. ii. ie 26. 

speciously, blu inder for' specially’. 
M.W. iii. 4. 110; iv.d. 109. 

sped, done for, prospered. M.of V. 
ii. 9.72.3 W.Tsi/25389. 

«sary: tatters Two G. iy. 4. 107: 
T.of S. i. 2. 245; help. As. i.2.208; 
fortune, progress. T. of S. ii. 1. 138: 
W.T? iii. 2: 142. 


spell backward, misconstrue. 
M.A. iii. 1. 61. 

spend, waste. M. of V.i. 1. 153; 
employ. A.W. v.1.8. 


sphery, starry. M.N.D. ii. 2..99. 
spices, seasoning. W.T. iii. 2) 185, 
spinner, spider. M.N.D. ii. 2.21. 
spiri ing, functions of a spirit. 
Tp. i. 2.298. 
spite, vexation. C. of FE. iv. 2.8. 
spiay, castrate. M. for M. ii. 1. 235. 
spleen, supposed seat of emotion of 
laughter. M. for M. ii. 2.122; quick 
movement. M.N.D. i. 1, 146; pas- 
sion. As. iv. 1. 207; ill-temper. T. 
of S. iii. 2. 10; laughter. Tw.N. iii. 
2. 69; &e. 
split, make all=set cg MK in- 
to violent uproar. M.N 
aie Pe stained, polluted. M.N. D. 
il 
saeary ct sharp. M.W. iv. 1.83. 
a worthless fellows A.W. iii.6. 


sping, beginning. M.N.D. ii. 1.82. 

springe, trap. W.T. iv. 2. 35. 

spurs, roots. Tp. v. 1. 47. 

squandered, scattered. M. of V.i. 

Biu20 

squandering, random. As. ii. 7. 57. 

square, quarrel. M.N.D. ii. 1. 30; 

embroidery about the bosom of 
arment. W.T. iv. 3. 210; shape. 
PSEA 1S 52: 

squarer, brawler, braggart. M.A. 

i. 1.80. 

squash, unripe peascod. M.N.D. 

iii. 1845 Tw.N.i. 5.16052 W. Tei. 

2. 161. 

squire, squier, i here rule, ao 

sure. L.L.L: v. 2.475; W.T. iv. 3. 

845. 
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stable, meg yy ee _ Mt . 19. 

staff, lance 

stage, exhibit. Mi. ‘or 1 i. 1.68. 

stagger, staggering, hesitate, 
hesitation. M.W. iii. 3. 11; M. for 
MM. i. 2. 168; ‘As: iii. 3.47. 

staggers, apoplexy in horses. T. of 
“ ee bewilderment. A.W. 

) 

stain, Ui tinge, characteristic. A.W. 
i 

stale, decoy. Tp. iv. 1. 1873) T. of S. 
iii. 1. 89; dupe, laughing- stock. 
M.W. ii. 3. 29; T. of S.i. 1.53; pros- 
titute. C. of E. Lint 101; M.A. ii. 2. 
25%; iv. 1. 65. 

stalk, movestealthily. M.A. ii.3.97. 

sta.king-horse, horse, or figure of 
horse, behind which’ sportsmen 
creep uptotheirgame. As.v. 4.106. 

stali, keep close, asinastall. A.W. 
is 3x 124s 

Serene impressed coins. M.W. iii. 

stand, withstand. T. of S. i.2,112; 
fight. W.T. iii. 2. 44. 

weg standard-bearer. 
. 16. 

standing, duration. W.T. i. 2. 431. 

standing - bed, = standing on 
posts. M.W. iv. 5d. 7. 

standing water, between ebb and 
flood of tide. Tw.N. i. 5. 162. 

stand upon, be of importance to. 
C. of E. iv. 1. 68. 

staniel, kestrel-hawk. Tw.N. ii. 5. 
AGS 

stanze, stanzo,stanza. L. GB. tins 2 
106; As. ii. 5. 18,19. 

staple, thread. L.L.L. v.1.17. 

star, pole star. M.A. iii. 4. 55; for- 
tune. Tw.N. ii. 5. 148. 

star, most received, leader of 
fashion. A.W. ii. 1. 6. 

starkly, stiffly. M. for M. iv. 2. 67. 

starred, fated. W.T. iii. 2. 98. 

start-up, upstart. M.A. i. 3. 62. 

starve, nip with cold. TwoG. iv. 4. 
154. 


Tp. iii. 


state, attitude. L.L.L-.iv. 3. 182; es- 
tate, fortune. M. of V. iii. 2. 260; 
&c.; chair of state. Tw.N. ii. 5. 46; 
authority. Tw.N. ii. 5.53; condi- 
tion. Tw.N. v. 1. 264. 
sta ues, blunder for ‘statutes a 
M.A. iii. 3. 78. 
statute-caps, woollen caps, worn 
by citizens in accordance with an 
Act of Parliament of 1571. L.L.L. 
v. 2. 282. 
stays to stay. M.N.D. ii. 1. 1388; a- 
wait. As. iii. 2. 211. > 
stays upon, waits for. M. for M.iv. 
1, 49. 
stead, beofservice. Tp.i 2.165; &c. 
stead up, supply, take the place of. 
M. for M. iii. 1. 249, 
mpoeely stealthy flight, or a 
proach. M.N.D. iii. 2.310; Bank 
i. 5. 305. 
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steely, unyielding. A.W. i. 1. 108. 
stew, cauldron. M. for M. y. 1. 
314 


14. 

sticks, stabs. As. i. 2. 241. | 

stigmatical, marked with de- 
formity. C. of E. iv.2. 22. 

still, always. Two G. ii. 6.24; &c. 

still an end, perpetually. Two G. 
iv. 4. 62. 

still - closing, constantly closing 
again. Tp. iii. 3. 64. ‘ 

still music, soft, low, gentle music. 
As, v. 4. 108. 

stillness, silence. M. of V.i. 1. 90. 

still-piecing,doubtful word. A.W. 
TH AZALOO: 

still-vexed, always disturbed. Tp. 
142.1229. 

stitches, sharp pains. Tw.N. iii. 2. 
70. 

stoccado, thrust in fencing. M.W. 
Til We 215. 

stock; thrust in fencing. M.W. ii. 
8.25; stocking. T. of S. iii. 2. 66; 
Tw.N. i. 3. 140. 

stock-fish, dried cod. Tp. ili. 2. 76; 
M. for M. iii. 2. 115. 

stockish, insensible. M. of V. vy. 1. 
81 


stomach, courage. Tp. i. 2. 157; 
temper. Two G. i. 2. 66; appetite. 
C.of E.i.2. 49; M.A.i.3.15; T. of S. 
iv. 1.156; pride. T. of S. v. 2.177; in- 
clination. A.W. iii. 6. 65. 

s{ one-bow, cross-bow for shooting 
utones. Tw.N. ii. 5.47, 

stood, depended. M.N.D.i.1. 139. 

stoop, ?stooping. L.L.L. iv. 3. 86; 
yield. T. of S. iv. 1. 189. 

stops, divisions on the finger-board 
of a lute. M.A. iii. 2. 57. 

hoi subject of mirth. M.for M. 
er 


stoup, drinking-cup. Tw.N, ii:3.14, 
122 


stout, haughty, proud. Tw.N. ii. 5. 
175. 

paves fodder for cattle. Tp. iv. 1. 
6 


straight, immediately. M. of V. i. 
STEREO: 
oe pervert oneself. W.T. iii. 2. 


strained, constrained. M. of V.iv. 
1. 182; turned from right course. 
W.T. iii. 2. 49. 

strait, strict. M. for M.ii.1.9. 

straited, at aloss. W.T. iv. 3. 360. 

straitness, strictness. M.forM. iii. 
2. 262. 

strange, original. L.U.L. v.1.6; re- 
served, distant. Tw.N. ii.5.175; es- 
tranged. Tw.N.v..1. 214: 

strange, grow exceeding, be- 
peat guite strangers. M. of V.i. 


strangely, extraordinarily well. 
pin Lie 

strange, make it, treat as some- 
thing unusual. Two G., i. 2. 99. 


i 
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strangeness, reserve, distant 
manner. Tw.N. iv. 1. 16. 


strangers, foreigners. A.W. iv. 1. 
16. 


strangle, suppress. Tw.N. v. 1.147. 
strayed, ledastray. C. of HK. v. 1.51. 
streak, stroke. M.N.D. ii. 1. 257. 
stretched, strained. M.N.D. v.1.80. 
stretch-mouthed, broad-spoken. 
W.T. iv. 3. 196. ‘ 
stricture, strictness. M. for M. i. 
3.12. 
strond, strand. M. of V. i. 1. 47%. 
strong, effected by strength. C.2 
E. v.1. 148; forcibie. W.T. i. 2. 34. 
stronger, greater. A.W. iv. 3. 45 
struck, advanced. T. of S. ii. 1.354 
stuck-in, thrust in fencing. Tw.N. 
ili. 4. 283. 
studied, practised, instructed. M. 
of V. ii. 2. 195. 
study, wonder. Tp. ii. 1. 82. 
stuff, baggage, furniture. C. of E. 
iv. 4. 150; a of S. Ind. ii. 140. 
stuffed, complete. M.A. i. 1. 58; 
WE fiat. 184: 
sty, confine, asina sty. Tp.i. 2.342. 
subject, subjects. M. for M. ii. 4. 
283 iii, 2.143; W.T.i.1.40. 
subscribe, be surety. A.W. iii. 6. 
85; iv. 5.32; admit, acknowledge. 
tee M. ii. 4.90; declare. M.A. v. 





subscribe to, admit, acknow- 
ae Two G.v. 4.145; A.W.v.3. 


substitution, deputyship. Tp. i. 2. 
103. 
substractors, detractors. Tw.N.i. 


subtilties, illusions, false appear- 
ances. Tp. v. 1, 124. 

succeed, inherit. M. for M. ii.4. 124; 
descend by order of succession; 
A.W. iii. 7. 23. 

succeeding, consequence. A.W.ii. 
3. 194. 

success, the issue. M.A. iv. 1. 236; 
succession. W.T.i. 2.394. 

successfully, likely to succeed. 
As. 1.2, 1538; 

succession, others from doing the 
same. A.W. iii. 5. 23. 
suddenly,instantly,quickly. M.W. 
ivicl. 63 YAS! Tie 2°71 9s. s WV). deen: 
199. 

sue, to entreat; also, to prosecute, 
L.L.L. v. 2. 428. 

ppm ae suffering. M.W. iv. 2. 
ARS AE, 

sufficiency, ability. W.T. ii. 1.184. 
suffigance, blunder for ‘sufficient’. 
MIA. iii.5. 52. 

suggest, tempt. Two G. iii. i. 34; 
L.L.L, v. 2.7653 A.W. iv. 5. 45. 
suggestion, prompting, tempta- 

jon. Tp. ii. 1. 289; iv. 1.26; L.L.L. 

i. 1. 155. 

suit, service due to a-feudal supe- 
rior. M. for M.iv.4.17; fit. M.A.v. 
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1.7; Tw.N.i.2.48; furnish. As. 4.9) 


115; petition, dress. As. ii, ey 
suite rah a M. of V. i. 2. 79; 
Tw. Nea é 536, 


suits, felipe T.of 8. Ind. 1. 106. 
suits with fortune, out of, dis- 
missed from Fortune's service. As. 
i. 2, 245. 

sunburnt, homely, 
M.A. ii. 1. 312. 
aenperaaone, luxurious. A.W. i. 1. 


superpraise, overpraise. M.N.D. 


iii. 153. 
superscript, addvess. L.L.L. iv. 2. 


ill-favoured. 


snpportable, endurable. Tp. v. 1. 


supportance, keeping. Tw.N. iii. 
4, 308. 


empress supposition. T.of S.v. 1. 
7 

supposed, blunder for ‘deposed’. 

M. for M. ii. 1.159; spurious. M. of 


V. iii. 2. 94. 
supposition, beguile the, deceive 
the opinion. A. iv. 3. 303 


sure, secure. tine @. ve i. _— be- 
trothed. M.W. v. ents As.y.4. 135; 
faithful. M.A. i.3. 65. 

surmount, surpass. L.L.L. v.2. 665. 
ee: wend ules peer pare A.W. i. 

1 

suspect, suspicion. C. of FE. iii. 1.87; 
blunder for * respect’. M.A, ii. 2.75. 
Swabber, one who scrubs the deck 
ng as a Tp. ii, 2.45; Tw.N.i. 5. 


swart, a ant ge C. of E. iii. 2. 107. 

swarth tah cut by one sweep of 
seythe. N. ii. 151. 

swashing, ; swaggering. As. i.3. 119. 
Swayed, straine T. of S. iii. 2. 53. 

swear his though: over, repeat 
your oath regarding his thought. 

TD oh. 21404, 


swear 8, onthe Tw.N. v. 1. 272. 

Sweat, gp . for M. i. 2. 84; 

ee eu Vii. 2. 204; As. ii. 

sweetness, self-indulgence. M. for 
ii 

sweet-sug: gg esting sweetly tempt- 

ing. Two’ 


rift oe witted. As. v. 4. 63; 


swine sboie! "Two G.ii. 1. 86; &e. 

Sworn brother, one pledged to 

my another's fortunes, M.A.i. 
1 





sworn eT pledge of secrecy. 
9 


A.W. iii 
—s out, forsworn. L.L.L. ii. 1. 
Y 


swound, swoon. L.L.L. v. 2..393. 
sympathized, mutually suffered. 

of E. v..1.400 ; suitably matched. 
LLbi iii, 1. 51. 


table, writing tablet. Two G. ii. 7. 
SEH. T. 


oo 
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3; palm of the hand. M. of V. ii. 2. 
158; tablet. A.W. i. 1. 100. 

table - gps vt Meciterin os -book. 
W.T. iv. 3. 605 

tables, backgammon. L.Liln ve 2. 


327. 

tabor, small drum. Tp. iii.2. 158; &e 
ta’en, given. T. of S. i. 2.125. 
— up, arranged amicably. As. 


talteta. plain wove glossy silk. 
L.L.L. v. 2. 159; Trw.N. ii. 4. 74; 
florid, Rewmhactic’ L.L.L. . 2. 407. 
tainting of, bringing discredit 
upon, Tw.N. v. 1. 138. 

take, strike. M. for M. ii. 1. 184; 
T. of S. iii. 2.163; Tw.N, ii. 5. 68; 
strike with disease. M.W. iv.4.32; 
eaptivate. Tp. vy. 1.313. W.T. iii. 2. 
3; iv. 3.119; take to. C. of H.i. 2. 


take a house, take refuge in a 
house. C. of E. v. 1. 36. 

be 7 air, get ubroad. Tw.N. iii. 4. 
take in, conquer. W.T. iv. 3. 584. 
Fea one take measures. M. for 

] 

takethis of me, let me tell youthis. 
T. of S. ii. 1. 190. 

taken up, arrested; and obtained 
on credit. M.A. iii. 3. 175. 
take up, take to task. TwoG. i. 2. 
132; make up, arrange amicably. 
As. v. 4. 49, 99; Tw.N. iii. 4. 300; 
assume. Tw.N. v, 1. 148. 

tale, both in a, both say the same 
thing. M.A. iv. 2. 32. 

fine, doughty. M.W. i. 4. 23; 


eek: ? pungent or stinging effect; 
or an unpleasant tone, twang. 

ii. 2.49; utter with a ringing tone. 
Tw.N. ii. 5. 155; iii. 4. 76. 

tardy, retard. W.T. iii. 2. 160. 
targe, , shield or buckler. 
L.L.L. v. 2..549. 
tarriance, i sr etd pro- 
crastination. Two 

Partar, Tartarus, heil. rh ot E, iv. 
2. 32; Tw.N. ii. 5. 209. 

taste, experience. Tp. v. 1. 123; to 
try, to test. Tw.N. iii. 1. 80; iii. 4. 
252. 

tawdry-lace, woman's silk neck- 
tie. W.T. iv. 3. 

tax, taxing, charge, accusation, 
‘censure. M.A. i. 1.44; As. ii. 7. 86; 
A.W. ii. 1. 172. 

taxation, censure, satire. As. i. 2.865. 
taxation of, demand for. Tw.N. i. 
5. 216. 

tear a cat, rant. M.N.D. i. 2.29. 
ptt 6 pmet Tp. i. 2.64; L.L.L. iv. 2. 


161 

tell, count. Tp. ii. 1. 15, 290; W.T. 
iv. 3. 184. 

temper, mix. M.A. ii. 2. 21. 
temperance, temperature. Tp. ii. 
1, 42. 


’ 
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temperate, chaste. Tp. iv. 1. 132. 
tempered, disposed. As. i. 2. 14._ 
temple, church. M.A. iii. 3. 158; 


M. of V. ii. 1. 44. 

temporary meddler, cleric who 
meddles with temporal affairs. 
M. for M. v. 1. 145. 

tend, attend. Tp. i. 1. 6. 

tender,regard, especially with care 
or tenderness. Tp. ii. 1. 271; 
dear. Two G. v. 4.37; tend. T.ofS. 
Ind. 1. 16; introduce. W.T. iy. 3. 
807. 

tents, bed hangings. T. of S 
345 

terminations, terms. M. A.ii.1.245. 

term in gross, sum up. M. of V. iii. 
27159. 

terms, legal phraseology. M.for M. 
i ails 

tester, sixpence, money in general. 
M.W.i. 3. 88. 

testern, present with a tester. 
Two G. i. 1. 147 

M. for M. 


testimonied, attested. 
Lie. Tks 

testril, sixpence. Tw.N. ii. 3. 33. 
testy, fretful. M.N.D. iii. 2. 358. 
thanking, thanks. A.W. iii. 5. 97. 
tharborough, constable. L.L.L. i. 
1. 181. 

ge ae: covered, strewn. Tp. iv. 
1 

theorick, theory. A.W. iv. 3. 143. 
ett pe Fs ot that import. W.T. 

2. 378 

wae in addition, besides. W.T. 
t 91 

thick- eee thickly 
twined. M.A. i. 2. 8. 

thick-skin, blockhead. M.W. iv. d. 
2; M.N.D. iii. 2. 13. 

thill-horse, shaft-horse. M. of V. 
ii. 2. 95. 

think, bethink. M. of V. iv. 1. 70. 
third-borough, constable. T. of S. 
Ind. 1. 12. 

thitherward, on his way thither. 
A.W. iii. 2. 52. 

thou, address oneas ‘thou’. Tw.N. 
iii. 2. 46. 

thought, care, anxiety, melan- 
choly. As. iv. 1.207; Tw.N. ii.4.112; 
pale oe of thought, psy: 
Se a on, estimated. W.T. iv. 3. 
Sede tate Raa 
wai 

thrasonical, boastful. L.L.L. v. 1. 

; AS, ve2: 31. 
thread and thrum, everythin. in 
eneral. M.N.D. v. 

three-man la ner ES singers of 
three-part glees. W.T. iv. 2. 43. 


310-43 


inter- 


three-pile, panes kind of velvet. | 


Wisk tive 25 
three-piled, having a thick pile, 
richest. M.for M.i, 2.33; superfine, 
L.L.L. v. 2. 408. 


&e.; | 
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thrice-crowned, ruling in tripi 

capacity, As. iil. 2. 2. 

thrid, thread, fibre. Tp. iv. 1. 3. 

thrift, success. M. of V. i. 1. 175 

profits. M, of V. i. 3. 48. 

thrifty, saved by thrift. As. ii. 3. 

39. 

throe, pain, pang. Tp. ii. 1. 232. 

throughfare, thoroughfare. M. of 

V iii. 7. 42. 

berg hly, thoroughly. Tp. iii. 3. 
Teo@ 12 112; of S. v.41. 

aariaant venture (as in dice). Tw.N. 

ve 1.42. 

thrum, tufted end of a thread in 

weaving. M.N.D. v. 1. 284. 

thrummed hat, hat made of very 

coarse woollen stuff. M.W. iv. 2.76. 

tickle, tottering. M. for M. i. 2. 176. 

tick-tack, vate “of backgammon. 

M. for M. i. 2.193. 

tide, betide. M.N.D. v. 1. 203. 


tight, aptont taht Tp. v. 1. 2245 
T. of S. ii. 1.3 72, [ 
tightly, hocks , smartly. M.W, i. 


3. 80; ii. 3. 63. 

tillyvally, an expression of con- 

tempt. Tw.N. ii.3. 80. 

tilth, tillage. Tp. ii. 1. 153; M. for M. 

i. 4. 44. 

tilting, contending. C. of E. iv. 2.6. 

time, youth. M. of V. i. 1. 129. 

timeless, untimely. Two G, iii. 1. 

20. 

tinct, grand ae sought by al- 

chemists. A.W. v.3. 102. 

tincture, colour. Ww -T. iii. 2. 203. 

tire, headdress. Two G. iv. 4. 185 

M.W. iii. 3.55; M.A, iii. 4.13. 

*tired, attired. L.L.L. iv. 2.129. 

tire-valiant, fanciful head-dress. 

M.W. iii. 3. 54. 

tiring, attiring. C. of E. ii. 2. 106. 

tiring-house, aphecere room of a 

theatre. M.N.D. iii. 1. 4 

tithe, ?tilth. M. for M. iv. LTT 

title, want of rank. A.W. ii. 3. 120. 

titt.es, trifles. L.L.L. iv. 1. 82. 

to, compared to. Tp. i. 2. 477; ii. 1. 

179; L.L.L. ii. 1. 63; A.W. ii. 3.298; 

for, as. Tp. ii. 1. 755 oo ii 4, 

139, 140; at. Two G. i. 1. 57; with. 

M.A. ii. 1. 233. 

toaze, drag out. W.T. iv. 3. 743. 

tod, 28 lbs. of wool, yield a tod. 

WeDo iviee. 82, Sos 

tofore, before. L.L.L. iii. 1.83. 

toi, trouble, labour. M.N.D.v.1.74. 

token, pledge. Two G. iv. 4. 74; to 

be asign of. A.W. iv. 2. 63. 

toll, pay toll. A.W. v. 3. 149. 

erie to denounce. M. for M. iv. 
6 

tongues, foreign languages. Two 

G. iv. 1. 33; M.A. v. 1. 166. 

took, gave. "T. of S. iii. 2. 163. 

too much, excess. A.W. iii. 2. 88. + 

too-too, too, repeated em hati- 

cally. Two Glia: 206; M. of V. ii. 
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top, porblede., M.A. i. 2. 14; head. 
1 WN gels 2 43. 


torcher, torch-bearer. A.W. iis 1. 


shel nade M.N.D. iii. 2.70; trait. 
As. iii. 2.152; vod. 27 

touch near, concern deeply. Two 
G, iii. 1. 60. 

ecac phy tear. M. for M. v. 1. 306. 
toward, in preparation. M.N.D. iii. 
1. 76; As. v. 4. 35; T. of S. i. 1. 68; 
tractable. T. of S. v. 2. 183. 

toy, trifle, fancy. L.L.L. iv. 3. 198; 


&e. 
trace, traverse. MLA. iii. 1. 16; 
M.N.D. ii. 1. 25. 


trade, business. Tw.N. iii. 1.77; to 
50 in sy particular direction. M. of 

. iii . 
trafficker, trader. M. of V.i. 1. 12. 
wet, entice, allure. C. of E. iii. 


iT epiagds treacherous. W.T. iv. 3. 


traject, ferry. M. of V. iii. 4. 53. 
transiate, change, transform. 
M.N.D. i. 1.191; ili. 1. 116. 
transport, remove to another 
world. M. for M. iv. 3.69; M.N.D. 
iv. 2.4; carried away by feeling 
W.T. iii. 2. 156; v.i3. 69. 

Lhe lop, cut off high branches. 

Dp. i. 2. 81. 

travail, labour. A.W. ii. 3. 161. 
travei of regard, grave survey. 
TwoN ii. 5. 54. 

traverse, make a thrust. M.W. ii 
3.24; crosswise. As. iii. 4.41. 
tray- -trip, a game of dice in which 
success depended on throwing the 
three. Tw.N. ii. 5., 194. 

treasury, treasure. W.T. iv. 3. 356. 

treble, make thrice as great. Tp. ii. 
1. 222. 

trembling, a sign ra gemonsgen! 
possession. Tp. ii. 





tremor cordis, peor of the | 


heart. W.T. i. 2. 111. 

trench, cut. Two G. iii. 2. 7. 

trenchering, trencher. Tp. ii. 2,183. 

trencher- knight, servant who 
waits at table. L.L.L. v. 2. 465. 

(ace 7eal man, good feeder. M.A. 
ll 

trey, three at cards. L.L.L. v. 2.232. 

trial of a man, combat. M.A. v.1. 
66. 

trice, moment. Tp. v. 1.238; Tw.N. 
iv. 2. 128. 

trick, custom, habit. M. for M. v 
1.50) 7 toy. T. of S.,iv. 3.67 ; W.T. 
ji. 1. 50; special pequiarity of look, 
voice, &e. A.W.il .T. ii. 3 
100. 


tricking, ornaments, costumes. 
M.W. iv. 4. 80. 

tae sportive. Tp. v. 1. 226; 
M. of V. iil. 5. 68. 


trifle, appearance. Tp. v. 1.112; toy, 
M.N.D. i..1. 34. 
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triple, third. A.W. ii. 1, 110. 
triple Hecate, pune: in three ca- 
pacities. M.N.D. y. 2. 14. 

ea axetripie: timed inmusic.Tw.N. 
v 

triumph, eg hae TwoG. v. 4.161; 
M.N.D,i. 1.19. 

trtuniviry, group of three. L.L.L, 
iv 

tows sing in rotation. Tp. iii. 2. 
trol- -my-dames, arene game of 
‘trou madame’. W.T. iv. 2. 88. 
trot, troth. M.W. iv. 5. 36: term of 
contempt. M. for M. iii. 2. 52; hag. 
De,Of Se led. 185 

troth, truth. M.W.i.4. 139; M.N.D. 
ii. 2. 36, 42. 

troth-plight, betrothal. W.T. i. 2, 
278; betrothed. -W.T. vy. 3. 151. 
trow, wonder. M.W. i. 4. 127;. ii. 
1.463; think ye. M.A. iii. 4. 56; 
know. As. iii. 2. 180. 

Troyan, used as term of contempt. 


L.L, L. v. 2.629. 
truant, play truant. C. of E. iii. 2. 
17 


truckle-bed, low bed, which can 
be pyehed under another. M.W. 
yr oe 

true, Ma M.W. ii. 1. 140; M.A. 
iii. 3. 50. 

trumpet, herald. W.T. ii. 2. 35. 

trunk, body. W.T. i. 2. 435. 

trunk sleeve, full sleeve. T. of S. 
iv. 3. 140. 

trust, credit. M.of V. i. 1. 185. 

try, bringa ship as close to wind 
as possible. Tp. i. 1. 36. 

tub, process of curing venereal 
discase by sweating. M, for M. iii. 

2.59. 


tuck, rapier. Tw.N. iii. 4. 231. 
tucket, flourish on a trumpet. M. 
of V. v. 1.121; A.W. iii. 5, stage 
direction. 

tuft, clump. As. iii. 5. 74. 

tugs contend, W.T.iv. 3. 504. 
tuiti 


on, guardianship M.A. i. 1. 
277. 
tumbler’s hoop was decked with 
parts-colourtd ribbons. L.L.L. iii. 
1.190. 
tundish, funnel. M.for M. iii. 2.179. 
tuneable, tuneful. M.N.D.i. 1.184; 
iv. 1.126. 
Turk, turn, become wicked. M.A, 
iii. 4. 54. 
turn, change. Two G. ii. 2.4; modu- 
late, tune. As. ii. 5. 3. 
turned, brought. As.iv. 3. 23. 
turni’ the wheel, turn a roasting- 
jack, C. of H. iii. 2. 158. 
turtle, turtle-dove. T. of S. ii. 1.208. 
twangl , twanging. Tp. iii 2. 
(OE TMH HESS 8. ii. 1. 158. 
twelve peong; twelve score yards. 
M.W. iii. 2. 32. 
bwilded, ee with reeds. Tp. 
iv. 1. 64. 
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twink, twinkling, instant. Tp. iv. 
1.43: YT. of S. ii. 1, 303, 

Tyburn, three- cornered 
gallows. L.L.L: iv.3.61. | 
tyrant, pitilesscritic. M.A. i. 1. 167. 


Tyburn 


umber, red ochre. As. i. 3. 111. 

unable, helpless. T. of S. v. 2: 170. 

unadvised, unintentionally. Two 
G. iv. 4, 122. 

Pbandes without a band. As. iii. 
2. 376. 

unbraided, ? embroidered. W.T. 
iv. 3. 203. 

unbreathed, unexercised. M.N.D. 
Ve leiae 

uncapable, incapable. M. of V. iv. 
Ov 

uncape, uncouple, throw off the 
hounds. M.W. iii. 3. 162. 

unease, undress. L.L.L. v. 2. 695; 

of S. i. 1: 208. 
Tw.Nn. 


chary, carelessly. 
unchecked, not contradicted. M. 
bf Vi ith 2: 
uncivil, uncivilized, barbarous. 
Two G. v. 4.17; Tw.N. ii. 3. 126. 


iii. 4. 


unclasp, open, reveal. M.A. i. 1. 
319; W.T. iii. 2. 165, 
unconfinable, unrestrainable. 
M. W. ii, 2. 21. 


unconfirmed, inexperienced. M.A. 
iii. 3. 116; L.L.L. iv. 2. 18. 

uncouth, strange. As. ii.6. 6. 
nee iio extraordinary. W.T. 
iii. 2.48. 


underbea?, face, trim. M.A. iii.4.21. 


undergo, endure, sustaiti. Two G. 
v. 4.42; M. for M. i. 1. 23; under- 
take. W.T: iv. 8. 550. 


undergoing, enduring. Tp. i.2. 137. 
undertake, take in hand. M.W., iii. 
3. 122; Tw.N.i. 3.59; asstime. T. of 
8: iv". 2.107. 

undertaker, surety, or agent for 
others. Tw.N. iii: 4: 827. 

bs rs al inferior in 
i. 1. 1853 ii. 7. 63. 

ie bn eee undeserved. L.L.L. 


value. 


rang Shere not disposed t6 niirth. 
C. of KE, i. 2. 80. 

didividabie, not to be divided. 
C. of B. ii. 2. 181. 

undone, ruined. A.W. iv. 5: 827. 

\ ied he inexpréssible. As. 
iii.’ 

ievounent i aa) the star bag hig 
shepherd letsheep ott of fo 

for M. iv. 2. 206. K 

siete Seg: away reproach of folly. 
M.W. 2.144. 

dhtarhién, deprive. W.T, vi 1. 123. 
unfurnished, without Goinpanion. 
M. of V. iii. 2. 126. 

tagallea, unblemished: C. of E. iii. 


tingenitured, without power of 
procreation. M. “or M. iiii 2. 181, 
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ungird, loose, relax. Tw.N. iv. «. 
15. 

ungot, unbegotten. M. for M. v.1. 
142. 


ungracious, ride. Tw.N. iv. 1.47. 
ndsome, unsuitable. As. epil. 


unhappiness, mischief. M.A. ii. 1. 
338 


unhappy, mischievous. C. of E.iv. 
4,125; L.L.L. v. 2.12; A. W-iv. 3, 8. 

unhardened, impressionable. 
M.N.D. i. 1. 35. 

unhatched, undrawn, undisclosed. 
Twin. iii. 4. 242. = 

unheedy heedless. M.N.D. i.1. 237. 


nen peer harmless. M. for M. iii. 

2.172. 

unintelligent, unconscious. W.T. 
i.1.14. 

unjust, dishonest. W.T. iv. 3. 682. 

unjustly, unfairly. A.W. iv. 2. 76. 

unkennel, drive fox from his earth. 
M.W. iii. 3. 160. 

unkind, unnatural. As. ii. 7. 173. 

unknown friends, to’s, friends 
unknown to us. W.T. iv. 3. 65. 

unlike, unlikely. M. for M. v.1.42. 

unmeasurable, immeasurable. 
M.W. ii. 1. 102. 

bi eee: implacable. Tp. i. 2. 


unmuzzled, as of dogs worryitig 
bear. Tw.N. iii. 1. 123. 

unpathed, pathless. W.T. iv.3. 574. 

Tpgeted Sent ed, desolate. L.L.L. 
ct a | 

unpinked, not pierced with eye- 
let holes. T. of S. iv. 1.131 

maaeats unmerciful. M. for M. 

9 1 

ber sec dull, without sense. 
M. for M. iv. 

Posner raaieories Tw.N. v. 
« OD, 

unprofited, Baal nothing gained. 
TWN iv d 22 

Siaastiaenneee unwilling to be 
conversed with. As. iii. 2. 371. 

unqniet, restless. M. of V. iii. 2.307. 

ps restlessness: M.A. i. 

45. 

unraked, not made up for night. 
Mw. v.75. 47. 

unreverend, unreverent, irrever- 
ent. Two G. ii. 6. 14; T. ofS. iii. 2. 
112. 

eepe struck off the roll. W.T. 
W251 23: - 

Eta henpecked. W.T. ii. 3. 

unroot, root up: A.W.v. 1.6. 

unseasoned, inexperienced. A.W. 
a 

unseeming, not seeming. L.L.L. 
ii. 1, 155. 

unshape, throw into disorder. M. 
for M. iv. 4. 21. : 

unshunned, unavoidable. M. for 
M. iii. 2. 62. 
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b= ed funresting. M. for M. 
v.2 
Loy wert remove from orbits. 


unstanched, incontinent. Tp.i.1.49. 
brat te untrained, rude. M. for 


incite thrifty, good-f 
un go or - 

nothing. M. of V. i. 3. 17: va 

unthrifty to, not toincrease. 

v 115 : 
unto, in addition to. As. i, 2. 287, 
St ais unmannerly. T.of S. iv. 

5. 79. 

Sian unluekily. M.A. iii. 2. 
i. 

untread, retrace. M. of V. ii. 6. 10. 

Untreasnired, empty of treasure, 

As. 1i, 2. 7. 
untried, unexamined. W.T. iv. 


Chorus. 6. 
untrussing, tnloosing ‘ points’ of 
hose. MM. ‘or’ M. fii. 2. 186. 


untuneabie, untuned, discordant. 
CG. of E. v. 1. 312; AS. ¥. 3. 85. 
unweighed, unweighing, reck- 
less, thoughtless. M.W. itz 1° 22; 
M. for M. iii. 2. 146, 
up and down, exactly. TwoG. ii. 3. 
3; M.A. ii: 1. 117. 
deals in consequence of. M.A. iv. 
1, 225; Tw.N. v. 1.363; by. M.N.D. 
Tish, B44. 
uprising, ascent. L.L.L. iv. 1. 2. 
is aah deciding shot. L.L.L. iv. 
. 136. 
ataring, , standing onend. Tp. i. 
urchin hedashve: goblin. Tp. i. 2. 
326; M.W. iv. 4. 50. 
urehin-shows, spd titablA of gob- 
lins. Tp. ii. 
usance, ntorest of monéy. M. of 
V.i 3.43. 
use, interest. M._ for M. i. 1. 40; 
M.A. ii. 1. 274; Tw.N. iii. 1. 53; 
custom, M. for M. i. 4. 62; AW. 
v. 1. 24° trust. M. of V. iv. "L. 382. 
vised, treated. A.W.i. 2.42. 
usurping,counterfeit, false. TPA. 
iv. 3, 256, 
utter, pass from one to another. 
L.L.L. ii. 1, 16; cause so to pass. 
W.T. iv. 3. 328, 


vagrom, mistake for 
M.A. iii. 3. 25. 

vail, lower, let fall. M, for M. v. 
20s VEL sbi. 2a2oes M. of V Taha. 
28; T. of 8. v: g. 177, 

ar for vain ‘=uselessly. M. for 


M: i +e) light of tongue, C. of 
E. iii. 2 


aie ites 1 anity. Tw.N. iii. 4. ae 
orp fringe of drapery. T.0fS 


vaniaity, valué. ASW. v. 3. 192; 
MeN) ls 212. 

¥anity; illusion. Tp. iv. 1, 41. 
vantage, opportunity M.W. iv. 6. 


vagrant’. 


vaward, vanguard. 








| vigitant, blunder for 
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-¢ M. forM. v. 1.409; M. of V. tii. 
2.175; superiority. M.N_D.i. 1. 102. 

vara, very. L.L.L. v. 2. 488. 

pete ger Tp. iv.1.170; MLA. 

1Y, 2. 78 

ponrige eee painted. M. of V. ii. 5 


i 
vastidity, extent, immensity. M. 

for M. iii. 1. 67. 

vast of night, dark abyss of night. 


ED. LB aes. 
vasty, vast. M. of V. ii. 7. 41. 
M.N.D. iv. 1. 
107. 


velure, velvet. T. of S. iii. 2. 61. 
veivet, velvety. As. ii. 1.50. 
oe a a bout at fencing. 
M. W. 277 * Lili. vi Es 57. 
wei euiine; mischief. As. iv, 3. 48. 
ventricle, cavity. L.L.L. iv. 2.69. 
verily, true. Tp. ii. 1.322. 
verse love, make love in verse. 
M.N.D.- ii. 1. 67. 
very, true. Two G. iii. 2. 41; M. of 
Be iii. 2. 224. 
bes Sige forward ; tide with you. 
"2s Lot SOL Va it. oe 20. 
aint on. L.L.U. v.1. 147. 
vice, the buffoon. Tw.N. iy. 
screw. W.T. i. 2. 416. 
vie, stake, as at cards. T. of S. ii. 1. 
302. 


a da dreary stretch of sea. W.T. 


2,129 ; 


viewless, invisible. M. for M. iii. 1. 
122. 
‘vigilant’. 
M.A. iii. 3. 93. 
pager y: village people. M.N.D 
b Pg hs 
villain, used 90d pumas edly. C. 
of BW. i.2.19; Tw.N. ii. 5.145 W-T. 
L287; serf. As.i. 1. 55. 
vilianous, villainously. Tp. iv. 1. 
250 
hee gad mij ig M.W. ii. 1.96; T. 
of S. iv. 3. 143. 
viol-de- gam boys (blunder for ‘da 
gamba’), violoncello. Tw.N, i.3. 27. 
virginaliing, playing with fingers, 
as upon virginal. W.T. i. 2. 126. 
virtue, essence, very being. Tp. i. 
2.27; M.N.D. iv. 1.171; efficacy. 
M. of V_v. 1. 199. 
virtuous, beneficent. M. for M. ii. 
2.168; M.N.D. iii. 2. 367. 
visible, visibly. W.T. v. 1. 216. 
visited, infected, L.L.L. v. 2. 423. 


visor, mask. M.A. ii. 1. 95, 156; 
L.L.Li v. 2. 228. 
vizaments, advisements, counsel. 


M.W. i. 1. 38. 

vizarded, masked. M.W. iv. 6. 40. 
viouting-stog, laughing-stock. 
M.W. iii. 1. 113. 

voice, name, behalf. M. for M. i. 2. 
183; vote. M.N.D, i.1. 54; As. 11.4. 85. 
void, emit. M. of V. i. 3.115. 
vaiphie, quick-witted. L.)..L. iii, 1. 
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votarist, votary. M. for M.i.4. 
vouch, word, testimony. 
11,4. 157 ¢ warrant. Tp. ii. 1, 61. 
vow-fellow, companions in oath. 
L.L.L. ii. 1. 38. 

voyage, enterprise. M.W.ii.1. 174; 
Tw.N. iii. 1. 86. 

vulgar, vulgar tongue, As. V.. 1. 
51; common, Tw.N. iii. 1. 129; 
common person. W.T. ii. 1. 93. 
ca publicly. M. for M. vy. 1. 
160. 


waft, beckon. C. of E. ii. 2.118; M. 

of V.v.1.11; turn. W.T.i. 2.372. 

waftage, passage by water. C.of 

E. iy. 1. 96. 

mee to go one’s way. M.W.i.3.7; 
. 219; M.A. v. 1. 16; shake. M. 

bE. iv. 1. 76, 

wage ing, wagging, shaking, M.A. 

ii. 1. 114. 

wagon, car, chariot. W.T. iv. 


118. 

wailful, doleful. Two G. iii. 2. 69. 
wainropes, waggon-ropes. Tw.N. 
iii. 2.61. 

waist,part of ship between quarter- 
deck and forecastle. Tp. i. 2. Wie 
wait upon, accompany. W.T. v. 
142. 

wake, late revels. L.L.L. v. 2.319; 
W.T. iv. 2. 103. 

wallet, bag. Tp. iii. 3. 46. 

want, lack. M.N.D. ii. 1. 101; T. of 
S. iii. 2. 248 ; A.W.i. 1. 11; W.T. 
iv, de 13. 

wanton, luxuriant. M.N.D. ii. 1. 
99; play. dally. W.T.ii. 1. 18. 
wantonness, lasciviousness. M.W. 
iv. 2. 207. 

want-wit, idiot. M. of V.i.1.6. 
ward, guard i in fencing. Tp. i. 2. 468; 


M.W. ii. 2. 2453 W.T. i. 2. 333 de. 
fence. U.L.L. iil. 1. 132. 

ward, in, under guardianship. 
ASW is]. oO: 


angen large baking pear. W.T. 
iv. 2. 47. 

"ware, beware. L.L.L. v. 2. 43. 
ware, aware. As. ii. 4.55; cautious. 
As. ii. 4. 56. 

war-man, warrior. L.L.L. v. 2. 654. 
warp, deviate. M. for M.i.1. 14; 
bust pervert. As. ii. 7. 187; A.W. 
v.3. 49, 


warrant, secure, protect. M.forM. 
iv. 2.170; C. of K.iv. 4. 33 As, iii. 
3.43 attest. M.A. iv. 1. 168, 

warranted need, upon a, if the 
question required a guarantee. 
M. for M. iii. 2. 150. 

warranty, warrant, permission. 
M. of V.i. 1. 132. 

ei gamekeeper. M.W. i 
A 25. 

was, had been. Tw.N. iv.3.6. 

waspish-headed, petulant, irasci- 
ble. Tp. iv. 1. 99. 

wassail, revelry. L.L.L. v. 2. 319. 
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watch, tame by keeping awake 
M.W. vy. 5. 106; T. of S. iv. 1. 193. 
waters, for all, fit for anything. 
Tw.N. iv. 2. 66. 

aasiaaana moon. W.T.i. 2.1. 
wax, grow. L.L.L. v. 2.10. 


waxen, grow, iesen M.N.D. ii. 
1, 56. 

ways, come your, come on, As. i. 
2. 207. 

weak, weakening. As. ii. 7. 132. 


boos prosperity. M.of V.v.1. 
4 

wear, fashion. M. for M. iii. 2. 78; 
&c.; wear out, tire. As. ii, 4. 37; 
A.W. vy. 1.4; areinfashion. A. WwW. 
i. ex 163; grow fitted by use. Tw.N. 
ii 

wearing, apparel. W.T. iv. 3. 9. 
weather- -bitten, corroded by the 
weather. W.T. v. 2. 58. 
weather-fend, shaltew Tp. v. 1. 10. 
web, disease of the eye, ? cataract. 


WD, i. 2. 291. 
weed, garment. Two G. ii. 7. 42; 
LL, L..d.1. 96. 


&e. 

weeding, weeds. 

weeping-ripe, ready to weep. 
Ls Lich v.2. 27d. 

weigh, consider. Tp. li. 1. 131. 

weikin, sky. Tp.i.2.4; Tw.N. ii.3. 
58; iii. 1,60; blue. W.T. i..2..137. 

well, at rest. W.T. v. 1. 30. 

well-a-day, alas! M.W, iii. 3. 97; 
Tw.N. iv. 2. 113. 

well-advised, deliberate, in right 
mind, L.L.L. v. 2.435. 

well entered, initiated. 
A.W. ii. 1. 6. 

wellfound, found tobe wellskilled. 
A.W, ii. 1. 104. 

well-liking, in good condition. 
L.L.L. v. 2.269. 

ioe ce popular. M.for M.ii. 
4. 28 

wend, go. C. of B.i.1.157; M.N.D. 
112. 372. 

wezand, windpipe. Tp. iii. 2. 96. 
what is he for a fool, what sort 
of a fool is he? M.A. i. 3. 44, 
wheels, set on, cause to go 
smoothly. Two G., iii. 1. 313. 
whelm, overwhelm. M.W. ii. 2.135. 
when, exclamation of impatience. 
Tp: 1 2.316; °T. of S. tv. 1. 141 
when? can you tell? an expres- 
sion of contempt. C. of EF. iii. 1/52. 
whence, from that place where. 
A.W. iii. 2. 120. 

whe’r, whether. Tp. v. 1.111; C. of 
F. iv. 1.60. 

where, whereas, Two G. iii. 1. 74; 
L.L.L. ii. 1.103; M. of V. iv. 1. 22; 
to where. M.N.D. iv. 1. 154. 
wapreli ye in what dress. As, iii. 2. 
where you are, what you mean. 
As. v. 2. 29. 

piped ace cquerad with youthful 
down. M.W.i.4. 20. 





being 
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which, that which. WAT. 12 6o! 
while, meanwhile. As. ii. 5.31; T, 
of S. iii. 1. 22. 

ee -ere, not long ago. Tp. iii. 2. 


whiles, bs Tp. i. 2. 343; until! 
Tw.N. iv. 
wnipstock, w id handle. Tw.N. ii. 


whist, hushed, silent. Tp. i. 2. 378. 
white, bull’s-eye in target. ae of S. 


v. 2. 187, 
whiting- -time, bleaching-time. 
M.W. tii, 3.. 130. 


whitster, bleacher. M.W. iii. 3.13. 

who, he who. Two" G. ‘vi /4.073§ 

Which. M. for “4 i. 2. 192° who- 

Sever.” Wii. 1.700 

whoo-bub, ed a W.T. iv. 3. 622. 

whooping, out of all, beyond ex- 

pression. As. iii. 2.194. 

whoreson, bastard. Tp. i. 1.445 ae 

why, for, because. Two.G. iii. 1. 99. 

wide, far from, indifferent to. 

ay abe iii. 1.55; distractedly. M.A: 
62. 

wide- chapped, open-mouthed. Tp. 

ep in: 

widow, dower. M. for M. y. 1. 420. 

widowhood, rights of a widow. 

T. of S. ii. 1. 124. 

wightly, nimble. L.L.L. iii. 1. 198. 

wild, rash, heedless. W.T. ii. 1.181; 


iv. 3, 573. 

wilderness, wildness. M. for M. 
iii. 1. 140. 

wimpled, blindfolded. L.L.L. iii. 1. 
181. 


wind, ow. rr A. 1.1, 238; to fold. 
M.N’D. iv. 
= aioe the, give air. A.W. 
Ve 2. FO 
windgalls, swelling in horse’s legs. 
T. Of S. tii. 2.53. 
windring, winding. Tp. iv. 1. 128. 
windy, windward, safe. M.A. ii. 1. 
wee Tw.N. iii. 4. 171. 

ee ee a | am strong in flight. 


ote: bate a es. Tp. ii. 1.217; 
L.L.L. i. 1. 43; the least. Tp. ii. 1. 
243; closing of the eyes. Tp. ii. 1. 
WOW led aodl’; DS yi be in 
the dark. C. of E. iii. 
wise woman, witch. td W. iv. 5. 
25; Tw.N. iii. 4. 108. E 
wish, commend. T. of S. i. 1. 111; 
i, 2. 59,63; desire. M. for M. v. 1. 79. 
wit, wisdom. Two G.i. 1.34; &c.; 
sense. M.A. i. 1.67. 
witch, wizard. C. of E. iv. 4. 157. 
wi*cracker, jester, M. A. v. 4. 101. 
with, by. Two G. ii. 1.32; &c. 
withal, not do, not help it. M. of 
Vi iid, fer. 
withering out, ipa bag) enjoy- 
ment of. M.N.D.i 
without, except. goo G. ii. 1. 38; 
beyond. ‘Tp. v. 1. 271; M.N.D. i. 
LG We ds: 200s 
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be ed door, external. W.T. ii. 1. 


iuiedh, evidence. M.W. iv. 2. 205. 
wit-snapper, man ready at repar- 
tee. M of V. iii. be 

wit, to, namely. M. of V. ii. 9. 90. 
‘wit, whither wilt?’ expression 
used to check anyone talking too 
much. As. iv. 1. 160. 

Weatien foes cuckold. M.W. 
he ae’ 

egg wittol-like. M.W. ii. 2. 
witty, cunning. M.A. ane a 26. 
wive, marry. M. of V. i. 2. 130; 
Tw.N. v. 1. 398. 

woe, sorry. Tp. v. 1.139. 

woman me to it, make me show 
ie oman’s weakness. A.W. iii. 


woman of the world, married wo- 

man. As. vy. 3.4. 

es -tired, henpecked. W.T. ii. 

© 74 

womb, enclose. W.T. iv. 3. 497. 

wonder, wondering, adniiration. 

W.T. ivi chor. 255° v. 1133; 

wondered, wonder- working. Tp. 

iv. 1. 123. 

wonder of, wonder at. M.N.D. 

iv. 1. 133. 

wont, is wont. C. of E. iv. 4. 38. 

mad. Two G. ii. 3. 28; 

1. 192; 

woodbine, bindweed, honeysuckle, 

or eth olvulus. M.N.D. ii. 1. 251; 

iv. 1 

woodcock, fool. M.A.v. 1.157; &c. 

woodman, forester, wencher. M. 

for M. iv. 3. 165. 

wooilen, blankets. M.A. ii. 1. 31. 

woolward, go, wear wool instead 

of linen next skin. L.L.L. v. 2. 704. 

word, promise. A.W. ii, 1. 212. 

word, ata, in short. M.W.i. 1.104; 

as good as my word. M.W.i. 3. 14. 

work, affect. Tp. iv. 1.144. 

working, scope. As. i. 2. 201. 

working-day, common, ordinary. 

As. i. 3. 12. 

world, wonder. M.A. iii. 5. 35; T. 

of S. ii. 1, 304. 

world, go tothe, be married. M.A. 

Ne 1eSlls A.W. 18. 

worm, creature. P, fii 1.31 +: M0. W.. 

v. 5. 86; serpent. M.for M. iii. 1. nia 

M.N.D. iii. 2. 71. 

worn times, old age. W.T. y. 1.142. 

worser, worse. Tp. iv. 1. 27 

Sera honour, dignity. W.T. 

i. 2. 314 

wort, root. M.W. i. 1. 119; sweet 

unfermented beer. L.L.L. v. 2. 234. 

i ie, reall rank. Tw.N, iii. 3. 
: W.T. v. 1. 214. 

earthy, Sens ‘deserved. A.W. iv. 

6. 


Bs 

wot, wotting, know, knowing. 
Telido dk 1. OLS Wal, iil. 2. 75. 
wound, wound about. Tp. ii- 2. 13. 
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wrack of sea, shipwreek. C, of E. 


wen tte wrathful, 
ardour. As, v. 2, 40, 
eee fold, twine. Two G. ii. 1 
304,.L. 0. iv. 37132; As.iv.3. 108, 
ie writhe, M.A, y, 1. a 
writ, scripture. A,W. 1. 140; 
written, claimed. A.W. ii * 26k 
write, claim to be. A.W, ii. 3. 202. 
wrong, done myself, put niyself 
in the wrong. M. for M. i. 2. 41. 
wrongs you, this, this is un- 
worthy of you, M.W. iy. 2. 153. 
wrong, yon do yourself, you are 
much mistaken. Tp. i. 2. 440 (ironi- 
he for * you have uttered a false- 
th Lo spelt or byme), weelb. 
wro (so BRS rr yme , wra 
re of V. ii. 
wrought,  spiede W.R, ¥23.. Bi 
he , see fife. 


yard, yard measure. T. of S. iy. 3. 
11 


yready, pose x; Aan 


yare, yarel 
5 &c. 


ble, active, riskly. Tp.i.1.4 
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yeleped, called, named. L.L.L, i. 
5 ¥. 2. O92. . 
, diminutive for ‘Edward’. 
M.W. i. 1. 154. 

year, years. M. for M. ii. 1, 265. 
yearn, grieve, vex. M.W.. iii. 5. 43. 
years, in, into wrinkles. L.L.L. 


VvV.& le 
yellow, emblem of jealousy. W.T. 
ji. 3. 106. 
PELE NES jealousy. M.W. i. 3. 


yellows, jaundice in horses, T. of 
iii 

yest, foam. froth. W,'T, ili. 3. 91, 
yet, still. T. of S, Ind. 2.67; W.T. 
d- Berd; 

yield sat forth, expose you. M. 
for M. v. 1. 7. 

yond, yonder. Tp, i. 2. 406. 

you, for you. As. i, 5. 32. 


inexperienced. As. i. 1. it. 
Hers Ax youth. M. of V. ii. 6. 14. 
zany, buffoon. L.L.L. v. 2. 464° 
woNw iso. 
zodiacs, years. M, for M. i. 2. 171 
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